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iJramatk  Perfonae* 

DON  FEDKO,  Prince  of  Amgon. 

Leonato,  Governor  of  MclTina. 

D^  John,  Bajlard-Brotber  loDonFedro. 

CJaudip,  a  young  fjord  of  Florence,  Favourite  to  Don 

Pedro. 
Benedick,  a  young  Lord  of  Fsidu^f  favoured  likewife  hy 

D^  Pedro. 
Balthazar,  Servant  t^  Don  Pedr-o: 
Antonio,  Brother  to  Leonato. 
Borachio,  Confident  to  Don  ]ohxi. 
Conrade,  Friend  to  Borachio, 

Hero,  Daughter  to  LeonatOi 
Beatrice,  Neice  to  Leonato. 

-^  ^      'I  two  Gentlewomen^  attending  on  Hero. 

A  Friary  Meffenger^  Watch^  Town-Qerk^  Sexton^  and 
Attendants. 

SCENE,     MeJJina  in  Sicily. 
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A  C  T    I.     SCENE! 

SCENE,  a  Court  before  LconatoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Loonate,  Hero,  and  Beatrice,  m^b  a  Mejfenger. 

L  £  o  N  A  T  0. 

Learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  cf 
jfrragon  conies  this  night  to  MeJJina. 
Myf.  He  is  very  near  by  this  \  he  was 
not  three  ki^es  ofF  when  I  left  him. 
Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you 
loft  in  this  action  i 

Meff.  But  few  of  any  Sort,  and  none  of  Name. 
Leon.  A  viftory  is  twice  itfelf,  when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  nqmbers;   I  find  here,  that  Don 
Pedro  hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Flo^ 
rentine^  caird  Claudio. 

Meff.  Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  re- 
mcm^ed  by  Don  Pedro:  he  hath  borne  himfelt  be- 
yond the  promife  of  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a 
lamb  the  feats  of  a  Ifon:  he  hath,  indeed,  better  bet- 

1  The  Story  from  Jrhp^  OrL  Fur.  1.  J;  Mr.  Pop€. 
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tcr'd  cxpcftation,  than  you  muft  cxpeft  of  mc  to  tell 
you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Mejfma  will  be 
very  much  glad  of  it. 

Meff.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 
appears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  fo  much,  that  *  joy 
could  not  fhew  icfelf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badge 
of  bitterncfe.     '  '    . 
*  Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears? 

Meff.  In  great  meafare. 

Leon,  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefi.  There  are  no 
faces  truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafh'd.  How  much 
better  is  it  to-wccp  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping ! 

£eai.  I  pray  you,  ^  is  Signior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  v^ars  or  no  ? 

Mejf.  I  know  none  of  that  name.  Lady;  ^  there 
was  none  fucb  in  the  army  of  any  Sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  Neice? 

Hero.  My  Coufin  means  Signhr  Benedick  of  Padua. 

Mejf.  O,  he*s  returned,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he 
V^as* 

Beat.  He  fct  up  his  hills  here  in  Mefftna^  and  chal- 
Icng'd  Cupid  at  the  flight  5  and  toy  Uncle's  fool,  read- 
ing the  challenge,  fubfcrib'd  iaiQ^d^  and  challeng'd 
him  at  the  bird-bolt.  '*  I  pray  you,  how. many  hath 
**  he  kiird  and  eaten  in  thcfc  wafc  ? .  but  how  many. 

,  2jcy  could  not  Jbew  it  /e// modt^  enough,  ^without  a  badge 
•f  hitterne/s.l  This  is  judicioafl/  exprcfs'd.  Of  all  the  tranf- 
ports  of  Joy,  .that  which  is  attended  with  tears  is  leaft  ofienfive; 
becaufe  carrying  with  it  this  xnark  c^  pain»  it  allays  the  envy 
that  ufually  attends  another's  happineis.  •  This  he  finely  calls  » 
modeft  yoy^  fach  a  one  as  did  not  infult  the  obferver  by  an  indica- 
tion of  happinefs  unihixed  witlTpain. 

'  3  i^  Sjgnior  Montanto  returned'}  Monfante,  in  SpaniJS^,  h 
a  if^(  two'h^nded'ftimrdt  given,  with  much  homour,  ta  one, 
;he  Ipeaker  would  reprefent  as  a  Boafter  or  Bravado. 

4  there  was  none  fuch  in  the  army  of  any  Sort, 2  Not  mean- 
ing there  was  none  ifuch  of  any  order  or  degree  'wbate<ver^  twt 
(hftt  there  was  none  fuch  of  any  quality  above  the  common. 
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<<  hath  he  kiird  ?  for»  indeed,  I  prorniVd  to  ea(  all 
"  of  his  killing." 

Iaoh^  ^aich»  Neicjt,  yov  t^  Signior  BmfdUk 
too  much  \  but  he*ll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  ic 
not. 

Mejf.  He  hath  done  good  fervice.  Lady,  In  thde 

^(  Beat.  Yqu  h^  mufty  vi^uAl$»  ai^d  he  h^th  ho)p 
^^  10  e^  it^  be*9  ^  very  vs^lisint  trencher-man,  hefaaeh 
**  dn  excellent  ftomach.** 

Affff.  And  a  gpod  fpWif r  top,  Lady. 

J3^^/.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady  ?  but  what  is 
he  to  4  lord  ? 

M0ff.  A  lord  to  4  lord,  a  man  to  ^  man,  ftuflTc 
witli  all  honourable  virtues, 

Beat.  It  i$  IK^,  indeed :  be  i^  no  le^  than  a  ftuSc 
man :  but  for  the  ftuffipg, — wcH,  we  arc  all  mortal. 

Leon.  YoQ  OKift  npCt  Sir,  mi(\ake  ipy  Ncice;  chere 
is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  Signiot  B^mdiA  and 
her  ;  they  neva  A^eet,  \m  thcre'3  a  skirmifh  of  Wit 
between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  That.  In  out  lail 
conflift,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off,  and 
now  is  the  whole  man  gqvern'4  with  .one:  So  that  if 
he  have  ^  wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  from  harm,  let 
him  bear  it  for  a  diflTerence  between  himfelf  and  his 
iborfe  \  for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be 
known  a  reafonable  creature.  Who  is  his  companion 
now  ?  he  bath  every  month  a  new  fworn  brother. 

•  fwit  tnougb  to  kefp  him/elf  w mlu.I  But  how  would  thct 
m^  a  diffir9Hii  hetixnen  him  and  his  hor/e^  We  fhould  read. 
Wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  from  harm.  This  fuits  the  fa- 
tirical  taiB  of  her  fpeech,  in  the  character  (he  would  give  of 
Benedick  i  and  this  would  make  the  difference  fpokea  of.  For 
*tis  the  nature  of  horfes,  when  wounded,  to  run  upon  the  point 
of  the  weapon* 

Vol.  U.  Bj  Af# 
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Meffl  Is  it  poffible  ?  - 

Beai.  Very  cafily  poffible ;  «  he  wears  his  feith  but 
as  the  falhion  of  his  hat,  it'ievcr  changes  with  the 
.  next  block. 

Mejf.  I  fte.  Lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books. 

Beat.  "  No ;  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  Study, 
♦*  But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  is  there 
:  ^  no  yoQi^  (quarcr  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage 
•*  with  him  to  the  devil  ? 

Mef.  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right  no- 
ble Claudio. 

Beat.  O  lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeaf<?; 

h&  is  iboner  caught   than  the  peftilence,  and  the 

taker  runs  prefently  mad.     God  help  the  noble  Qaa^ 

.  diO'<^  tf  he  have  caught  the  Benedick  \  it  will  cod  him  a 

thou&nd  pounds  ere  he  be  cur-d. 

Meff.  I  wiU  hold  friends  with  you.  Lady, 
:  Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 
^Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  Neice. 
Beat.  No,  not  'till  a  hpt  January. 
Mejffi  Don  Pedro  is  approached, 

SCENE  IL 

^nter  Don  Pcdrp,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  and 
Don  John. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  LeonatOy  yon  are  come  to 
meet  your  trouble :  the  fafliion  of  the  world  is  to 
avoid  coft,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  troqble  to  my  houfe  in  the  Hke- 
pefs  of  your  Grace  j  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort 

yh'Wfart  bit  faith]  Not  religions  Pfofefiiont  but  Prpfef' 
fion  of  friendjhif  \  for  the  fpcaker  gives  it  as  the  reafon  of  her 
»*^ing.  'who  'was  now  his  Comfftnion  ?  that  hi  had  injtry  month 
0  piiv/tJLorn  brother* 
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(hould  remain  $  but  Mifitn  ycfa  depttit  from  me,  foitow 
abides^  «tAd  ha^{>Hie6  takes  hislttftve. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly :  I 
,  think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Lm$.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  toM  me  ib. 

Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  JSir,  chat  you  i»kt  her? 

Leon.  Sjgbior  MeMiick^  no }  for  then  vvvre  you  a 
child. 

Pedro.  You  h«i^e  it  full,  BeneMt^s  We  n«iy  guefs 
by  this  what  you  are,  bdng  ft  miui :  truly,  the  iady  &. 
thm  htt  lelf  I  be  happy,  lady,  for  you  are  like  an 
honourable  father. 

Ba^.  If  Signioi'  Lmmo  be  hdr  F^her,  flie  w^M 
not  have  his  head  on  har  AouMtiK  for  all  Meffina^  ek 
Kloe  hitn  as  (he  is. 

Biai.  I  wonder,  that  yo>a  will  ftill  be  talking,  Sig^ 
nior  Benedict  i  no  bbdy  marks  you.. 

Bene.  What,  my  dear  lady  Difdmn!  are  you  yct 
livii^  ? 

Beat.  Is  it  poflible,  Difilain  fhould  di&,  while  flie 
hathfuch  meet  food  to  fted  it,  asSignior^^»^/(^ 
Courtefie  it  felf  muft  contdt  to  Difilain,  if  you  come 
in  her  prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtefie  a  turn-ooat ;  but  it  is  cer- 
tain, I  am  lov'd  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted ;  and 
I  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard 
heart,  for  truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happinefs  to  women ;  they  Would  elle 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernkious  fuicor.  I  thank 
God  and  my  cold  blood,  1  am  of  your  Humour  for 
that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than 
a  man  fwear  be  bves  me. 

Bene^  God  keep  your  ladyfhip  ftill  in  thdt  mind! 
fo  feme  gentleman  or  other  Ihall  fcape  a  predeftinait 
fcratcht  face. 

Beat.  ^'  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an 
^*  'twere  fuQh  a  face  as  ymwn  were*" 

B  4  Bene, 
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Sm^  Well,  you  are  a  rare  ^porrot-t^acbcn 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a  beaft 
©f:  yours.  , 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your 
tongue,  and  fo  good  a  cootinuer-;  but  keep  your  way 
o*  God's  name,  I  have  done* 

Beat.  "You  always. end  with  a  jade*s  trick ;  I  know 
you  of  old.  > 

Peiko.  This  U  the  fum  of  all :  jL^w/^,-rSignior 

ClaudiOj    and  Signior  Benedicky; my  dear  friend 

iLeonato  hath  invited  you  all ;  I  tell  him,  we  (hall  day 
here  at  the  leaft  a  month ;  and  he  heartily  {^ays,  fonw 
occadon  may  dctim  us  longer :  I  dare  fwear,  he  is  no 
hypocrite^  but  pray^  from  his  heart., 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fliall  npt  be  for- 
fwwn.— — Let  me  bid  You  welcon[>e,  my  lord,  being 
reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother  j  J  owe  you  ^ 
duty. 

John.  I  thank  you  j  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but 
I  thank  you. 

Lecn.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Pe^.  Your  hand,  Leanato  \  we  will  go  together. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  ^//^iClaudip^ 

S    C    EN    E      IIL 

Claud.  Benedick^  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of 
Stgnior  Leonato  ? 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  looked  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  ihe  not  a  modcft  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  queftion  me,  aS  an  honeft  man  fhould 
do,  for  my  fimplc  true  judgment  ?  or  would  you  have 
me  fpeak  after  my  cuftom,  as  being  a  profefled  tyrant 
to  their  lex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  iTaith,  methinks,  flie  is  too  low  for 
an  high  praiie,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  lit- 
tle 
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de  for  a  great  praifei  only  this  commendation  I  can 
'<  afibrd  her,  that  were  fhe  other  than  fhe  is,  fhe  were 
^^  unhandfome;  and  being  no  other  but  as  (he  is,  I 
«  do  not  like  her." 

Qaud.  Thou  think'ft,  I  am  in  fport ;  I  pray  thee» 
tell  me  truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her»  that  you  enquire  after 
her? 

Qaud.  Can  the  world  buy  (uch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea»  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into^  but  fpeak  you 
this  with  a  fad  brow?  or  do  you  play  the  flouting 
Jadtj  to  tell  us  Ci^  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vul* 
eM  a  rare  carpenter  ?  come,  in  what  key  fliali  a  man 
take  you  to  go  in  the  Song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye^  ihe  is  the  fweeteft  lady  that  I 
ever  look'd  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpeftacles,  and  I  fee  no 
fuch  matter;  there's  her  G>ufin,  if  fhe  were  not  pof- 
feft  with  fuch  a  Fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty, 
as  the  firft  of  May  doth  the  lall  o{ December:  but  I 
hope,  you  have  no  intent  to  turn  husband,  have  you  ? 

Qaud.  I  wodd  fcarce  tmft  my  felf,  tho'  I  had 
fworn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is't  come  to  this,  in  faith  ?  hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  fhall 
I  never  fee  a  batchelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  go  to, 
i'iaith,  if  thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke, 
wear  the  print  of  it,  and  ^  (igh  away  Sundays:  look, 
Don  Pedro  is  returned  to  leek  you. 

S    C    E    N    E      IV. 
Re-enter  Bon  Pedro  and  Don  John. 

Pedro.  What  Secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you 
followed  not  to  Leonat6*%  houfe  ? 

J  figh  away  Sundayi  {\  A  proverbial  expreffion  to  fignify  that 
a  man  has  qo  reft  at  alli  when  Sunday^  a  day  formerly  of  cafe 
and  dlver£ony  was  pafTed  fo  ttnconfortably. 

Bene. 
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Bent.  I  would,  ymr  Gtacc  i*ouJd  conftfaSn  mt  to 
tell.  ^ 

Pifiri?.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear.  Count  Claudio^  I  can  be'ftcret  as 
a  dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  )b;  but  on  my 
allegiance,  mark  you  this,  on  tny  allegiance :— —he 
is  in  love ;  with  whom  ?  now  tnat  is  your  Grace's 
part :  mark„  how  fhort  his  s^nfwer  is,  with  Hero^  Lt^* 
naio^s  fhort  daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lond,  it  is  not  fo,  tior 
•twas  not  fo  •,  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  k  ihould  be 
fo. 

Claud.  If  my  paflion  change  not  fhortly,  God  for* 
bid  it  Ihould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  Lady  i^ 
very  well  worthy. 

Claud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  Jpeak  my  thought. 

Claud.  And,  m  faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

Bene.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord, 
I  fpeak  mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  kcl 

Pedro.  That  flie  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  flie  Ihould  be  loved, 
nor  know  how  fhe  Ihould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion 
that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the 
ftake. 

Pedro.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  heretick  in  the 
defpight  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maiiitain  his  part,  I  but  in 
the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her; 
that  fhe  brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  moft 
humble  thanks :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheate  winded 

8  6ut  in  the  f9rce  of  his  nvill}  Alluding  to  the  dfefiilition 
of  a  Heretick  in  tke  Schools. 
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in  my  fordiead,  or  hang  my  bugk  in  an  invifible 
baUrick,  all  women  ffaall  pardon  me ;  becaufe  I  will 
not  do  them  the  Wrong  to  miftruft  any,  I  will  do 
my  felf  the  Right  to  truft  none ;  and  the  fine  i%  (for 
the  which  I  ms^y  go  the  finer,)  I  will  live  a  batchelor. 

Pedro.  I  IhaU  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with 
love. 

Bene.  *'  Widi  anger,  with  ficknels,  or  with  htm- 
^^  ger,  my  lord,  not  with  love :  prove,  that  ever  I 
<^  lofe  more  blood  with  love,  than  I  wiii  get  zmxa 
*«  with  drinking,  pick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  baUad- 
*^  maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a 
<^  broihel*]ioufe  for  the.  Sign  of  blind  Cupid.*^ 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  faith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argpment. 

Bene.  It  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
Ihoot  at  me  %  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on 
the  ihoulder,  and  call'd  '  Adam. 

Pedro.  Well,  as  time  fhall  try  ^  in  time  the  favage 
bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  favage  bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  ieniible 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  buUVhorns,  and  let 
them  in  my  forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted } 
and  in  liich  great  letters  as  they  write.  Here  i$  good 
Uorfe  to  bire^  let  them  fignifie  under  my  Sign,  Here 
you  may  fee  Benedick  the  marrfd  man. 

Claud.  If  this  fhould  ever  happen,  thou  would'ft 
be  horn-mad. 

Pedro.  Nay, '  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  qui- 
ver in  Venice^  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhordy. 

Bem. 

9  Adam  Bell,  at  that  time  &mou8  for  Archery.     Mr.  Theobald, 

1  if  Cupid  ka$b  not  Jj^nt  all  bis  juinfir  in  Venice,]  All 
modern  Writers  agree  in  reprefenting  r  ^fV#  in  the  fameiieht, 
that  the  Ancients  did  Cffrus,  And  *tit  this  Charadler  of  the  reo* 
pie  that  is  here  alluded  to.  The  Sieur  de  $i.  Difdier  fpeaking  of 
their  Courtifanes  ia^s^  Ji  fids  artain  fue  rien  m  peut  egaler  ct 
fui  fi  'voit  a  y€ni€$t  tant  four  la  multitude^  fut  pour  la  pleine 

liberti 
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Bifu,  I  Icx>k  for  an  eartfaqaaike  tod  then. 

Pedro.  WeH,  you  will  temporize  with'  the  hours ; 
,in  the  mean  time,  good:Signior  Benedick^  repair  to 
Leonatd^s^  commend*  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will 
not  fail  him  at  fupper>  for,  indeed^  he  hath  made 
.great  preparation. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  iiich 
an  embaflage,  and  fo  I  commit  you- '  . 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God ;  Frcwri  my  faoufc,  if 
I  had  it,' 

Pedro,  The  fixth  of  July^  your  loving  friend, 
^Benedick. 

Bene,  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not;  the  body  of 
your  difcourfe  is  Ibmetirae  guarded  with,  fragments, 
and  the  guards  are  but  flightly  bafted  on  neitfer :  ere 
you  flout  oH  ends  any  further,  ex;amine  your  con- 
science, and  lb  I  leave  you.  [ExU. 

S    C   E    N    E     V. 

Claud.  My  Liege,  your  KTighnefe  now  may  do  me 
good.' 

liherie^"'-^-^!!  y  a  ifeux  cent  cinquante  quatre  ans  que  Venice  ft 

.  trotevantfansCoiurUfaneSf  la  Repubiiquefut  obligee  d^  en  fair  e  v^- 

nir  utt  grand  nombre  d*  Eftraf^erej,     La  Doglioni  hue  extreme- 

.  ment  en  cela  ta  fageffe  de  la  Ref.  laquelle^  far  ce  moyen  fceui 

pourvoir  a  la  feurete  des  femmes  dhonneurf  aufquelles  onfaifoit 

ious  les  jours  des  vrolcnces  pabliqucs  ;  pui/que  les  liemx  les  flue 

faints  fCeftaieni  point  un  afile  affure,-   Qeftfourquoy  comme  la  Rep. 

croit  que  Vair  Jale  qtCon  reff  ire  dans  ce  climat  repd  le  difondr£  ha- 

hituel  (f  fans  remede^  ellejugea^  &c.     Mr.  Bayle^  ^peaking  of 

the  diffolate  manners  of  the  /v«^//«»  Ecclcfiafticks,  iays,  Je  me 

fou*viens  d*a^ooir  demande  unjouf  a  un  Homnie^  qtfi  me  contott  mille 

.far  mille  Dereglemens  des  Ecclefiaftiques  de  Venice^   comment  ilfe 

fouvoit  faire  que  le  Senat  fouffroit, — On  me  ft  reponfe  que  le  bien 

public  obligeoit  le  Souverain  a  ufer  de  cette  Indulgence:  l^ pour 

m^expliquer  cette  Enigme,  on  ajouta  que  le  Senat  itoit  bien  aife.  que 

le  Peuple  eut  le  dernier  mepris  four  les  Pretr€s ;  car  des  lors  ils 

font  moins  eapables  de  le  faire  foulewer.    Thus,  when  natural 

temperament,  the  PoHcy  of  the  Republic,  and  the  Example  of 

Churchmen,  all  concur  to  foment  thb  diforder,  it  is  no  wonder  it 

fliould  rife  higher  here  than  la  any  other  place. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro.  My  love  U;  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how. 
And  thodlhalc  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  le£R>n  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Qaud.  Hath  Lemato  any  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero^  fbe's  his  only  heir : 
Doft  thou  aflfeft  her,  Claudio  ?, 

Claud.  O  my  lord. 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  aftion, 
I  ldok*d  upon  her  with  a  (bldier's  eye  ^ 
That  lik*d,  but  had  a  rougher  task  1^  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of*]p^; 
But  now  I  am  returned,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  yacant  5  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  Defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  ifair  young  Hero  is ; 
Saying,  I  lik*d  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently. 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words : 
If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero^  cherifli  it. 
And  I  will  break  with  her :  and  with  her  Father, 
And  Thou  (halt  have  her :  was't  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  began'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

'  Qdud.  How  fweetly  do  you  miniftcr  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  comple&ion ! 
But  left  my  liking  rnight  too  fudden  fcem, 
r  v^oiild'haviB  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife 

Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than 
the  flood  ? 
*  The  faireft  grant  is  the  necelfity ;    •  : 

Look,  what  will  ferVe,  is  fit;  *tis  once,  thou  Iov*ft  j 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  (hall  have  revelling  to-night; 
I  will  aiTume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio  5 

2  ^he  faireft  grant  is  the  necej/ttyi]  i.  c.  no  one  can  have  a 
better  reafon  for  granting  a  requeft  than  the  neceifity  of  iu  being 
granted. 

And 
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And  in  ber  bofom  PIl  unck^  my  hearty 

And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 

And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale: 

Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break ; 

And  the  conclufion  is,  fixe  ihalt  be  thine  i 

In  praftice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [E^imL 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon.  How  now.  Brother,  where  is  my  Coufin  your 
fon?  hath  he  provided  this  mufick? 

Ant.  He  is  vcrybufie  about  it  \  but,  brother,  I  caa 
tell  you  news  that  you  yet  dreamt  not  of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a 
good  cover;  they  (how  well  outward.  The  Prince 
and  Count  Claudio^  walking  in  a  thick-pleached  alley 
in  my  orchard,  were  thus  over-heard  by  a  man  cy 
mine:  The  Prince  difcovcr'd  to  CXi^^fit?,  that  be  Ipv'd 
my  neice  your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it 
this  night  in  a  dance;  and  if  he  found  ber  accordant, 
he  meant  to  take  the  preient  time  by  the  top,  and  in- 
ftantly  break  with  you  of  it. 

LejoTk  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this? 

Ant.  A  gpod  fharp  fellow ;  I  will  lend  for  him,  and 
queftion  him  your  &lf. 

Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hold  it  as  adceam,  'till  it 
appear  it  ielf :  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal, 
that  fhe  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  if 
peradventure  this  be  true;  go  you  and  tdl  her  of  it : 
Coufins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do.  [Several  crofs 
the  Stage  here."]  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend,  gp  you 
with  me  and  1  will  u(e  your  skill ;  good  Coufm^  have 
a  care  this  bude  time.  [^Exeunt. 
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S   C  E  N  E     VI. 

Changes  to  a»  Apartment  in  LeonatoV  Houfe. 

£nter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 

Cm'.\\T HAT  the  good^jer,  my  lord,  why  are 
W    you  thu$  put  of  mcafure  fad  f 

John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occaHon  that 
breedsi  ff^  thcrcforei  the  iadneis.  is  without  limit. 

ConF.  You  Ihould  bear  reafon^. 

John*.  And  when  I  bare  beard  it^  what  Blelfing 
bringeth  it  ? 

Onr.  If  act  a  pitfent  reomly,  yet  a  patient  fuf- 
ferance. 

John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  iay^ft 
thou  arc»  born  undcs*  SaHcm)  goeft  about  to  apply  a 
moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief :  I  cannot 
hide  what  I  am :  I  muft  be  fad  when  I  have  caufe,  and 
itnit^  a(  no  man^s  jefts  v  eat  when  I  have  ftomach,  and 
wait  for  no  man's  leifure;  fleep  when  I  am  drowfie, 
mi  tetid  on  no.  man's  bufinefii  laogh  when  I  am  mer- 
ry, and  claw  no  man  in  his  humour. 

Opr.  Ye4  but  yisni.  mull:  not  make  the  full  ihow 
of  this,  *  till  you  maydoitwithoutcontrolementj  you 
haife  of  late  ftood  out  againft  your  brother,  and  he 
ha&.ta'enyou  newly  into  his  grace,  where  it  is  im* 
poffible  jrou  Chould  take  root,  but  by  die  fair  weather 
that  you  make  your  letf  *,^  it  is  need&l  that  you  frame 
the  feafon  for  your  own  harvcft. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge^  than  a 
rofe  in  his  grace ;  and  it  better  fiu  my  blood  to  be 
difdaifl'd  of  all,  than  to  faihion  a  carriage  to  rob  love 
from  any :  in  this,  (though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a 
flattering  honed  man)  it  muft  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am 
a  plain-dealing  villain ;  I  am  trufted  with  a  muzzel, 
and  infranchifed  with  a  clog,  therefore  I  have  decreed 

not 
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not  to  fing  in  my. cage:  if  I  had  my  month,  I  would 
bite ;  if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do  my  liking :  in 
the  mean  time  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  ieek  not  to 
alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent  ? 

John.  I  wiirmake  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 
Who  comes  here  ?  what  news,  Beracbio ? 

Enier  EoTzphio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  &pi)er;  the 
Prince,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by  Leo* 
nafOj  and  I  can  give  you  mtelligence  of  an  intended 
marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifchief 
on  ?  what  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  himfelf  to  un« 
quietnefs? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brothcr*s  right  hand. 

John.,  Who,  the  moft  exquifite  Clamio? 

Bora.  Even  he.        .         .,>. 

John.  A  proper  Squire !  and  who,  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero^  the  daughter  and  heir  of 
Leonato. 

John.  A  very  forward  March  dikkf  How  come 
you  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
fmoaking  a  mufty  room,  comes  me  the  Prince  and 
Claudio  hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference;  I  whipt  be- 
hind the  Arras,  and  there!  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that 
the  Prince  fhould  woo  Hero  for  himfelf;  and  having 
obtain'd  her,  give  her  to  Count  Ci^id^. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove 
food  to  my  difpleafure :  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all 
the  glory  of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can  crofi  him  any 
way,  I  blefe  my  felf  every  way;  you  are  both  fure, 
and  will  aflift  me. 

Conr.  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

John. 
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John,  Let  us  to  the  great  fuppcr;  their  Cheer  is 
the  greater,  that  I  am  fubdu'd ;  'would  the  cook  were 

of  my  mind!. fleaJl  we  go  prove  what'js  to  be 

done  ? 

Bora.  We*Jl  wait  upon  your  lordfhip.        {Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

SCENE,   'a  Hall  in  Leonato'i  mufe, 

&f/^  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret 
and  Urfula. 

Lbonato. 

WAS  not  Count  John  here  at  Supper? 
Ant.  Ifawhimnot. 

Btat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks !  I  never 
can  fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burn'd  an  hour  after.    . 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made 
juft  in  the  mid-way  between  him  ^xABmidick\  the 
one  is  too  like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing;. and  the 
other  too  like  my  lady*s  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tailing. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedick^s  tongue  in  Count 
Jobn^s  mouth,  and  half  Count  Jobn'i  melancholy  in 
Signior  Benedkk^s  face  ■ 

Beat.  With  a  good  Leg,  and  a  good  foot.  Uncle, 
and  mony  enough  in  his  pyr/e,  fuch  a  man  would 
win  any  woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her 
good  Will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  Neice,  thou  wilt  never  gel 
thee  a  husband,  if  thou  be  fo  flirewd  of  thy  tongue. 
.  Ant.  In  faith,  (hc*s  too  curft. 

Beat.  Too  curft  is  more  than  curft ;  I  fhall  leflTen 
God's  fending  that  way ;  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a 

Vol.  II.  C  curft 
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curft  Cow  ihort  horns  ^  but  to  a  Cow  too  ctirft  he 
fends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  top  curft,  God  will  fen4  yw 
no  horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  Husband ;  for  the 
which  Blefling  I  am  at  him  uppn.my  knees  every 
morning  and  evening :  Lord !  I  could  not  endure 
a  husband  with  a  beard  on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lye 
in  woollen. 

Lean.  You  may  light  upon  a  husband,  that  hath 
no  beard. 

Beat.  What  (hould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefi  him  in  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman? 
he  that  hath  a  beard  is  niore  than  a  youths  and'  he 
that  hath  no  beard  is  lefs  than  ^  man ;  and  he  that  is 
more  than  a  youth.  Is  not  iFor  me ;  and  he  that  is  lefs 
than  a  man,  I  am  not  for  him  :  therefore  I  will  even 
take  fix  pence  in  earneft  of  the  bear-herd,  and  le^ 
his  apes  into  hell.  ^ 

jlnt.  Well,  Neice,  I  truft,  you  will  be  rul'd  by 
your  father.  [7b  Hero. 

Beat.  Yes,  faith,  it  is  my  Coufin's  duty  to  m^e 
cufcfie,  and  fay.  Father j  as  it  pkafes  you\  teit  yet  for. 
ajl  that,  Cbufin,  let  him  be  a  handibme  fellow,  or 
elfe  make  another  curtlie,  and  fay,  Fatber^  as  it 
fkafes  me. 

Leon.  Well,  Neice,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day 
fitted  with  a  husband. 
Beat.  Not  *till  God  m^ke  men  of  fome  other 

.  3  Well  then,  &c. — — ]  All  this  impipus  nonfe&fe  thrown  tai, 
the  bottom  is  the  players,  and  foiiled  in  without  rhyme  or  reafoiu 


Leim.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell,  — - 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the.  gate;  and  there  will  the  devil  meet  me, 
Visit  ait  old  cuckold,  with  his  horns  on  his  head,^  and  fay,  *'  get 
**  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice^  get  you  to  heav*n,  here's  no  place 
**  for  you  maids.*'  So  deliver  I  up  my  apes,  and  away  to  St« 
Peter ^  fqr  the  heav*xis;  he  ihews  me  where  t^i^  bat)che)ors  fit, 
and  there  live  we  as  meuy  as  the  day  is  long. 
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metal  than  eal-th;  would  it  hot  grieve  a  woman  to 
be  ovcr-mafter'd  with  a  piece  of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make 
account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  way- ward  marlc  ?  no, 
uncle,  I'll  none ;  Adanf%  Ions  are  my  brethren,  and, 
truly,  I  hold  it  a  fin  to  match  in  my  kindred. , 

Ledn.  Daughter^  remember,  what  I  told  you;  if 
the  Prince  do  foUicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know 
your  anfwer. 

Beat.  The  &ult  will  be  in  the  mufick,  cbuHn,  if 
you  be  not  \i^o6*d  !»  good  time ;  If  the  Prince  be 
too  important,  tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every 
thing,  and  fi>  dance  out  tlie  Anfwer;  for  hear  me, 
Hiro^  wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a  Scotch 
^g,  a  meafure,  an  J  i  cirique-pace ;  the  firft  fuit  is 
hoc  and  hafty,  like  a  Scotch  ]\^^  and  full  as  fantaftical ; 
the  wedding  mannerly-modeft,  as  a  meafure,  full  of 
ftace  and  anchentry ;  and  then  comes  repentance,  and  * 
with  his  bad  legs  falls  into  the  cinque-pace  fafter  and 
fafter,  *till  he  finks  into  his  grave. 

Licon.  Coufin,  you  apprehend  paflSng  fllrewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  church 
by  day-Kght. 

Imh.  The  revellers  are  eiitf ing,  brother ;  mak« 
good  room, 

SCENE      II. 

laair  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  dni 
others  in  Mafquerade. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  with  your  Friend"? 

Hero.  Sd  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and 
fey  nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially 
when  I  Wailk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in'your  company? 

Hero.  I  may  fay'  fo,  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour;  for  God  defend^ 
the  lute  ihould  be  like  the  cafe  I* 

C  2  Pedro. 
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Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Pbilemon^s  roof  %  within  the 
houfe  is  (a)  Jove. 

Hero,  Why,  then  your  vifor  fliould  be  thatch*d 
Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  fpeak  love. 
^BaUb.  Well ;  I  would,  you  did  like  me. 
.    Mdrg.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I 
have  many  ill  qualities. 
5^//i&.  Which  is  one? 
Marg.  I  fay  my  Prayers  aloud. 
Baltb.  I  love  you  the  better,  the  hearers  may  cry 
Amen. 

Marg.  God  .match  me  with  a  good  dancer! 
Balib.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when 
the  dance  is  done !  Anfwer,  Clerk. 
.    Balib.  No  more  words,  the  clerk  is  anfwer*d. 
Urf.  1  know  you  well  enough  j  you  are  Signior 
.    Jntonio. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 
Urf.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 
'  Jlnt.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 
Urf.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-well,  unle& 
you  were  the  very  man :  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and 
down  J  you  are  he,  you  are  he. 
Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 
Urf.  Come,  come,  do  you  think,  I  do  not  know 
you  by  your  excellent  wit?  can  Virtue  hide  itfclf?  go' 
to,  mum,  you  are  he ;  graces  will  appear,  and  there's 
an  end. 

.   Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me,  who  told  you  fo  ?  ^ 
Bene.  No,  you  Ihall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me,  who  you  arc  ? 
Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat,  That  I  was  difdainful,  and  that  I  had  my 
good  Wit  out  of  ^be  Hundred  merry  Taks  \  well,  this 
was  Signior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

(a)  Jomt^  Mr.  JhiobaU —  Vulg.  Love^  i 

Bene. 
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Bene.  What's  he? 

Beat.  I  am  fure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prince's  Jeftcr ;  a  very  dull 
fool,  only  *  his  gift  is  in  devifing  impaflible  llanders : 
none  but  libertines  delight  in  him,  and  the  com- 
Qicndation  is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  *  his  villany  ;  for 
he  both  picafeth  men  and  angers  them,  and  then 
they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat  him  5  I  am  fure,  he  is 
in  the  fleet  •,  I  would,  he  had  boarded  me. 

Bene.^  When  I  know  the  gendcman,  Pli  tell  him 
what  you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do,  he*Il  but  break  a  comparifon  or 
two  on  me;  which,  pcradventure,  not  mark'd, 
or  not  laughed  at,  ftrikes  him  into  melancholy,  and 
then  there's  a  partridge  wing  favM,  for  the  fool 
will  eat  no  fuppcr  that  night.  We  muft  follow  the 
leaders.  {Muftck  within. 

Bene.  In  every  gobd  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave 
them  « the  next  turning.  lExeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E      III. 

Manent  John,  Borachlo,  ani  Claudio. 

John.  Sure,  my  brothco"  is  amorous  on  Hero^  and 
hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about 
it:  the  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 

Bora.  Ax\^  that  is  Glau^o\  I  know  him  by  his 
Bearing. 

4  ^^his  gift  is  in  de^uifing  IMPOSS IBLE  Jianderi:^ 
We  (hould  read  Impassible,  i.  t.  (landers  fo  ill  invented  that 
they  will  pafs  upon  no  body. 

5  hii  mllany ;]  by  which,  fhe  means  his  malice  and  im- 
piety. By  his  impious  jefts,  fhe  infihuates  VtpUafed  libertines  1 
and  by  his  di'vifingflanitn  of  them,  he  angered  them. 

C  3  7^*^ 
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John.  Are  you  not  Signior  Bene4ick  ? 
Claud.  You  ^oow  me  wejp»  (  am  |ie. 
7^^».  Signior,'  you  are  ypry  ncaf  (ny  brptbfit  in 
his  love,  he  is  enamour'd'  on  Ifero^  I  pray  you,  dif- 
fuade  him  from  her,  fhe  is  no  equal  for  his  bir(h  ^ 
vou  may  do  the  part  of  an  Honefl;  man  in  it. 

CiduX  How  know  ye,  he  Ipves  her  ? 
'    John.  1  tieard  him  (Wear  his  afFcdion. 
^   £dra.  So  d^d  I  too,  ^nd  he  f^yorehe  would  tMtxy 
her  to  night.  * 
^  John.  Cbme,  let  us  to  l:he  banquet. 

•  "      '      •  -^       •    y       (S^xeunf  John  avdlBfix^ 
Qaudf  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of  fynedicK 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Qaudio. 
'Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  wooes  for  bimfclf. 
Friendfliip  is  constant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  offfjce  and  affairs  of  Ipvei 
Therefore  all  hearts  in  loye  ufe  {a)  your  owfl  ft)|igucs| 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itfel^ 
And  trujpL  no  agent';  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Againft' whofe^harms  ^falth  ip^lteth  in(o  blQOd* 
This  i?  an  ftccidpqt  of  hourly  p-oof, 
"Which  i  miftniftednot.    Farwel.thenj  l^mi. 

Enter  ^nc^ck. 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  Yci;^  the  fame. 
.  Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me?, 

C//jii.  Whither? 

Bene.  Eyen  to  the  niext  willow,  about  your  own 
hufinefs,  Cpurit,    "V^hat  faihion  will  you  w?ar  Ac 

6  — /^i/*  meltetb  into  blood,']  i.  c.  Thcfe  intemperate  de- 
^es  make  men  treacherous ;  but  the  expieffion  alludes  to  the 
old  opinion  of  fuperflition  concerning  witches ;  that  they  turned 
whole fome  liquors  into  blood  by  their  charms. 

(^)  y9ur  0WM  tongues  t  Oxf.  Edit.— Volg.  their  onvn 

tonguis^ 

garland 
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garland  of?  about  yoar  neck)  like  an  Ufurer*s  chain  i 
or  under  your  arm,  like  a  Lieutenant's  fcarf  ?  you 
muft  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your 
Hero. 

Clattd.  I  wilh  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  drover; 
fo  they  fell  bullocks:  but  did  you  think,  the  Prince 
would  have  ferved  you  thus  f 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho!  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  mans 
'twas  the  boy  that  uole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat 
the  Poft. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  Til  leave  you.  [ExiK 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowle!  now  will  he  ci^eep 
into  fedges.  But,  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  fhould  know 
me,  and  not  know  me!  the  Prince's  fool!  ha?  it 
may  be,  I  go  under  that  Title,  becaufe  I  am  merry  i 
yea,  but  fo  I  am  apt  to  do  myfelf  wrong :  I  am  not 
jb  reputed  It  is  the  bafe  (tho'  bitter)  difipofition  of 
Beatrice^  that  ptits  the  World  into  her  perfon,  and  (q 
gives  me  out)  well,  FU  be  revengM  as  I  may, 

S     C     E     N     E      IV. 

Enier  Dm  Pedro. 

Pedre.  Now,  Signior,  where's  the  Count?  did  you 
fte  him  ? 

Bi^.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of 
hdy  Famt.  I  fouhd  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a 
k)dge  in  a  warren,  I  told  him  (and  I  think,  told  hini 
tiMt")  that  your  Gfalce  had  got  the  Will  of  this  young 
hd^,  alid  I  oflfer'd  him  my  company  to  a  willow- 
tr^e,  either  to  make  him  a  garland,  as  being  ibr« 
faken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a  rod,  as  being  worthy  to 
be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt !  what's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  tranfgrefllon  of  a  School-boy  \  who» 

C  4  being 
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being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  ncft,  (hews  it 
his  companion,  and  he  deals  it. 
.    Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  truft,  a  tranfgreffion?  the 
tranigreffion  is  in  the  ftcaler. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs,  the  rod  had  been 

made,'  and  the  garland  too ;  for  the  garland  he  might 

Tiave  worn  himlclf,  and  the  rod  he  might  have  bc- 

.  .ftow'd  on  you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftol'n  his 

bird's  ncft. 

Pfdrq.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  fing,  and  rcftorc 
',thern  to  the  owner* 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my 
faitji«  you  fay  honeftly. 

''  Picb^.  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you ;  the 
gentleman,  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her  flic  is  much 
wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene,  *'  O,  fhe  mifus'd  me  paft  the  indurance  of 
**  a  block  ;  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  kaf  on  ir, 
**  would  have  anfwer*d  her;  my  very  vifor  b^n  to 
^^  aiTumc  life^  and  fcpld  with  her ;  Ihe  tdd  me,  not 
^*  thinking  I  had  been  myfelf,  that  I  was  the  Princd$ 
••  jefter,  and  that  I  was  duller  than  a  great  thaw ; 
*'  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft,  with  ^  fucb  impaflable  con- 
*'  veyance  upon  me,  that  I  ftood  like  a  man  at  a 
«*  mark,  with  a  whole  army  ftiooting  at  me;  (he 
**  fpeaks  Ponyards,  and  every  word  ftabs ;  if  her 
'^^^  breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there 
,*'  were  no  living  near  her,  '  flie  would  infcft  to  the 
*''  North-Star  ;*'  I  woukl  not  marry  hpr,  though  ftjc 
^e^e  Endowed  wjth  ?ill  that  4dam  had  left  him  before 
he  tranfgfefs'd ; .  fhe  would  have  made  Hercules  have 
turn'd  Spit,  yea,  ^d  have  cleft  his  club  to  tnakc  the  fire 

^..  7  fuch  IMPOSSIBLE  ccnv^yance]  We  (hould  read  Im- 
passable. A  term  taken  from  fencing,  when  the  flrpkesare 
TO  fwift  anci'  repeated  as  not  to  be  parried  or  paiOTed  ofF. 

S  J^e  nAiouldinfe3  the  'North-Star  \\  i.  e.  There  is  nothing  of 
fo  pure  and  keen  a  brightnefs,  that  Yiti  calumnious  tongue  would 
npt  fu%.    ■ 
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too.  Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  (hall  find  her  '  the 
infernal  ^//  in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God,  (bme 
fcholar  would  conjure  hers  for,  certainly,  while  (he 
is  here  a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell  as  in  a  £in£tuary^ 
and  people  fin  upon  purpole,  becaufe  they  would  go 
thither;  foj  indeed,  all  diiquiet,  horror,  andpertur* 
bation  follow  her. 

SCENE      V. 

£/r/^  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  W  Hero* 

Pedro.  Look,  here  flie  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  fcrvicc 
Co  the  world's  end  f  I  will  go  on  the  flighceft  errand 
now  to  the  Jntipo4eSj  chat  you  can  devife  to  fend  me 
on;  I  will  fetch  you  a  tooth- picker  now  from  the 
fartheft  inch  of  4fia  5  bring  you  the  length  of  Prefter 
yoM%  foot;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great  Cbanf% 
beard  ;  do  you  any  ambai&ge  to  the  pigmies,  rather 
than  hold  three  words  conference  with  this  harpy  1 
you  have  no  employment  for  me  ? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  difli  I  k>ve  not.  I 
cannot  indure  this  Lady  Tongue. 

Pedro.  Come,  Lady,  come;  you  have  loft  the 
heart  of  Signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while,  and 
I  gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one  ; 
marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  dice, 
therefore  your  Grace  may  well  fay,  I  have  loft  it. 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down.  Lady,  you  have 
put  him  down. 

Beai.  So  I  would  not  he  fliould  do  me,  my  Lord, 

9  the  infernal  Axi  in  gtoda^anl'}  Tkis  is  a  pleafant  alla- 
fion  to  tlie  cttftom  of  ancieiK  poets  and  painters,  who  reprefcnc 
the  fiixii^  in  lanrs. 

•  left 
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left  I  flioidd  prove  the  mother  of  fools :  I  have  brought 
Cbunt  Claudio^  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek.     : 

Pedro.  Why,  how  liqw.  Count,  wherefore  arc 
you  fed? 

CJaud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 
Pidro.  Howtt^n?  lick? 
Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 
Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fed,   nor  fick,    nor 
merry,  nor  weU ;  but  civil,  Count,  civil  as  an  orange, 
and  fomethiilg  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

Pedra.  Ffaith,,  Lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be 
true;  though  FU  be  fworti,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is 
£il(e.  Here,  Claudio^  I  have  wooed  inr  thf  name,  and 
fair  Hero  is  won  ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and 
bis  good  will  obtained  ^  name  the  day  of  niarriag^ 
and  God  give  thee  joy. 

,  Leon.  Count,  take  of  tne  my  daughisri  and  with 
her  my  fortunes :  his  Grace  hadi  made  the  matctij  and 
all  grace  fay,  Amen,  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak,  County  *tisyour  cue.  ■    ■ 

Qaud.  Silence  is  the  periedtell  herald;  of  joy  i  I 
^re  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  fay  how  much. 
Lady,,  as  you  are  mine,r  I  am  yours:  I  givt  away 
my  ^If  for  you,  and  doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  Coufiln,  or  (if  you  cannot)  ftop  his 
mouth  with  a  kiis,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  neither. 
Pedro.  In  faith.  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  hear t% 
Beat.  Yea,  my  Lord,  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it 
kee^  on  the  windy  fide  of  care;^  my  couto  tel^ls  him 
m  his  ear,  tBat  he  is  in  her  heart. 
Claud.  And  fo  fhe  dc^h,  coufm. 
Eeat.  Good  Lord,  for  alliance!  chua  goes  every 
one  to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-l?urn'd ;  1  may 
iit  in^a  corner,  and  cry  i^eighjbo!  for  a  hufibai)d. 
Fedro.  Lady  Beatrice^  1  will  get  you  one. 
Beat.  I  would  rathfer  have  one  of  your  Father's 
^getting ^  hath  your  Grace  nc*cr  a  brother  like  you? 

,your 
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your  Father  got  esicellent  Hu3bands>  if  a  oiaki  could 
come  by  them. 

Pt^ra.  Will  jFou  have  me,  Lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  anothel* 
for  wodcing-days ;  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear 
everyday:  but  I  befeech  your  Grace,  pardon  me,  I 
was  born  to  fpeak  all  mirth  and  no  matter. 

Pedro.  Your  filence  moft  ofl^nds  me,  and  to  be 
merry  bcft  becomes  you  •,  for,  out  of  qucftion,  yoii 
were  born  in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  fure,  my  Lord,  my  mother  cry*d  \  but 
then  there  was  a  liar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  wai 
born*     Coufins,  God  give  you  joy. 

LeGiu  Neic^  will  you  look  to  thefe  things  I  toM 
you  of? 

Beat^  I  cry  you  mercy.  Uncle:  by  your  Grace*k 
pardon.  [E^cit  Beatrice^ 

SCENE     VL 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant* (parked  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  litdc  of  the  mdancholy  element  in 
her,  my  Lord ;  Ihe  is  never  fad  but  when  flie  fleeps, 
and  not  ever  fad  then  ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter 
fay,  '  ihe  hath  often  dream'd  c^  an  unhappine&,  and 
wak'd  her  felf  with  laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  hxxt- 
band. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means,  ijie  mocks  all  her  wooen 
put  of  fuit. 

Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

I  Jhe  iatb  often  drtan^d  pf  unhapfimfi^  So  all  the  editiOAftf 
bttt  Mr.  Tbeobald*s  alters  it  to,  an  foappinifst,  having  no  contep* 
tion  that  unhafpinefi  meajit  9Siy  thing  but  inisfortuney  and  that 
he  thinks  ihe  could  not  laugh  at.  ne  had  never  heard  that  it 
ibgnified  a  wild,  wanton,  uplucky  tricic.  Th(i»  Zammant  ami 
fUtcber  in  their  comedy  of  the  Maid  af  tbe  Mill, 

■     ■  M^  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts  honeft  and  innocent : 

Tours  tfr#  unhappy. 
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:    Ltm.  O  Lord,   my  Lord,   if  they  were  but  & 
week  marry'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 

Pedro.  Counr  ClaudiOi  when  mean  you  to  go  to 
church? 

Qaud.  To  morrow,  my  Lord ;  time  goes  on  crutches^ 
*till  love  have  all  his  rites* 

Lein.  Not  *viX  Monday j  my  dear  fon,  which  is 
bi^oce  a  juft  feven-night,  and  a  time  too  brief  too, 
to  have  all  things  anfwer  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  fliake  the  head  at  fo  lon^  a 
breathing;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Gaudio^  the  time 
^all  not  go  dully  by  us.  I  will  in  the  Interim  under- 
take one  of  Hercules*s  labours,  which  is,  to  bring 
Signior  jB^;^^^/V^  and  the  Lady  Beatrice  int6  a  moun- 
tain of  affedlion  the  one  with  the  other;  I  would 
lain  have  it  a  n^atcb,  and  I  dpvibt  not  to  faOiion  it, 
if  you  three  will  but  minifler  fuch  afTiflance  a^  I  fhall 
give  you  dire<Stion. 

Leon.  My  Lord,   I  am  for  you,   though  it  coft 
me  ten  nights  watchings. 
J    C7aud.  And  I,  my  Lord. 
. ,  Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Her^  ? 
!,    Hero.  I  will  do  any  modefl:  office,  my  Lord,  to 
^]p  my  Coufin  to  a  good  husband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefullefl:  huf- 
bapd  that  I  know.*  thus  far  I  can  praife  him,  he  is 
of  a  noble  drain,  of  approved  valour,  and  confirm'cj 
hpnefty.  I  will  teach  you  hpw  p  humour  your 
Coulin,  that  (he  ihall  fall  in  love  with  Benedick ;  and 
I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  fb  prad^ife  on  Benedicky 
that  in  defpight  of  his  quick  wit,  and  his  queafie 
fiomach,  he  ftiall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice.  If  we 
can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  archer,  his  glory 
fhzW  be  ours,  for  we  arc  the  only  Love-Gods ;  go  in 
with  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  my  drift.  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE     VII. 

Cbafiges  to  another  jfyartment  in  Lconato*i  Houfe. 

Enter  Don  John  a^  Borachio. 

^obn.TT  is  fo,  th«  Count  ^'Chudio  fhall  marry  the 
-*•  Daughter  of  Leonato/ 

Bora.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  lean  crofi  it. 

John,  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will 
be  medicinable  to  me;  I  am  fick  in  diipleafure  to 
him;  and  whatfoever  comes  krh^art  his  afitdtton, 
ranges  evenly  with  mine.  How  caijft  thou  crofi  this 
marriage? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  Lord,  but  fo  covertly 
that  no  difhonefly  fhall  appear  in  me. 

John.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordfhip  a  year  fince* 
how  much  I  am  in  the  faveur  of  Margaret^  the 
waiting-gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  inftant  oF  the 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady*s  chamber* 
window. 

John.  What  life  is  in  That,  to  be  the  death  of 
this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  That  lyes  in  yoa  to  temper; 
go  you  to  the  Prince  your  brother,  f|>arc  not  to  tell 
him,  that  he  hath  wrong'd  his  Honour  in  parrying  the 
renowned  Claudio^  (whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily 
hold  up)  to  a  contaminated  Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero. 

John.  What  proof  fhall  I  make  of  That? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex; 
Qaudioj  to  undo  Hero^  and  kill  Leonalo{  look  you 
for  any  other  iflue  ? 

Join.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. , 

Bora. 
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Bora.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hour,  to  draw  Don 
Pedro^  and  the  Count  ClatuGoy  afone^  tell  them,  that 
you  know,  Hero  loves  me ;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal 
both  to  the  Prince  and  Cldudidy  as  in  a  loVe  df  yotor 
Brother's  honour  who  hath  made  this  match ;  and  his 
friend's  repiitation,  (who  is  thttt  like  to  be  cozcn'd 
with  the  femblance  of  a  maid,)  that  you  have  difc 
cover'd  thus ;  they  will  hardly  believe  this  without 
tryal :  offer  them  inftances,  which  fhall  bear  no  leis 
likelihood  than  to  fee  me  at  her  chamber^windowj 
hear  ifte  call  Margaret^  Hero\  hear  M(^garet  term 
mtBorachio\  and  bring  them  to  fee  this,  the  very 
iMght  before  the  intended  Wedding ;  for  in  the  mean 
time  I  will  fo  fafliion  the  matter,  that  Hero  fhall  be 
abfcnt  i  and  there  (hall  appear  fuch  feeming  truths  of"' 
Heroes  difloyalty,  that  jealoufie  fhall  be  caird  afllurance^ 
and  all  the  preparation  overthrown*. 

jQbn.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  iflue  it  can^  I  will 
put  it  in  praftice:  be  cunning  in  the  working  this,? 
and  thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  acculation,  and  my 
cuhning  (hali  not  fliame  me. 

John.  I  will  prefcntly  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage. 

fExeunim 
SCENE      VIII. 

Qmges  fo  hsojm>^s  Orchard. 

MfUer  fienedidk,  md  a'  Boy. 

J|h^;Tlr?0  Y, . — — — 
XJ    Boy.  Signidr. 
Bene.  In  my  Chamber  D(rindowlt€»a  book,  bring  it 
bitfaer*  to  rac  ih  the  orchstfdi 
Boy^  I  am  here  already.  Sir.  ^Exif  Boy: 

Bene.  I  know  that,  but  I  woukl^  have  thee  hencci 
and  here  agtiri.-— ^I  dd  much  wonder,  that  one 
man,  feeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when 

he 
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he  dedicates  his  behavioars  to  love,  will,  after  he  hach 
hugbt  at  fuch  fhalbv  foilies  in  others,  become  the 
argument  of  his  own  fcorn,  by  falling  in  love !  and 
fuch  a  maa  is  Oaudh.  I  have  known,  when  there 
was  na  mufick  with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  fife; 
and  naw  had  he  rather  hear  the  taber  and  the  pipe ;  I 
have  known,  when  he  would  have  walk*d  ten  roile 
a-foot,  to,  fee  a  good  armour;  and  now  will  be  lye 
ten  nights  awake,  carving  the  faihion  of  a  new 
doublet.  He  was  wont  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the 
purpofe^  like  an  honeft  man  and  a  foldier;  and  now 
he  is  turned  orthpgrapher,  his  words  are  a  very  &n« 
taftical  banquet,  jufl:  (o  many  ftrange  diflies.  May  I 
be  fo  converted,  and  fee  with  theie  eyes?  I  cannot 
tell ;  I  think  not.  I  will  not  be  fworn,  but  love  mav 
transform  me  to  an  oyfter ;  but  TU  take  my  oata 
on  it,  'till  he  have  made  an  oyfter  of  me,  he  fhall 
never  make  me  fuch  a  fool :  one  woman  is  fair,  yet 
I  am  well ;  another  is  wife,  yet  I  am  well ;  another  viiw- 
OtiQUS,  yet  I  am  welh  But  'till  all  graces  be  in  one 
woman,  one  woman  ihall  not  come  in  my  grace.  RioK 
fee  ihall  be,  that's  certain ;  *  *^  wife,  or  Til  none  ;  vir- 
**  tucHis,  or  ril  never  cheapen  her:  fair,  or  Vl\  never 
^^  look. on  her;"  mild,  or  coma  not  near  me  ^  noble^ 
or  not  I  for  an  angel ;  of  good  difcourfe,  anexoellenc 
muiician,  ^  and  her  hair  fhall  be  of  what  colour  it 
pleafe  God.  Ha !  the  Prince  and  Monfieur  Love !  I 
will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  [Withdraws. 

S    C    E    N    E     IX. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Ckidio,  and^  Balthazar* 

Pedro.  Come,  fliall  we  hear  this  mufick  f 

Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord;  how  ftill  the  evening  iS| 

%  Thefe  words  added  oat  of  the>edrtion»  of  1623.     Mr.  Pope* 
3  and  hep  hair  Jhall  he  ef  inhat  cohur  ii  pleufa  God,']  i.  e^  She 
ihaJl  not  difcolouf  it^  hinting  at  the  iafbion  of  di^coloQfisBg' th«s 
hair,  by  art»  when  it  was  not  of  the  c<doar  in  efkeou   • 

As 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


32         Much  Ado  ^^o/// Nothing. 

As  hulh'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  harnK)ny ! 

Feiro.  Scq  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  himfelf  ? 

Claud.  O  very  well,  my  lord  5  the  mufick  ended, 
♦  We'll  fit  the  hid  fox  with  a  penny-worth. 

Pedro.  CocMi  Balthazar  J  we'll  hear  that  Song  again. 

Baltk  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  flander  mufick  any  more  than  once. 

Pe^Q.  It  is  the  witnefc  ftill  of  excellency. 
To  put  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfe&ion} 
I  pray  thee,  fing;  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Baltb.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing  i 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fuit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  wooes; 
Yet  will  he  fwear,  he  loves, 

Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  comes 
Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argunicnj. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Bflhb.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine,  that's  worth  the  noting, 

Peib'o.  Why,  thcfe  are  very  crotchets  that  he  ipeaks. 
Note,  notes,  forfooth,  and  noting. 
.  Bene.  Now,  divine  air;  now  is  his  (bul  ravi(h*d ! 
is  it  not  ilraoge,  that  fiieeps  guts  (hould  hale  fouls  out 
of  mens  bodies?  well,  a  horn, for  my  money,  when 
all's  done. 

The  S  O  N  G, 

Sigh  no  more  J  ladies^  figb  no  more^ 

Men  were  deceivers  ever ; 
One  foot  infeoy  and  one  onJhore<^ 

To  one  thing  conflant  never : 
^henjigb  not  fo^  but  let  them  go^ 

Jnd  be  you  blitb  and  bonry  i 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  woe 

Into  hey  nony^  nony. 

4  Wi^Ufit  the  kid-fox  — ]  This  is  a  new  ri>ecies  of  animals  of 
die  Editor's  creation.  We  ihould  read  the  bidfgx^  i.  e.  the  fox 
who  had  hid  himfelf. 

Sing 
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Sing  no  more  ditties^  Jing  no  mo 

Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  beany  \ 
defrauds  of  men  were  everfo^ 

Since  fummer  wasfirfi  kafy: 
Tbenftgh  notfo^  &c. 

Tedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  Song, 

Battb.  And  an  ill  finger,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Ha,  no;  no,  faith;  thou  fing'ft  well  enough 
for  a  fliift. 

Bene.  **  If  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  fhould  have 
"  howrd  thus,  tbey  would  have  hang'd  him ;  and,  I 
**  pray  God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mifchief:  I  had 
as  lief  have  heard  the  night-raven,  come  what  plague 
could  have  come  after  it, 

Pedro.  Yeif  marry,  doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar  f 
I  pray  thee,  get  us  fi)n)C  excellent  mufick ;  for  to- 
morrow night  we  would  have  it  at  the  lady  HerQ^% 
<liamber-window. 

Balth.  The  beft  I  can,  my  lord.     [£;^// Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Do  {o\  farewel.  Come  hither,  Leonato% 
what  was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  Neice 
Beatrice  was  in  love  with  Sx^rixox Benedick? 

Qaud.  O,  ay;-— ftalk  on,  ftalk  on,  the  fowl 
fits.  I  did  never  think,  that  lady  would  have  loved 
any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  but  moft  wonderful,  that 
ihe  fhould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedick^  whom  (he 
hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  feem*d  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  pollible,  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner? 

[,4/ide. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  tnv  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  ^  but  that  fne  loves  him  with  an  inraged 
affcdtion, — it  is  paft  the  definite  of  thoyght.—- 

PedroJ 

5  Sut  that  Jhe  loves  him  with  an  inraged  affeGion,  it  is  pafi 
the  In  F  I  N  iTB  of  thought.']  It  is  impoffible  to  make  Senie 
and  Grammar  of  this  fpeech.     And  the  reafon  is,  that  the  two 

Vol.  II.  D  begin- 
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Pedre.  May  be,  (he  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Ckud.  Faith,  likeeilough. 

Leon.  OGod!  counterfeit?  there  was  never  coun- 
terfeit of  paflion  catne  fo  near  the  life  of  paffion,  as 
ihe  difcovers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  efftfts  of  paflion  (hews  Ihe? 

Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well,  this  fiOi  will  bite. 

i4fide. 
'  Leon.  What  effefts,  my  lord?  fhe  will  fit  you,  you 
heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  you  amaze  me :  I 
would  have  thought,  her  Ipirit  had  been  invincible 
againft  all  aflaults  of  affedion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn,  it  had,  my  lord-,  cfpe- 
az\\y  2i%zxrA  Benedick. 

Bene.  [Jfide.l  I  Ihould  think  this  a  gall,  butrfiat 
^he  white-bearded  fellow  fpeaks'it;  knavery  cannot, 
fure,  hide  himfelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  th*  infhSion,  hold  it  ap. 

beginnings  of  two  different  ientences  are  jumbled  tbgMher  tttd 
made  one.  For — ^but  that  Jhe  hnfes  him 'with  an  iitragid  af- 
feaion^ — is  only  part  of  a  fentence  which  ihould  conclude  thus,--- 
is  moft  certain.  But  a  ne^  idea  ftriking  the  fpeaker^  he  leaves 
this  fentence  unfinifhed,  and  turns  to  another, — //  is  pa  ft  the  in- 
yinite  of  thought — which  is  liktfwife  left  unfiniihed}  for  it  ihould 
conclude  thos'— — /»  fay  -how  great  that  affeBion  it-  Theie 
broken  disjointed  fentences  are  ufual  in  converfation.  However 
there  is  one  word  wrong,  which  yet  perplexes  the  ienie,  and  that 
is  Infi  NIT  E.  Human  thought  cannot  fure  be  called  infinite 
<vith  any  kind  of  figurative  propriety.  I  fnppofe  the  true  read- 
ing was  Depivitv.  This  makes  the  paffs^  imdli£^le7.  If 
is  paft  the  Db  w  imrn  of  thought--— "i.  c.  it  cannot  be  defined 
or  conceived  how  great  that  aSedion  is.  Shakefpear  ufes  the 
word  again  in  the^ame  fenfe  in  Cymheline. 

For  Idiots,  in  this  cafe  of  fa^vour^  ^wouid 
Be  nuifeiy  Definite.  — — .  i.  e*  coiJd  tell ,  bow  to 
pronounce  or  determine  in  the  cafe. 

Pedr&. 
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Pedro.  Hath  fhe  made  her  dRftion  known  to  Be^ 
nedick? 

Leon.  No,  and  Iwcars  (he  never  Willi  that*s  her 
torment. 

Claud.  *Tis  true^  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  faysi 
fhall  I,  fays  Ihe,  t&at  have  fo  oft  encounter'd  him  witJi 
fcorn,  write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ?  -^ 

Leon.  This  fays  fhe  now,  when  (he  is  beginning'to 
write  to  him ;  for  ftie'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night, 
and  there  will  (he  fit  in  her  fmock,  *till  (he  have  writ 
a(hcetof  paper  j  my  daughter  tcffls  us  all. 

CSamd.  Now  yon  talk  of  a  (hefit  of  paper,  I  remem-; 
her  a  pretty  jcft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

htm.  O,  '  'When  (he  had  writ  it,  and  was  read* 
ing  it  over,  (he  found  Btmdick  and  Beatrice  between 
thelhect. 

ClauL  That — — 

Lem,  *  O,  (he  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand 
half-pence;  raiPd  at  her  felF, '  that  fhe  fliouU  be  {o 
immodcft,  to  write  to  one  that,  (he  knew,  wou'd  flout 
her :  I  mcafure  him,*  fays  fhe,  t»y  my  own  Spirit,  foi* 
I  (hould  flout  him  if  he  writ  X!:i  me*;  yea,  though  I 
love  him»  I  (hould* 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  het  knees  (he  falls,  weeps^ 
lobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hait-,  prays,  cur(cs  \  O 
fweet -Si?»^irV*f  God  give  me  patience! 

Leon.  She  doth,  indeed,  my  daughter  fays  (b;  and 
the  ccftafie  hath  (b^much  overborn  her,  that  my  daugh- 
ter is  fometimc  afraid,  (he  will  do  delpCrate  outrage  to 
her  (elf  J  it  is  very  true. 

6  O,  Jhe  tore  the  Letter  into  a'  t^ou/anJ  .hsUf-^enee ;}  i.  e. 
into  a  thoufand  pieces  of  the  ikme  iMgnefsi  This  is  farther  ex- 
p|»ii»*dL  bj  a  Pai&ge  in  jfsypu  ifh  it ;  i 

■  ■  There  ivere  nme  frincipah  tbejwee*f  -all  like  w  avutha^ 
as  half- pence  are.  '        ' ^ 

In  both  places  the  Poet  alludes  to  the  ol4  Silver  Penny  whidk 
had  a  Creafc  running  Crofs<wife  over  it,  'fo  thai  it  might  be  broki 
into  two  or  fo»r  f mtal  oicces,  half^ptaWj.  «r  fenhi|Jg§i     \  ;. 

Mr.  Theobald. 

D  X  Pedro. 
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Pedt6.  It  were  good^  that  BemJick  knew  of  it  by 
fome  other,  if  (he  will  aot  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport 
of  it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worie. 

Pedro.  If  he  fhould,  it  were  an  Alms  to  hang  him  \ 
file's  an  excellent  fweet  lady,  and  (out  of  all  fufpi** 
cion)  (he  is  virtuous. 
.   Claud.  And  (he  is  exceeding  wife. 

Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wiidom  and  blood  combating  ia 
fo  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that 
blood  hach  the  vid:ory ;  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  have 
juft  caule,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would,  (he  had  beftow'd  this  dotage  on 
me;  I  would  have  daSt  all  other  reipefls,  and  made 
her  half  my  felf ;  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it ;  and 
hear  what  he  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Qaud.  Hero  thinks,  (urely  (he  will  die;  for  (he  fays, 
(he  will  die  if  he  love  her  not,  and  (he  will  die  ere  fhe 
make  her  love  known ;  and  fiie  will  die  if  he  woo  her, 
rather  than  (he  will  bate  one  breath 'of  her  accuftom*d 
cro(rnefs. 

Pedro.  She  doth  well ;  if  (he  fliould  make  tender 
of  her  love,  *tis  very  poflible,  he'll  fcorn  it ;.  for  the- 
man,  as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  (pirit. 

Chud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

Pedro.  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happinels. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and,  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  (hew  (bme  (parks  that 
are  like  wit. 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pedro,  As  HeSlor^  I  a(rure  you ;  and  in  the  ma* 
naging  of  quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife ;  for  either 
he  avoids  them  with  ^reat  di&retion,  or  undertakes 
them  with  a  chri(|bian-like  fear. 

l4on.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  muft  neceflarily  keep 

peace  ; 
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peace  •,  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into 
a  quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do,  •*  for  the  man  doth  fear 
•*  God,  howfoever  it  fccms  not  in  him,  by  fome  large 
**  jefts  he  will  make/*  Well,  I  am  forry  for  vour 
Neice :  fh^l  we  go  feek  Benedick^  and  tell  him  ot  her 
love? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord  5  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counfcl. 

l^on.  Nay,  that's  impoffible,  ihe  may  wyar  hcf 
heart  out  firft. 

Tedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  \t\ff  your 
daughter;  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love BeneMci  well ; 
and  I  could  wifh  he  would  modeftly  examine  himiel^ 
to  fee  how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a 
fady. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  wM  you  walk  ?  dinner  13  ready. 

Qaud.  If  he  do  net  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will 
never  truft  my  -expeftation.  [j^[^. 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fime  net  Ipread  for  her, 
an<J  that  mufl:  your  daughter  and  her  gendewomen 
carry;  the  iport  will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opinion 
of  ^ne  another's  dotage,  and  no  fiich  matter ;  that's 
the  Scene  that  I  would  fee,  which  will  be  mecrly  a 
Dumb  Show  ^  Jet  us  fend  her  to  call  him  to  dinner. 

[AftdeJ]  [Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E     X. 

Benedick  advances  from  the  Arhour. 

Bene.  ^^  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  waa 
^  iadly  borne;  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  ^(fr^; 
*^  they  feem  to  pity  the  lady ;  it  feems,  her  af&£Hons 
*^  have  the  full  bent.  Love  me!  why,  it  muft  be 
^^  requited :  I  bear,  how  I  am  cenfur'd ;  they  £ty,  I 
^  m\\  bear  my  fclf  proudly,  if  I  perceive  the  love 
D  3  "  come 
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♦'  come  from  hcrj  they  fey  too,  that  fhe  will  rather 

^*  die  than  give  any  fign  of  affedion.- 1  did  never 

♦*  think  to  marry— —I  muft  not  leem  proud — hap-p 
^'  py  are  they  that  hear  their  detrat^ions,  and  can  put 
•<  them  to  mending:  they  fay^  the  lady  is  fair;  'ti* 
^*  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  whneis:  and  virtuous;'— 
**  *tis  fo,  I  cannot  reprove  it :  and  wife,  but  for  loving 
*«  me  by  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit, 

**  nor  no  great  argument  of  her  folly  ;  for  I  will  be 

♦*  horribly  in  love  wtth  her. I  may  chance  to 

•^  have  fonae  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wit  broken 
^'  on  me,  becaufe  I  have  raii'd  ib  long  again!):  mar- 
^^  riage  i  *  but  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  a  man  loves 
^^  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his 
^^  age.  Shall  quipps  and  ientences,  and  thefe  paper- 
^^  buUpts  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from  the  career  of 
^^  bis  humour ^  no:  the  world  muft  be  peopled. 
•*  When  I  feid,  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
^'  think  I  Ihould  live  *till  I  were  marry*d.  .  Here 
f'  comt%  Beatrici :  by  this  day,  (he's  a  fair  lady;  I  do 
f  •  Ipy  forpc  marks  of  love  in  her." 

•i 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Peat.  Againft  my  will,  I  am  fcnt  to  bid  you  come 
IP  to  dinner. 

Btiie.  Fair  Beatrice^  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than 
you  take  pains  to  thank  me ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I 
would  rot  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  mefllge. 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal :  you  have  no 
(tomach,  Signior  J  fare  you  well.  {Exit. 

Bene.  Ha !  againft  niy  will  lamfent  to  hid  you  come 

fn  to  dinner:-- there's  a  double  meaning  in  that. 

•/  tat^  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks^  tbany&u  took  pains 
'fp  iinmk  aej— -that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains 

that 
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that  I  take  for  you  is  as  eafie  as  thanks.  If  I  do  not 
take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain ;  if  1  do  not  love  her^ 
J  am  2Ljew  \  I  will  go  get  her  Pifture.  [Exit. 


.'C:  ^-'i>^^  "O-^^*.  ^-^x^  ^'^NiL 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Continues  in  the  Orchard. 
Enter  Hero^  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 

He  r  o. 

GOOD  Margaret^  run  thee  into  the  parjoar, 
There  (halt  thou  find  my  Coufin  Beatrice^ 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Qaudio ; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Urfiila 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  dilcourie 
Is  ail  of  her  ;  (ay,  that  thou  overheard'ft  usi 
And  bid  her  fteal  into  the  pleached  Bower, 

*  Where  honey-iuckles,  ripcn'd  by  the  Sun, 

^  Forbid  the  Sun  to  enter }  like  to  Favourites, 

*  Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride 

*  Againlt  that  power  that  bred  it :  there  will  me  bide 
To  liften  our  Purpofe ;  this  is  thy  office,  [her. 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  1*11  make  her  come,  I  warrant  prefently. 

[Exit. 

Hero.  Now,  Urfula^  when  Beatrice  doth  come. 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  Talk  muft  only  be  of  Benedick ; 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  Part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit. 
My  Talk  to  thee  muft  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  B^^rice^  of  this  matter 

D  4  h 
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Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  drrow  made. 

That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay :  now  begin. 

Enter  Beatrice,  running  towards  the  Arlour. 

For  look,  wheris  Beatrice^  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground  to  hear  our  conference. 

XJrfu.  The  pleafent'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifti 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  ftream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait  \ 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice^  who  e'en  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine-coverture ; 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.  — 
No,  truly,  Urfula^  flic's  too  difdainful  -, 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  *  haggerdsof  the  rock. 

Urfu.  But  are  you  fure. 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  intirely  ? 

Hero.  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  new-trothed  lord. 

Urfu.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  ? 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it  j 
But  I  perfuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick^ 
To  wifli  him  wraftle  with  afFeftion, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urfu.  Why  did  you  fo?  doth  not  the  Gentleman 
Peferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  fliall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love!  I  know,  he  doth  dcfervc 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man : 
But  Nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  (luff  than  that  of  Beatrice. 
Pifdain  and  fcorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Mif*prizing  what  they  look  on ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itfelf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
AU  matter  elfe  feems  weak ;  (he  cannot  love, 

I  Wild  tewks.       Mr.  ?ou^ 

Nor 
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Nor  take  no  fliape  nor  projc6k  of  afitdtion, 
She  is  fo  felf-indeared. 

Urfu.  Sure,  1  think  fo ; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  (he  make  fport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth.  I  never  yet  ftw  ntan. 
How  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  fhe  would  fpcU  him  backward ;  *  if  fair-fac*d, 

*  §he*dfwear,  the  gentleman  fhould  be  her  fifterj 

*  *  If  black,  why,  Nature,  drawing  of  an  antick, 
^  Made  a  foul  blot;  if  tali,  a  launce  ill-headed i 

*  ^  If  low,  an  Aglet  very  vilely  cut; 

*  If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds  s 

*  If  filent,  why  a  block  moved  with  none.* 
So  turns  Ihe  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out. 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  That, 
Which  fimplcnels  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Urfu.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable* 
Hero.  No ;  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  fafliions, 

2  ^  black,  wAjr,  Nature^  drawing  of  an  antkk^ 

jMkde  a  foul  blot  I — ]  The  antick  was  a  bufFoon  charader  ia 
tke  iM  Englijh  ferces,  with  a  blaehd  faco  and  a  patcb-nuork 
haiit.  What  I  would  obferve  from  hence  is,  that  the  jiame  of 
aniifk  or  antique,  given  to  this  cKarader,  (hews  that  the  people 
had  fome  traditional  ideas  of  its  being  borrowed  from  the  ancioni 
mimeSf  who  are  thus  defcribed  by  Jlfnleins,  mlmi  ttntmncub, 
fuligine  faciem  obduRi. 

3  If  low,  an  Agat  nftry  vilely  cut ;]  Bat  why  an  mgai»  if 
low?  for  what  likenefs  between  a  little  man  and  an  agat?  The 
ancients^  indeed,  ufed  this  ftone  to  cut  upon;  but  very  exquifitely* 
i  make  no  queflion  but  the  poet  wrote ; 

■  an  Aglet  njery  ntilefy  cut ; 

An  aglet  was  the  tagg  of  thofe  points,  formerly  fo  much  in 
&(hion.  Thefe  taggs  were  either  of  gold,  filver,  or  brafs,  ac- 
cording to  the  quality  of  the  wearer ;  and  were  commonly  in  the 
ihape  of  little  images ;  or  at  leail  had  a  head  cat  at  the  extremity. 
The  French  call  them  aiguiilettes.  Mazerqy,  fpeaking  of  Henry 
Illd^s  forrow  for  the  death  of  the  princefs  of  Contif  Syt,  '^for- 
font  memefur  fes  aiguiilettes  de  petites  tetes  de  Mort.  And  at  a 
iall  man  is  before  compared  to  a  Launce  ill-beaded  i  fo,  by  the 
bxat  figure^  a  little  Man  is  stry  apdy  likened  to  an  AgUt  ill- cut. 

As 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


4?         Much  Apo  akout  Nothin(S/ 

As  Beatrice  1%  cannot  be  commendable* 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  ?  if  I  (hould  fpeak. 
She'd  mock  me  into  air  j  O,  flie  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myfclf,  preis  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick^  like  covered  fire, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  wafte  inwardly  j 
It  were  a  belter  death  than  die  with  mocks, 
Which  is  as  bad  as  *tis  to  die  with  tickling. 

TJrfu.  Yet  tcU  her  of  it;  hear  what  Ihe  will  fay. 

liera.  No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedicky 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againfl:  his  paflion.. 
And,' truly,  TU  devife  fome  honeft  flanders 
To  ftain  mjf,  Coufin  with  j  one  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Urfu.  O^  do  not  do  your  Coufin  fuch  a  wrong* 
She  cannot  be.  fo  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  fo  Twift  and  excellent  a  wit, 
As  fhe  is  prized  to  have)  as  to  refufc 
^  rare  a  gentleman  as  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  I/aly^ 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urfu.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me.  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy  J  Signior  Benedick^ 
For  ftape,  for  bearing,  argument  and  valour, 
Goes  foremoft  m  report  through  Jlafy. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urju.  His  excellence  did  earn  it^  ere  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  marry^.  Madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day ;  to  morrow ;  come,  go  in, 
ril  fhew  thee  fome  attires^  and  have  thy  counfel 
Which  is.  the  bcft  to  furnifli  me  to  morrow. 

Urfu.  She's  lim'd,  I  warant  you  j  we  have  caught 
her.  Madam. 

Hero.  I  f  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps  j 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,  Some  with  traps. 

lExeunf;. 

■ .  Beatrice, 
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Beatrice,  advancing. 

Beat.  *  What  fire  is  in  my  cars?  can  this  be  true? 

Stand  I  condemned  for  Pride  and  Scorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farewel !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,  Benedick^  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand; 
If  thou  doft  love,  thy  kindncfs  (hall  incite  thee 

'     To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay,  thou  doft  4€ferve;.  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  {ExiU 

;     S     C     E     N     E      II. 

Leonato'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.T  DO  but  flay  'till  your  marriage  be  con- 
^  (ummat?,  and  then  go  I  towar& ^rragon. 

Claud.  PU  bring  you  thither  my  lord,  if  you'll 
vouchfafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  That  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the 
new  glofe  €>f  your  marriage,  as  to  fhew  a  child  his 
new  coat  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be 
bold  with  Benedick  for  his  company ;  for,  from  the 
crown  of  his  head  to  the  foale  of  his  foot,  he  is  all 
mirth  ;  he  bath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid^s.  bow-ftring, 
and  the  little  hangman  dare  not  Ihoot  at  him;  he 
hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a^bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the 
clapper ;  for  what  his  heart  thinks,  his  tongue  fpcaks. 

Bmd.  Gallant^!,  1  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  1 5  methinks,  you  are  fadder. 

Cmud.  I  hope,  he  is  in  love. 

4  What  fire  is  in  my  ears  p^^^-]  AUoding  to  a  prowWftl  fay- 
mg  of  the  common  peojple,  that  their  ears  burn  when  others  arc 
talking  of  them. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  5  if  he 
be  fad,  he  vtrants  mony; 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

Claud.  You  muft  hang  it  firft,  and  draw  it  after* 
wards. 

Pedro.  What  ?  figh  for  the  tooth-ach ! 

Leon.  Which  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm. 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  can  mafter  a  grief  but  he 
that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  *'  There  is  qo  appearance  of  fancy  in  him, 
^^  unlefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  flrange  dif- 
*^  guiles,  as  to  be  a  Dutch  man  to  day,  2l  French  man 
**  to  morrow ;  *  or  in  the  fhape  of  two  countries 
*«  at  once,  a  German  from  the  wafte  downward,  all 
«'  flops ;  and  a  Spaniard  from  the  hip  upward,  no 
*•  doublet  :**  Unlefe  he  have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery, 
as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as  you 
would- havfc  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Qaud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fbme  woman,  there 
is  no  believing  old  figns ;  he  bruihes  his  hat  o'morn- 
ings  y  what  inould  that  bode  i 

Pedro.  Hath  any  man  fcen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  &en 
with  him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
already  ftuft  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by  the 
lofs  of  a  beard. 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  wi(h  civet ;  can  you 
fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  youth's 
in  love. 

Pedro.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

5  Edit.  1600.  Mr.  Poft. 
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QdUid.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafii  his  face? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  fay  of  him. 

Qaud.  Nay,  but  his  jelling  fpirit,  which  is  now 
crept  into  a  lute-ftring  and  now  governed  by  ilops*^ 

Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him. 
Conclude,  he  is  in  love« 

Qaud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too:  I  warrant,  one 
that  knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  defpight 
of  all,  dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  (hall  be  bury*d  with  her  face  upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.  Oid 
Signior,  walk  afide  with  me,  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or 
nine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to.you  which  thefe  hobby- 
horfes  muft  not  hear.    [Exeunt  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about 
Beatrice. 

Qaud.  'Tis  even  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice  i  and  then  the 
two  bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  mcet» 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  My  Lord  and  Brodier,  God  fave  you. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

John.  Ifyourleifure  ferv'd,  I  would  Ipeak  with  you. 

Pedro.  In  private  ? 

John.  If  it  pleafc  you^  yet  Count  Claudio  may 
hear;  for,  what  I  would  ipeak  of,  concerns  him. 

Pedro.  What*s  the  matter? 

John.  Means  your  lordlhip  to  be  marry'd  to  mor- 
row ?  [5r<?  Claudio. 

Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

John. 
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John.  I  know  not  that,  T^rhcn  he  knows  what  I 
know. 

Qaud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  ptey  you, 
difcover  it. 

Jtthn.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not  5  let  that 
appear  hereafter;  and  aim  better  at  me  by  That  I 
now  will  manifeft ;  for  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds 
you  well,  and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  efiedt 
your  enfuing  marriage;  iurely^  Suit  ill  fpent,  and 
Labour  ill  beftowM ! 

Peiro.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  circumftances 
Ihorten'd,  (for  (he  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of) 
the  Lady  is  difloyal. 

Chui.  Who?  Hero? 

John.  Even  flie;  Leonatd^&HerOj  your  Hero^  every 
tmn^^Hero, 
•C/iwi.  Difloyal? 

John.,  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  he^  wide- 
ednefs;  I  could  fay,  Ihtfwere  worfe;  think  you  of  a 
worfe  title,  and  1  will*  fit  her  to  it;  wonder  not  *till 
further  warrant  \  go  but  with  me  to  night,  you  (hall 
fee  her  chamber-windqw  enter'd,  even  the  night  be- 
fore her  wedding  day  ;  if  you  love  her,  then  to  mor- 
row wed  her ;  but  it  would  better  fit  your  honour  to 
change  your  mind.  ,    ,.      . 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo?' 

Pedro.  1  will  not  thipk  it.  — - 

John.  If  you  dare  riot  truft  that  you  fee,  confels 
not  that  you  know;  if  you  will  follbW  mc,  I  will 
(hew  you  enough ;  and  whien  you  have  feen  inorc  and 
heard  more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  riling  to  night  why  I  ibould 
not  marry  her  to  morrow;  m  the  Congregation, 
where  I  (noold  wed,  there  will  I  fliarpe  hcf . 

Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her^  I 
will  join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John. 
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John.  I  will  difp^rage  her  no  farcber,  *till  you  are 
my  tvkneffesi  bear  it  coldly  but  'till  nighty  and  let 
the  jffuc  Chew  itfelf. 

P^^^.  O  day  untowardly  turned! 

Claud.  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting! 

Jchn.  O  plague  right  well  prevented! 
So  you  will  lay,  wlien  you  have  feen  th^  fequel. 

S    C    E    N    E      IV. 
Chaises  to  the  Sireet^ 

Enter  Do^ny  and  Verges,  mlb  the  Wa$cb. 

Dogh,  ARE  you  good  men  and  true  ?  - 

-'^    Verg.  Yea,  or  clfe  it  wiere  pity  but  they 
fhould  fufFer  falvation,  body  and  foul. 

Dogh.  Nay,  that  were  %  puniftiment  too  good  for 
them,  if  they  fhould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  bft- 
ing  cbofen  for  the  Princess  Watch. 

•  Ferg.  Well,  ^Ve  them  their  charge,  neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb.  Firft,  who  think  you  the  rnoft  defartlcfi 
man  to  be  cpnftable  ? 

1  fFatcb.  Hugh  Qatecakej  Sir,  -or  G'eorge  Seacole ; 
for  they  can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacak:  God  hath 
bleft  you  with  a  good  name  -,  and  to.  be  a  well- 
favoured  man  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  'but  tq  write  and 
read  comes  by  nature.  :     '    . 

2  IVakb.  Both  which,  mafter  conftabfc  — — 
Do^.  You    have;   I  knew,    it  wtorfd  be  yout 

anfwer.  Well,  for  your  Rivour,  Sfr,  .why,  give 
God  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft  of  iti  and  tor  .your 
writing  and  reading,  let.  that  appekf  i^h'6n  tliere  iis 

•  mofeneed  of  fuch  vanity :  you  atc^iflibught  here  to 

6  no  need  of  fuch  %)anity  :'\  Dogberry  is*  dnly  aMurd,  nok  ab- 
fcSttCety  out  of  his  ferife;.  We  mould  read  thcr«fete«  More  nhd. 
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be  the  moft  ienfelefs  and  fit  man  for  the  Cbnftable  of 
the  Watch,  therefore  bear  you  the  lanthorn ;  this  is 
your  charge :  you  fhall  comprehend  all  vagrom  men  \ 
you  are  to  bid  any  man  (land,  in  the  Prince's  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  ftand  ? 

Dogb.  Why,  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let 
him  go }  and  prefcntly  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  .ttoh 
gether,  and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave.     ^ 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  be 
is  none  of  the  Prince's  Subjefts. 

Hogb.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none 
but  the  Prince's  Sut^efbs:  you  fhall  alfo  make  no 
noife  in  the  ftreets ;  for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and 
talk,  is  moft  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

2  Watch.  "  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk ;  we 
«*  know  what  belongs  to  a  Watch. 

"Do^.  "  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft 
^^  quiet  watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  Sleeping 
^^  mould  offend  }  only  have  a  care  that  your  Bills  be 
*«  not  ftolcn:  well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the,ale- 
*<  houfes,  and  bid  them  that  are  drunk  get  them 
*«  to  bed.*' 

2  Watch.  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  *till  they  are  fo- 
ber;  if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  ahfwer, 
you  may  fay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them 
for. 

2.  Watch.  Well,  Sir. 

"Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpefl:  him 
by  vertue  of  your  office  to  be  no  true  man;  and  for 
fuch  kind  of  men,  the  lefs.you  meddle  or  make  with 
them,  why,  the  more  is  for  your  honefty. 

2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  flull  wp 
not  lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may  1  but,  t  think, 
they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil*d :  the  moft  peace- 
able way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let 

him 
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him  flicw  himfelf  what  he  is,  and  ftcal  out  of  your 
tompany. 

Verg.  You  have  been  always  caird  a  merciful  man. 
Partner. 

Bagh.  Truly,  Iwould  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will, 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honefty  in  him. 

t^erg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you 
muft  call  to  the  nurfc  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

2  /#^tf/ri>.  How  if  the  nurfc  be  aflcepi  and  will  not 

hear  us?  ,  ,       . 

T>o^.  Why,  thco  depart  m  Peace,  and  let  the 
child  wake  her  with  crying :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not 
hear  her  lamb  wbeait  bales,  will  never  anfwcr  a  calf 
when  he  bleats, 

Vtrg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Bogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  Charge:  you^  con- 
ftable,  are  to  pr'efent  the  Prince's  own  perfonj  if  you 
meet  the  Prince  in  the  night,  you  may  day  him. 

Verg.  Nay^  birfedy,  that,  1  think,  he  cannot. 

Bogb.  Five  fliillin^  to  one  on't  wfth  any  man  thtt 
knows  the  Statues^  he  may  (lay  him  \  marry,  not 
without  the  Prince  be  willing:  for,  indeed,  the  Watch 
ought  to  offend  no  ma» ;  and  it  is  an  oflfcnce  to  ftay  a 
man  againft  his  will. 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think,  it  be  (b. 

Bogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  well,  mafters,  good  night;  an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  mej 
keep  your  feflow^s  counfels  and  your  own,  and  good 
night}  come,  neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  mafters,  we  hear  our  charge  1 
let  us  go  fit  here  upon  the  church-bench  ^tiil  two,  and 
then  all  to  bed. 

Bo^.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours.  I  pray 
you,  watch  about  Signior  Leonato'%  door,  for  the 
Wedding  being  there  to  morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil 
to  night  J  adigu  5  be  vigilant,  I  bcfeech  you. 

[Exeunt  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

V^L.  IL  E  SCENE 
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S    C    E   N    E     V. 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

,   Bora.  What?  Canrade ■ 

JVaUb.  Peace,  ftir  not.  [^Mf. 

^   Bwa.  Conrade^'  I  fay. 

Conr.  Here,  Man,  I  atn  at  thy  elbow. 
•    Bora.  Mafi,  and  my  dbow  itched,  I  thought  Acre 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

Omr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  flow 
fcrward  with  thy  talc. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  dole  then  under  this  pent-houfe, 
for  it  drizzles  rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard, 
utter  all  to  thee.  .        '  / 

Watch.  Some  Treafon,  maftefs;  yetftandtdofe. 
Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  havfe  eamcdof  Don  Jtffe 
a  thousand  ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poffiWe  that  any  Villstny  (houU  te  lb 
dear? 

Bora.  Thou  fliould'ft  rather  ask,  if  it  were  p<)fl{ble 
7  any  villain  fliould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  when  rich  villkfAs 
have  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  wfeAt 
price  they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it.        • 
Bora.  That  (hews,   *  thou  art  unconfirm'd  ;  thou 
knoweft,  that  the  faihion  of  a  doublet,   or  a  hat,  4r 
a  ck)ak  is  nothing  to  a  man. 
Conr.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 
Bora.  !  ftiean  the  fafhion. 
Ow.  Yes,  the  faihion  is  the  fafhion. 
Bora.  Tulh,  I  may  as  well  fay,  the  fool"^  the  Foo! ; 
but  fee^ft  thou  not,  what  adefbrmed  thief  this  fefiuon  is^ 

7  any  villaky  Jhouid  he  fi  rich?}     The  fenfc  Molmtely 
"TeC|utres  us,  to  read  villain. 

8  thou  ttri  unconfirmed i\  i.  e.  anpraCtifed  in  the  wavfl ef  liic 
WorW. 
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Welch.  I  know  that  Deformed  \  he  has  been  a  vile 
thief  thefe  fevcn  yean ;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a 
gentleman  :  I  remember  his  name. 

B(^a.  Didft  thou  not  hear  fome  body  > 

Conr.  No,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

JBfira.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  faihion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the 
hot-bloods  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty ,  fome- 
times,  fafhioning  them  like  PbaraQ'%  foldiers  in  the 
reachy  Painting;  fometimes,  like  the  God  BeN 
priefts  in  the  old  church-window  ;  ^  fometimes,  like 
the  Ihaven  Hercules  in  the  fmirch  worm-eaten  tape* 
ftry,  where  his  codpiece  leems  as  maflie  as  hi$  club. 

Conr.  AH  this  I  fee,  and  fee,  that  the  fafhion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  \  but  art  not  thou  thy 
felf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  had  fhifte4 
out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

^^rtf.  Not  fo  neither ;  but  know,  that  I  have  to 
night  wooed  Margaret ^  the  Lady  /i!rr^sGentlewoman» 

9  fimttimis^  lih  the  fiaven  Hercules,  iSc  ]  By  the  /banttm 
Hercales  is  meant  Sam/on^  Khe  ufual  rabjefl  oFoId  capeftry.  Iq 
this  ridicule  on  the  fafhion,  the  poet  has  not  unartfully  given  a  ftroke 
at  the  barbarous  workmanihip  of  the  common  Tapeihy-hangingSf 
ften  fo  much  in  ofe.  The  fame  kind  of  raillery  Ctr<vantes  has  em- 
ployed on  the  like  occafion,  when  he  brings  hi^  knight  and  iquire 
to  an  inn,  where  they  found  the  (lory  of  DiJo  and  juntas  repre^ 
fented  in  bad  tape^ry.  On  Santo* s  feeing  the  tears  fall  from  the 
eyes  of  the  ibrfaken  queen  as  big  as  walnuts,  he  hopes  that  when 
their  atchievements  became  the  general  fubjed  for  th^fe  fort  of 
Wfrks,  that  fortune  will  fend  them  a  better  artift.—  What  an- 
thoriased  the  poet  to  give  this  name  to  Sam/on  was  the  folly  of  cer* 
tain  chriftian  mythologills,  who  p««cend  that  the  grecian  HtrcuUs 
was  the  jewiih  Smmfon.  The  recenue  of  our  Author  is  to  be  com* 
mended  :  The  fober  audience  of  that  time  would  have  been  of- 
fended with  the  mention  of  a  venerable  name  on  fo  light  an  occa- 
fion.  SbaiiJ^iar  is  indeed  fometimes  licentious  in  thefe  matters : 
Bat  to  do  him  juflice,  he  generally  feems  to  have  a  fenfe  of  reli- 
gion* and  to  be  under  its  influence.  What  Pedro  fays  oS Betudiek^ 
in  this  comedy,  may  be  well  enough  applied  to  him.  The  man 
dotbfear  GhI^  boivivtr  it  feems  not  to  bi  in  him  by  fome  largt 
jefts  be  'will  make* 

Vot.  11,  E  a  by 
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by  the  name  of  Hero ;  (he  leans  me  out  at  her  mjftrels's 
chamber- window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night-^ 
I  tell  this  tale  vildly —  I  fhould  firft  tell  thcQf  how  the 
Prince,  Oaudio^  and  my  mafter,  planted  and  placed, 
and  poffeflcd  by  my  mafter  Don  Jobn^  faw  a  far  off 
i|n  the  orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

Ctmr.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero? 

Bora,  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio ; 
but  the  devil  my  mafter  knew,  (he  was  Margaret  j 
and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  Qrft  pofleft  them, 
partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them, 
but  chiefly  by  my  villany,  which  did  confirm  any 
flander  that  Don  John  had  made,  away  went  Claudh 
enraged  \  fworc,  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  Ap- 
pointed next  morning  at  the  Temple,  and  there  be<* 
fore  the  whole  Congregation  (hame  her  with  wh^t  ho 
iaw  o'er  night,  and  fend  her  home  ^ain  without; 
4  husband. 

1  Watch.  Wc  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  name, 
ftand. 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  conftable ;  wq 
have  here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  le» 
chery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common^^wealth. 

•  I  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them  i  I 
know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 
.  Conr,  Matters,  matters,     -    '  ■> 

%  Watch.  Tou'U  be  made  bring  Defirmed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Conr.  Mafters, ^ . 

I  Watch.  Never  fpeak;  wc  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
^u  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  Commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  thefe  mens  bills. 

Qfnr.  A  commodity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you : 
corpcy  we'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

3CENE 
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S   C    E   N   E     VL 

Hero' J  Jpartment  in  LeonatoV  lAufi. 

Enter  Hero,  Mai^garet  and  Urfula. 

Hero./^OO  D  Urfula^  wake  my  coufin Beatrice j  and 
^J^  defire  her  to  rife. 
Urfu.  I  will,  lady. 
Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 
Ur/u,   Well. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  Rebato  were 
better. 
Hero,  No;  pray  thee,  good  Meg^  1*11  wear  this.     , 
Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  {0  good  s  and  1  war- 
rant, your  coufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  coufin*s  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another* 
Pll  wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently^  if  Ac 
hair  were  a  thought  browner ;  and  your  gown's  a  moft 
rare  faffa ion,  iYatth.    i  faw  the  Dutchefs  X)f  jl/i^*s 
gown,  that  they  praife  fo. 
Hero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  fiiy, 
Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  re* 
fpe£b  of  yours ;  cloth  of  gold  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with 
filver,  fct  with  pearls  down-fleeves,  fidc-fleeves  and 
skirts,  reund  underborne  with  a  blueifh  tinfel ;  but 
for  a  fine,  queint,  gracefbl  and  excellent  falbion, 
your's  is  worth  ten  on't.  ; 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is 
exceeding  heavy ! 

Mar.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon  by  the  weight  of  a 

man. 

Hero,  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  alham*d  ? 

Marg.  Ofwhat)  lady?  of  fpeaking honourably P  is 

not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar?  is  not  yQur 

Lord  honourable  without  marriage?   I  think,  yoii 

E  3  would 
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would  have  me  fay  (faving  your  reverence)  a  husband. 
If  bad  thinking  do  not  wteft  tfue'fyc^ing,  FU  of- 
fend no  body ;  is  there  any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a 
Husband?  tldne^  I  think,  if  it  be  the  right  Husband, 
and  the  right  wife,  otherwife 'tis  h'ght  and  hot  heavy  ; 
ask  my  lady  Beatrice  elfe,  here  flSe  comes.  ' 

SCENE      VII. 

EfUer  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 
-.  Meaf,  Good  naorrow,  fw^et  Be^^o^ 

Hera.  Why,  how  now?  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick 
tund? 

Beat.  l^m.s»it.oi  all  other  tune^  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us'  into  Ugbt  o'  kve^  that  goes  with- 
01X11  ia  bttrcfcn  ;:  dd-ybu  fmg  ix^  and  PJl  danc«J  it. 

Beat.  Yes,  Light  o'  love  with  your  heels  ^  then  if 
ydur  hpsfamd  have  fl'ables  eooughi  you'll  lookhefhall 
lack  no  barni» 

.'   Marg.  O  illegitimate  €O0ftru(3;iQn !    I  fcorn  that 
with  my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almpft  five  o'dock^  coufin^  'tis  tune 
you  were  rt^y ;  by  my  troths  I  am  exctediog  ill  i 
hey  ho! 

Marg.  Fot^hawk,  a  horfe,  orahasband? 
:    Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all)  H. 
,f  Marg,  .Well,  if  you  be  not  I  turn'd  ^w'ky  thcrc*$ 
no  more  failing  by  the  ftar. 
y  Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow? 

Marg.  Nothing!,  but  God  fend  everyone  their 
heart's  dtiire  I 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  count  lent  me,  they  arc  an 
excellent  peifcmne. 
-;  B^^.  lam  ftufil,  coufin,  I  cafinotimelL 

Marg. 
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Marg.  A  maid,  and  ftuflt !  there's  goodly  catching 
of  cold. 

Beaf.  O,  God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long 
have  you  profeft  appnehcnfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fince  you  left  it  j  doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rardy  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  fcen  enough,  you  fhouk)  wear  it  in 
your  cap.     By  my  troth,  I  am  fick. 

Margp  Get  you  feme  of  this  dilliird  Carduus  Be* 
nediSus^  and  lay  it  to  your  heart  %  it  is  the  only  thing 
for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiftle. 

Beat.  BenediSus?  why  Bemdiffus?  you  have  ibme 
moral  in  this  BenediHus. 

Marg.  Mora)  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning,  I  meant  plain  holy-thiftle:  you  may  think» 
perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love ;  nay,  birlady, 
I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift  \  nor  I  lift 
not  to  think  what  I  can ;  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think, 
if  I  would  think  my  heart  out  with  thinking,  that  you 
are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you 
can  be  in  love:  yet  Benedick  was  liich  another,  and 
.  now  is  be  become  a  man ;  he  fwore,  he  would  never 
marry  \  and  yet  now,  in  defpight  of  his  heart,  be 
eats  his  meat  withoi^  gnxlgtng  y  and  how  you  may  be 
converted,  I  know  not ;  but,  metbinks,  you  look  with 
your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Bei^t.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.  Not  a  h\k  gallop. 

Urfu.  Madam,  witbdniw  %  the  Prince,  the  Count, 
Signior  Benedick^  Don  Jobtiy  and  all  the  Gallants  of 
the  town  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dreft  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg^  good 
Vrfula.  lExeunt. 
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\S    C    E    N    E     VIII.     . 
Another  Apartment  in  Leonatrfi  Houfe. 

Enter  L^omtOj  with  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Leon.'VKT H  AT  would  you  with  me,  honeft  neigh- 
y^    bour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence 
with  you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you  ;  for,  you  fee,  'tis  a  buly 
(ime  with  me. 

Dogi.  Marry,  this  it  is,  Sir. 

Ferg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 
•     Dogb.  Goodman  Verges^  Sir,  fpeaks  a  litde  of  the 
'  xnattcr ;  an  old  man,  Sir,  and  bis  wits  are  not  fo  blunr« 
as,  God  help,  \  would  defire  they  were ;  but,  in  faith, 
'  as  honeft  as  the  skin  between  his  brows. 

Verg.  *'  Yes,  I  thank  God,  *  I  am  as  honeft  as  any 
' «'  man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter 
^«  than!." 

Bogb.  Comparifbns  are  odorous  $  palabrasy  neigh* 
■  bour  Merges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleafes  your  worfliip  to  fey  fo,  but  wc  are 
the  poor  Duke's  officers ;  but,  truly,  for  mine  own 
pai't,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  I  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  beftow  it  all  of  your  worftip. 
'      Leon.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me,  ha  ?* 

z  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man  liming^  that  is  an  old  man^  and 
199  honefier  than  /]  There  is  much  humour,  and  extreme  good 
fenfe  under  the  cover  of  this  blundering  expreffion.     It  it  a  fly 

•  tnfinaation  that  length  of  years,  and  the  being  much  bafknied  in 
the  ivays  ef  men^  as  Shake/pear  exprefles  it,  take  oiF  the  glofs  of 
virtue,  and  bring  much  defilement  on  the  manners.    For  as  a  great 

•  Wit  fays,  Totab  is  the  feafon  bf  Virtue :  corruptipns  grow  nnitb 
years t  and  I  believe  the  9/deft  Aoguf  in  England  is  the  greateft. 

Dogb. 
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Dogh.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thou&nd  dmes  more  than 
^ds,  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  woHhip 
as  of  any  man  in  the  city  \  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor 
man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  foamL 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  (ay. 

Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to  night,  excepting 
your  worfhip's  prefence,  hath  ta'cn  a  couple  of  as  ar- 
rant knaves  as  any  in  Meffina. 

Dogb.  "  A  good  old  man,  Sir ;  he  will  be  talking, 
^^  as  they  fay  *,  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out ;  God 
^^  help  us,  it  is  a  world  to  fee:  well  laid,  i*&ith, 
"  neighbour  Verges^  well,  he's  a  good  man;  an  two 
^^  men  ride  an  horfe,  one  muft  ride  behind  j  an  honeft 
**  foul,  i'faith,  Sir,  by  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke 
^'  bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worfhipp'd ;  all  men  are 
*'  not  alike,  alas,  gpod  neighbour  !** 

Lsm.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  fhort  of  yoq»' 

Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 

Litm.  I  muft  leave  you. 

Dagb.  One  word.  Sir )  our  Watch  have,  indeed, 
comprehended  two  aufpicious  peribns ;  and  we  would 
have  them  this  morning  examined  before  your 
W(»ihip. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  your  felf,  and  bring 
it  me;  I  am  now  in  great  hade,  as  may  appear  unto 
you. 

Dogb.  It  fliall  be  fuiBgance. 

Leon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go :  fare  you  well. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

MejJ.  My  lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give  your 

daughter  co  her  husband. 
Leon,  ni  wait  upon  them.  I  am  ready.  [Ex.lAon, 
Dogb.  Go,  good  Partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis  Sea^ 

coaky  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  jail ; 

we  are  now  to  examine  thofe  men. 

Verg. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


58         Much  Ado  tSout  NdT«iif  «jj 

i  Vifg.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely.  ^  T 

Z>^^*.  ^'  We  will  fpare  f©r  no  wit,  I  warraniti 
•*  htre's  Thac  ihall  drive  fotne  of  them  to  a.  ncnr 
**  come."  Only  get  the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our 
excommunication^  and  meet  me  at  the  JaiL    \M,mmt. 


ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

A    C  HU  R  C  H. 

Enttr  B.  Pedfo,  Z).  John,  Leonato,  Friar,  Claudio^ 
Benedick,  Hero,  i«»i  Beatrice. 

•  Leonato. 

C6ME,  firiar  Francis^  be  brief,  only  to  the  plain 
form  of  marriage,   afid  you  ihall  recount  their 
pardcular  duties  afterwards. 

'    iri^r.'  You  come  hither,*  my  Lord,  to  marry  this 
!ady?  - 
'    aaud.'t^t.     '  ■  '  ' 

Leon.  To  be  marry'd  to  her,  friar ;  you  come  to 
TOarry  her. 

Friar.- L^dy^  you  come  hither  to  be  mirry'd  to 
this  Count  ? 

Hero.  I  do. 
"  Friar,  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impedi- 
ment why  you  fhould  not  be  conjoined,  I  charge  you 
^on  your  fouls  to  utter  it. 

Claud.^  Klhow  you  any,  Htrof 

Hero.  None,  my  Lord. 

jFr/^.  Know  you  any,  Count? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 
^*  Gkud.  Owhat  men  dare  do!  what  men  may  da! 
what  Men  daily  do !  not  knowing  what  they  do!     • 
.    *  Bene. 
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Bene.  How  ntm  \  Ime^«^iolifl  ?  why>  then  ftmi 
be  of  lan^hii^  {sis  ha,  ba,  hel 

Qaud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar :  father*  by  your  leafei 
Will  you  with  free  and  uncoi^aincd  ibul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely^  Ton,  as  God  did  give  bo-  me. 

Qaud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back»  whole 
worth 
Miiy  cdumerpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift? 

Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  Prince^  you  ]earn  me  noble  thankful- 
ncfe: 
Tliere,  Leonato^  take  her  back  again ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend. 
She's  but  the  fign  and  iemblance  of  her  honour » 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  (he  blufhes  here! 
O,  what  authority  and  fhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  it  felf  withal! 
Comes  not  that  bk)od^  as  modefl:  evidence^ 
To  witneis  fimple  virtue/  would  you  not  iwear^ 
All  you  tbat  fee  her,  that  ihe  were  a  maid. 
By  theie  exterior  fhews  ?  but  fhe  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  ; 
Her  blulh  is  guiltinefs,  not  nxxlefty* 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord? 

Qmi.  Not  to  be  marry*d. 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  aj^roved  Wanton, 

Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  approof 
Have  vanquiih'd  the  refinance  of  her  youth. 
And  oiade  defeat  of  her  virginity  ■■      ■    ■ 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  fay ;   if  I  I^ve 
known  her. 
You'll  fay,  (he  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband^ 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  fin. 
No,  LeffnatOy 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large  j 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  fitter^  ihew'd 

Bafliful 
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Balhful  fincerinr^  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  And  leem*d  I  ever  otbcrwife  to  you? 
v-  Claud.  Out  on  thy  Seeming !  '  1  will  write  againft  itj 
You  feem  to  rac  as  Dian  in  her  orb. 
As  chafte  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown : 
But  you  arc  more  intemperate  in  your  blood   • 
Than  Fenusj  or  thofe  pampcrM  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero. '  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  Ipcak  fo  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 
'    P^dro.  What  fhould  I  fpeak? 
I  (land  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  about  ' 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  i 

Jtfbn.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true* 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  Nuptial. 

Hero,  True!  OGod! 

Claud.  Leonato^  ftand  I  here  ? 
1$  this  the  Prince  ?  Is  this  the  Prince's  Brother? 
Is  thisiface  Heroes  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  AU  this  is  fo  %  but  what  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Ltt  me  but  move  one  <juefti6n  to  your 
daughcen. 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet! 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  who  can  blot  that  name 
W]  th  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero ; 
Hero  her  feJf  can  blot  but  Heroes  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yeftemight 
Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelve  and  one? 

f  —  /  «mV//  write  againft  jV;]   What  ?  a  libel  ?   nonfchfc. 
Wc  Aould  read,  /^///  rati  againfl  it,  i.  c.  rail  or  revile. 

Now, 
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Nd^i  if  you  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Htro.  I  t^k'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Why,  thM  you  are  no  maiden.     Lionato^ 
I  am  ferry,  you  muft  hear ;  upon  mine  Honour^ 
My  felf,  my  Brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  nighc 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  h^r  chamber-window  \ 
Who  hath,  indeed^  *  like  an  illiberal  villain^ 
ConftfsM  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  nam*d|  my  Lord^ 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of  \ 
There  \&  not  chaftity  enough  in  language, 
With<iut  ofience^  to  utter  them  :  thus,  pretty  lady^ 
I  am  lorry  for  thy  much  milgovernment. 

Claui.  O  Hero  t  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been. 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  b^en  placed 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart  f 
But  kte  thee  well,  moft  foul,  mofl:  fair !  farewd 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  Vll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eyelids  (hall  Conjeifture  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm  i 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  i 

Beat.  Why,  how  now,  CouHn,  wherefore  fink  you 
down  ? 

John.  Come,  let  us  go  \  chefe  things,  come  thus  to 
light. 
Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

{^Exeunt  D.  Pedro^  D.  John  md  Claud. 

S      C      E      N      E       11. 

Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  1  chink  i  help,  uncle. 

2  mofl  like  ii  libbral  *yilUtn,']    Wc  ibould  rcidl,  Uii  mm 
IlLiBBRAL  'villmiu^ 
Vol..  IL  2itT9l 
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Hero !  why,  Hero  !  uncle !  Signior  Benedick  !  friar  / 

Leon.  O  iate!  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  ^   , 
Death  is  the  faircft  cover  for  her  (hamCj 
That  may  be  with'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  coufin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  Lady. 

Leon.  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea,  wherefore  (hould  (he  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore?  why,  doth  not  every  earthly 
thing 
.Cry  fhame  Opon  her?  could  Ihe  here  deny 
The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live,  Hero^  do  not  ope  thine  eyes: 
For  did  I  think,  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  I,  thy  fpir its  were  ftronger  than  thy  fhamesj^ 
My  fc\t'  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproaches 
Strike  at  thy  life.    '  Griev'd  I,  J  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  1  for  That  at  frugal  nature's  *fraine  ? 
Vvt  one  too  niuch  by  thee.    Why  had-I  one  ? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand. 
Took  up  a  beggar's  ifluC  it  my  gates  ? 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir*d  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine; 

J  —  Griev^J  /,  I  had  bat  one  ? 

.    Chid  I  fir  That  at  frugal  natun^s  frame  f 

Pfve  one  too  much  hy  thee. ]  The  meaning  of  the  fecond 

line  according  to  the  prefent  reading,  is  this.  Chid  I  at  frugal 
nature  that  ^e  fent  me  a  girl  and  not  a  boy  ?  But  thi$  is  not  what 
he  chid  nature  for ;  if  he  himfelf  may  be  bdieired,  it  was  becaoTe 
ihe  had  given  him  but  one :  and  in  that  he  owns  he  did  fooliflily, 
.  for  he  now  finds  he  had  one  too  much.  He  called  her  frugal^ 
therefore,  in  giving  him  but  one  child.  (For  to  call  her  fo  becauie 
(he  chofe  to  lend  a  girl,  rather  than  a  boy,  would  be  ridiculous) 
So  that  we  muft  certainly  read. 

Chid  I  fir  this  at  frugal -nature*  s  'PRAINE,  i.e.  r^fraine,  «f 
keeping  hack  her  firther  fa'vours,  flopping  her  hand,  ds  nv^  fay^ 
mihenfbe  hadgit^en  him  one.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  has^  ia  his 
ttfual  way,  improved  (his  amendment,  by  fubHiiuting  band  for 
YrMi/fe. 

Th» 
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Thisfhati^  derives  it  ielf  from  unknown  loim: 
^  But  mine,  as  mine  I  lov^d^  as  mine  I  prais'd. 
As  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  rnucb^ 
That  I  my  fclf  was  lo  my  fclf  noc  mine^ 
Valuing  of  her  \  why,  flie,  — -  O,  Ihe  is  fairn 
Into  a  pit  of  ink,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  cleaii  again  \ 
And  (ait  too  little,  which  may  lealoa  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefh! 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient; 
For  my  part,  I  am  lb  actif  ^i  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  %«     . 

Beat.  O,  on  my  foul,  ay  couGn  is  beJy*d. 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  flight?  ^ 

Beat.  No,  truly,  noc ;  altho'  until  laft  nighr 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirmed,  confir^'d  1  O,  That  is  (Uonger 

Which  was  before  bairVJ  up  wkh  ribs  of  iron. 
Would  the  two  Princes  lie  i  and  Chmdio  lie? 
Wholov'd  herfo,  i^at,  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefi, 
WalhMic  with  teats?  faeocefrom  b^r,  lee  b^die. 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  littte. 
For  I  have,  only  been  fiknt  b  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  ot  fortuwi 
By  notingof  the  lady.    I  have  mark'd. 
A  choufand  blufhing  apparitions 
To  Aart  in^  her  face ;  a  thoufand  innocent  ihames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  Wuflicsj 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire. 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefc  Princes  hoI4 

4  But  mine,  and  mine  llo^d^  and  mint  Iprais^d^ 

AND  mine  that  I luas  prouil'on ]  Tlie  fcn^  requires tlNit 

we  (hould  read,  as  in  tliefe  three  places.  The  reafotiingof  tike 
fpeaker  ftands  thus,  —  Had  this  been  my  ad^ied  child,  thisflHLmt 
luould  not  hwve  rebounded  on  me.  But  this  child  *u^s  mine,  as 
mine  I  Lt'ued  her,  fraifed  her,  nv/tj  proud  of  her  :  confequei^^^ 
£s  2  claimed  the  glory  Imujl  needs  ie  Jubje£iid  to  thefheant,  &c. 

Againft 
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Agairift  her  maiden  truth.     Call  me  a  fool, 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations. 
Which  with  experimental  fcal  do  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book  v  truft  not  my  age. 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  fweet  lady  lie  not  gyiltlefs  here 
Under  feme  biting  error. 

Uon.  Friar,  k  cannot  be;  ^    ,    ,  ,  ^ 

Thou  feeft,  that  all  the  grace,  that  ihe  hath  left, 
Is,  that  (he  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A^fm  of  perjury ;  Ihe  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe 
That,  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs? 

5  priar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accosMof? 

Bero.  They  know,  that  do  accufe  me ;  I  kaow 
none: 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive. 
Than  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant, 
Let  all -my  fins  lack  mercy !  O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  conversed 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yefternight 
Maintained  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature,. 
Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death.  - 

Friar.  There  is  fome  ftrange  mifpnfion  m  the 
Princes. 

c  Friar,  hadu  w^^/  man  is  ht  you  are  accui'd  off\  The  friar 
had  lUlt  before  boaftcd  his  great  skill  in  fiihing  out  the  truth. 
.  Aid  indeed,  he  appears,  by  this  queftion»  to  be  no  fod.  He 
was  by.  all  the  while  at  the  accuGition,  and  heard  no  names  roan- 
tioned  Why  then  (hould  he  ask  her  what  man  fhe  was  accofed 
of  ?  But  in  this  lay  the  fabtilty  of  his  examination.  For  had 
Hero  been  guilty,  it  was  very  probable  that,  m  that  hurry  and 
confufionof  fpirits,  into  which  the  terrible  infult  of  her  lover 
SS  thrown  her,  (he  would  never  have  obferved  that  the  man^s 
name  was  not  mentioned;  and  fo,  on  this  queftion  have  be- 
trayed  hcrfclf*  by  naming  the  perfon  (he  was  confcious  of  an  affair 
with.  The  friar  obferved  this,  and  fo  concluded,  that  were  (he 
..guilty  (he  would  probably  fall  into  the  trap  he  laid  for  her.  -~  I 
only  uke  notice  of  this  to  (hew  how  admirably  w«ll  ^hakejpear 
knew  how  to  fuftain  his  charadcrs. 
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Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  \rcry  bent  of  honour. 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mif-led  in  this. 
The  Praftice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofc  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villani^. 

Leon.  I  know  not :  if  thev  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  (hall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  honour. 
The  proudeft  of  them  (hall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry*d  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  (b  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means. 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends. 
But  they  (hall  find  awak'd,  in  fuch  a  kind. 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Paufe  a  while, 
And  let  my  counfcl  fway  you  in  this  calc. 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princes*  left  for  dead  j 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in. 
And  publi(h  it,  that  (he  is  dead,  indeed: 
Maintain  a  mourning  oHentation, 
And  on  your  family's  old  Monument 
Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.  What  (hail  become  of  this?  what  will  this 
do? 

Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carry'd,  (hall  on  her  behalf 
Change  (lander  to  remorfe  j  that  is  fome  good  : 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe,     ' 
But  on  this  travel  look  for  greater  birth ; 
She  dying*,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintained. 
Upon  the  inftant  that  (he  was  accused 
Shall  be  lamented,  jpity'd,  and  excused. 
Of  every  hearer  :  for  it  (b  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth. 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack*d  and  loft,. 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  j  then  we  find 

Vol.  II.  F  The 
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The  virtue  that  poffeflion  would  not  (hew  as 
Whift  it  was  ours ;  fo  will  it  fere  with  Claudio : 

*  When  he  fhall  hear  Ihe  dy*d  upon  his  words, 

*  Th*  idea  of  her  Life  fhall  fwectly  creep 

*  Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

*  And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

*  Shall  come  apparcl'd  in  more  precious  habit  \ 

*  Mofe  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

*  Into  the  eye  and  profpeft  of  his  foul, 

*  Than  when  fhe  liv*d  indeed.*  Then  (hall  he  moum^ 
If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver. 

And  wifh,  he  had  not  (b  accufed  her ; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true: 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not,  but  iiicceft 

Will  faftiion  the  event  in  better  fhape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  Aim  but  this  be  levelled  falfe. 

The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 

And,  if  Jt  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her, 

As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation. 

In  feme  rcclufive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato^  let  the  friar  advifc  you : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardnefe  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudio^ 
,         Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly  and  juftly  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief. 
The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  'Tis  well confented,  prefently  away; 
For  to  ftrange  fores,  ftrangcly  they  ftrain  the  cure. 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live;  this  wedding  day. 

Perhaps,    is  but  prolonged:  have  patience  and 
endure.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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•SCENE      III. 

Manent  Benedick  and  Beatrice. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice^  have  you  wept  all  this  while? 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 

Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 

£ene.  Surely,  I  do  believe,  your  fair  coufin  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  delerve  of 
me,  that  would  right  heri 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  (hew  fiicfa  friendfhip? 

Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ?  '    .  . 

Beat.  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as 
you  ;  is  not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not ;  it  werd 
as  poflible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fb  well  as 
you ;  but  believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lye  not ;  I  con- 
feis  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing.  I  am  fbrry  for 
my  coufm.  '         .  \ 

Bene.  By  my  fword,  Beatrice^  thou  lov'ft  me.     * 

Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  ic,  and  eat  It. 

6  SCENE  III.]  The  poet,  in  my  ppinion,  has  (hewn  a  great 
deal  of  addrefs  in  this  fcene.  Beatrice  h^re  engages  her  lover  to 
revenge  the  injury  done  her  coufin  Htro:  And  without  this  very 
natural  incident,  confidering  the  charad^r  of  Beatrice ^  and  that 
the  ftory  of  her  Paffion  for  Benedick  wai  all  a  &ble,  (he  could  never 
have  been  eafily  or  naturally  brought  toig<)nfefs  flie loved  him,  not- 
withftanding  all  the  foregoing  preparation*.  .  And  yet,  on  this  con- 
fefiion,  in  this  very  place,  depended  the  whole  fuecefs  of  the 
plot  upon  her  and  Benedick.  For  had  (he  liot  owned  her  love 
here,  they  muft  have  foon  found  out  the  tric}c,'  and  then  the  de- 
fign  of  bringing  them  together  had  been  defeated  ;  and  (he 
would  never  have  owned  a  paflion  (he  had  beeii  only  tricked  into* 
had  not  her  defire  of  revenging  her  coafin*s« wrong  made  her 
irop  her  capricious  humour  at  once. 

F  2  Bene. 
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Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  mc  5  and  I 
will  make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene.  With  no  fauce  that  can  be  devis'd  to  it ;  I 
proteft,  I  love  thee. 

BeaL  Why  then,  God  forgive  me. 

Bene.  What  offence,  (wttt  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  ftay*d  me  in  a  happy  hour;  I  was 
about  to  proteft,  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene.  Ha !  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny ;  farewcl. 

Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  tho*  I  am  here  \  there  is  no  love 
in  you ;  nay,  1  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice^  ■ 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than 
fight  with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  } 

Beat,  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain, 
that  hath  flander*d,  fcorn'd,  diflionour*d  my  kinfwo* 
man  !  O,  that  I  were  a  man !  what !  bear  her  in  hand 
until  they  come  to  take  hands,  and  then  with  publick 
accufation,  uncovered  flander,  unmitigated  rancour  — 
O  God,  that  I  were  a  man !  I  would  eat  his  heart  in 
the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window?— » a  pro- 
per faying! 

Bene.  Nay,  bMt  Beatrice. 

Beat. 
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Biat.  Sweet  Herol  ihe  is  wrong'd,  (he  is  flandcr'd, 
(he  is  undone. 

Bene.  Beat.^'^ 

Beat.  Princes  and  Counts!  furely,  a  princely  tcfti- 
mony,  a  goodly  count-comfeft,  a  fweet  gallant,  fure- 
ly !  O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake !  Or  that  I  had 
any  friend  would  be  a  nian  for  my  fake !  but  manhood 
is  melted  into  curtefies,  valour  into  compliment,  and 
men  are  only  turn'd  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too; 
he  is  now  as  valiant  as  Hercules^  that  only  tells  a  lie, 
and  fwears  it :  I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wiihing,  there- 
fore I  will  die  a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice  \  by  this  hand,  I  love 
thee. 

Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwear« 
ing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  Count  Claudio 
hath  wrong'd  Hero  ? 
,  Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  ibul. 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am^  engag'd ;  I  will  challenge 
him,  I  will  kifi  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you ;  by  this 
hand,  Qaudio  Ihall  render  me  a  dear  account;  as  you 
hear  of  me,  fo  think  of  me  •,  go  comfort  your  counn; 
I  muft  fay,  fiie  is  dead,  and  fo  farewel.        [Exeunt. 

S     C    E    N     E      IV. 

•    Changes  to  a  Prjfon. 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,   Borachio,   Conrade,   the 
^own- Clerk  and  Sexton  in  Gowns. 

1? 

ifor  thefexton! 
Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefaftors  ? 
Verg.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  Partner. 
Dogb.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition 
to  examine. 

F  3  Sexton. 


fo.  C/.T  S  our  whole  diflembly  appeared  i 
A  Dogb.  O,  a  ftool  apd  a  cufhion  fc 
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Sexton^  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
cxaminM  ?  let  them  come  before  mafter  conftable. 

To.  CI.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me;* 
what  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.  Boracbio.    , 

To.  Cl,  Pray,  writedown,  Boracbio.  Yours,  Sirrah? 

Conr.  I  am  a  gentleman.  Sir,  and  my  name  is 
Conrade. 

To.  Cl.  Write  down,  mafter  gentleman  Conrade  ; 
mafters,  do  you  ferve  God  ? 

Both.  Yea,  Sir,  we  hope. 

To.  CL  Write  down,  that  they  hope  they  ferve 
God  :  and  write  God  firft :  for  God  defend,  but  God 
fhould  go  before  fuch  villains.  —  Mafters,  it  is  proved 
already  that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves^ 
and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  fo  fhordy ;  how 
anfwer  you  for  yourfelves  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  Sirs,  we  lay,  we  are  none. 

To  Cl.  "  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  aflure  you^ 
^<  but  I  will  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hither, 
•*  firrah,  a  word  in  your  ear.  Sir ;  I  (ay  to  you,  it 
<«  is  thought  you  are  both  falfe  knaves." 

Bora.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  arc  none. 

To.  Cl.  "  Well,  ftand  afide;  'fore  God,  they  are 
.  <^  both  in  a  tale  i  have  you  writ  down,  that  they  ate 
«  none?" 

Sexton.  Mafter  town- clerk,  you  go  not  the  way  to 
examine,  you  muft  call  the  watch  that  are  their  ac- 
cufers. 

To.  Cl.  Yea,  marry,  that's  tTie  defccft  way,  let 
the  Watch  come  forth;  mafters,  I  charge  you  in  the 
Princess  name  accufe  thefe  men. 

Enter  fT^tcbmen. 

I  fFatch.  This  man  faid,  Sir,  that  Don  Jobn  the 
Prince's  brother  was  a  villain. 


To. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.         71 

^0.0.  Writedown,  Prince  John  a  villain  $  why 
this  is  flat  penury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother  villain* 

Bora.  Matter  town-clerk 

To.  CL  Pray  thee,  fellow^  Peace;  I  do  not  like  thy 
look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sextan.  What  heard  you  him  lay  elfe  ? 

2  fFatcb.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thousand 
dacats  of  Don  Jobn^  for  accufing  the  lady  Hero 
wrongfully. 

To.  Q.  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 

Dogb.  Yea,  by  th*  mafi,  that  it  is. 

Sexton.  What  elfe,  fellow? 

1  TFatcb.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon 
his  words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  aflem* 
bly,  and  not  marry  her. 

To.  CI.  O  villain !  thou  wilt  be  condemn*d  into 
everlafting  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  .^ 

2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  matters,  than  you  can 
deny.  Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftoU'n 
away :  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accus'd,  and  in  this 
very  manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fud« 
denly  dy'd.  Matter  Conftable,  let  thefe  men  be 
bound  and  brought  to  Leonato  \  1  will  go  before,  and 
fiiew  him  their  examination. 

'Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd. 

7  Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  hand.  \Exit. 

Cont.  Off,  Coxcomb! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life,  whereas  the  Sexton  ?  let  him 

write 

7  Sexton.  Let  th$m  he  in  the  bands  o/Coxcomh.'}  So  the  Editions. 
Mr.  TbeohaiJ  gives  the  words  to  Conrade,  and  fays.  But  nvhy  the 
Sexton  fi}9uld  he  fi  pert  upon  bis  Brother  Officers^  there  feems  no 
rea/omfrom  anyfuperior  qualifications  in  him ;  or  anyfujpicion  h$ 
Jbvws  of  knowing  their  ignorance.  This  is  flran^.  The  Sexton 
throughout  fhews  as  eood  fenfe  in  their  Examination  as  any  Judge 
upon  the  bench  coald  do.  And  as  to  bisfufpicion  of  their  igno' 
ranee,  he  tells  the  Town-clerk  That  be  goes  not  the  way  to  examine. . 

F  4  The 
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write  down  the  Prince's  officer  Coxcomb:  come,  bind 
them,  thou  naughty  varlet. 

Conr.  Away !  you  arc  an  afs,  you  are  an  afs."-"  ■  ■ 
Dogh.  Doft  thou  not  fufpeffc  my  place  ?  doft  thou 
not  fufpedl  my  years  ?  O,  that  he  were  here  to  write 
me  down  an  afs !  but,  matters,  remember,  that  I  am 
an  afs  5  though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not 
that  I  am  an  afs  %  no,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of 
piety,  as  fhall  be  proved  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs  } 
•*  1  am  a  wife  fellow,  and  which  is  more,  an  officer ; 
'^  and  which  is  more,  an  hou(holder«;  and  which  is 
••  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flefh  as  any  in  Meffma^ 
^  and  one  that  knows  the  law ;  go  to,  and  a  rich 
*'  fellow  enough ;  go  to,  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had 
**  loffes  -,  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every 
^  thing  handfome  about  him ;  bring  him  away ;  O, 
*•  that  I  had  been  writ  down  an  afs!-? \^Exeufa* 

The  meannefs  of  his  naxne  hindered  our  Editor  from  feeiilg  the 
Goodnefs  of  his  Senfe.  But  this  Sexton  was  an  Ecclefiadic  of  one 
of  .the  inferior  Orders  called  the  Sacrifi^n^  ^nd  npt  a  Brother  Of-^ 
fiuV^  as  the  Editor  calls  him.  I  fuppdfe  the  book  from  whence 
the  Poet  took  his  fubjefl  wais  fome  old  Bnglifit  novel  tranflttej 
.  from  the  Italian,  when  the  word  SagriJlAno  was  rendered  Se^tpm. 
As  in  Fair/ax*s  Godfrey  of  Boulogne ; 

When  Phoebus  next  unclosed  his  ivakeful  eye^ 

XJp  rofi  the  Sexton  of  that  flace  frofhdne^ 
The  paflage  then  in  queflion  is  to  be  read  thus. 

Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  han4.  {Eitif, 

Conr.  Of,  Coxcomb  f 
Dogberry  would  have  them  pinion'd.  The  Sexton  fays,  it  was 
fufficient  if  they  were  kept  in  fafe  cuftody,  and  then  goes  out. 
When  one  of  the  watchmen  comes  up  to  bind  them,  Conrade  fnys. 
Of,  Coxcomb  !  as  he  fays  afterwards  to  theConflable,  Aijoe^!  yvn 
are  an  afs, — Butrthe  Editor  adds,W*  old  Quarto  gdntk  me  thefirfi 
umbrage  for  placing  it  to  Conrade.  What  thefc  words  mean  1 
don't  know :  But  1  fufped  the  old  Quarto  divides  the  paiTage  as 
1  have  done.  '    .   •  •  -  .       _     - 
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A  C  T    V.     SCENE    I 

Before  Leonato*x  Houfe. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio, 

Antonio. 

IP  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourfelf; 
And  'tis  not  wifdom  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Againft  your  felf. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel. 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitleft 
As  water  in  a  fleve ;  give  not  me  couniel, 
Nor  let  no  Comforter  delight  mine  ear. 
But  luch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuite  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lovM  his  child, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  (peak  of  patience  \ 
M eafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine^ 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  ftrain : 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch. 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  mape  and  form. 
If  luch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftrdke  his  beard, 
(a)  And  Sorrow  waive  j  cry,  hem !  when  he  Ihould  groani 
'  Patch  grief  with  proverbs  i  make  misfortune  drunk 

*  With  candle- waftcrs ;  bring  him  yet  to'me, 
^  And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 

*  But  there  is  no  fuch  man ;  for,  brother,  men 

*  Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 

^  Whii:h  they  themfclvcs  not  feel ;  but  tailing  it, 
^  Their  counfel  turns  to  paflion,  which  before 
?  Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage ; 
^  Fetter  ftrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread  \ 

(a)  4n4  borrow  'waive  {]  Oxf,  Editor. — Vulg.  And  for  raw 
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<  Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words. 

*  No,  no ;  *tis  all  mens  office  to  fpeak  patience 

^  To  thofe,  that  wring  under  the  load  of  fbrrow  \ 

*  But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency, 

*  To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  fhall  endure 

*  The  like  himfelf  j  therefore  give  me  no  counfel  \ 
«  My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 

Ant.  T4ierein  do  men  from  children  nothing  difi^n 
Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace;   I  will   be  flefh  and 
blood; 

*  For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher, 

«  That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently ; 

*  *  However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  Gods, 

*  *  And  made  a  pifh  at  chance  and  fufferancc. 
Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfelf : 

Make  thofe,  that  do  oflPend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Jjtm.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon ;  nay,  I  will  do  fo. 
My  foul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  bely'd  -, 
And  that  fhall  Claudio  know,  (b  (hall  the  Prince ; 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  difhonour  her, 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Claudio  haftily. 
Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 
Oaud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 
Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords? 
Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 
Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  lord]  well,  fare  you  well, 
my  lord. 

1  Htnvt'ver  thp  ha^e  nvrit  the  ftyle  of  Gods,]  This  alludes  to 
the  extravagant  titles  the  Stoics  gave  their  wife  man.  Sapiens  tilt 
cum  Diis,  ex  pari,  *vivit,  Senec.  £p.  59.  Jupiter  qu9  anticedit. 
^rrum  bonumf  Mutius  bonus  eft.  Sapiens  nihiU  fe  minoris  afti- 
JR^t/.— Deas  non  nfincit  Sapientem  felicitate.     Ep.  7 3 . 

2  And  made  a  fijh  at  chance  and  fuficrance.]  Alludes  to  their 
/amous  Afathy. 
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Are  you  (b  hafty  now?  well,  all  is  one. 

Teiro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 
Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 
Claui.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 
TJon.  Marry,  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  diflemblcfy 
thou! 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.  Marry,  beftirew  my  hand. 
If  it  ihould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear$ 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Lsm.  Tufti,  tufli,  man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  mr  ?. 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old:  know,  Clamio,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong*d  my  innocent  child  and  me^ 
That  I  am  forc*d  to  lay  my  reverence  by  •, 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruiie  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  tryal  of  a  man ; 
I  iky,  thou  haft  bely'd  mine  innocent  child. 
Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  hearty 
And  Ihe  lyes  bury'd  with  her  anceftors, 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept, . 
Save  this  of  hers,  framed  by  thy  villany ! 
Qaud.  My  villany? 
Le&n.  Thine,  ClauMo ;  thine,  I  fay. 
Pedro.  You  fey  not  right,  old  man. 
Leon,  My  lord,  my  lord, 
rU  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare ; 
Derpight  his  nice  fence  and  his  aftive  praAice, 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 
Qaud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 
Leon.  Canft  thoufodofieme?  thou  haft  killed  my 
child ; 
If  thou  kill'ft  me,  boy,  thou  (halt  kill  a  man^ 
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'  jfnS.  He  ihall  kill  two  of  us,  aod  men  indeed  % 
But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft ; 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me;  . 
Come,  follow  me,  boy;  come,  boy,  follow  me; 
Sir  boy,  I'll  whip  ydu  from  your  foining  fence  ; 
'  Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother, 

jhL  Content  your  fclf  5  God  knows,  I  lov'd  my 
Ndce ; 
And  fhe  is  dead,  flander'd  to  death  by  villains. 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpenc  by  the  tongue. 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milkfbps! 

Leon.  Brother  Anihony* 

jlnt.  "  Hold  you  content ;   what,  man  ?  I  know 
them,  yea, 
**  And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  ytmioft  fcruplc: 
^^  Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mongring  boys, 
«•  That  lye,  and  cojg,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander, 
**  Go  antickly,  andmow  an  outward  hideoufnefs, 
••  And  fpcak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
*'  How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durftj 
"  And  this  is  all.** 

Leon.  But,  brother  ^»/^^«y,— 

Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  matter ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

3  Ant.  Hejball  kill  two  ofus,  &c.]  This  Brother  Anthowf  is  the 
truefl  pidure  imaginable  of  human  nature.  He  had  affumcd  the 
Charadler  of  a  Sage  to  comfort  his  Brother,  o'crwhelmM  with 
grief  for  his  only  daughter's  affront  and  diihonour  i  and  had  fe- 
verely  reproved  hiia  for  not  commanding  his  pailion  better  on 
fo  trying  an  occafion.  Yet,  immediately  after  this,  no  fooner  does 
he  begin  to  fufpeft  that  his  Age  and  Valour  are  flighted,  but  he 
falls  into  the  molt  intemperate  St  of  rage  himfelf :  and  all  his  Bro- 
ther can  do  or  fay  is  not  of  power  to  pacify  hhn.  This  is  copy- 
ing nature  with  a  penecration  and  exadnefs  of  Judgment  peculiar 
to  Shake/pear,  As  to  the  expreffion,  coo>  of  his  paiEon,  nothing 
can  be  more  highly  painted. 
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Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  ^  we  will  not  wrack  your 
patience. 
My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death ; 
But^  on  my  Honour,  ihe  was  charged  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof, 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord  ■ 

Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No !  come,  brother,  away,  I  will  be  heard, 

Jlnt.  And  fhall,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it 

[Exeunt  amhm 

SCENE      IIL 

Enter  Benedick. 

Pedro.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to 
ieek. 

Claud.  Now,  Signior,  what  news? 

Bene^  Good  day,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome,  Signior  %  you  are  almoft  come 
to  part  almoft  a  fray. 

Qaud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofisi 
fnapt  off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother  5  what  think*ft  thou  ? 
had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  fhould  have  been  too 
young  for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  falle  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour :  I 
came  to  feek  you  both. 

Qaud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  leek  thee  ; 
for  we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain 
have  it  beaten  away ;  wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard ;  fhall  I  draw  it  i 

Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide? 

4  nve  twill nofvrKjuiL your fatumce.l  This  conveys  a  fentiment 
that  the  fpeaker  would  by  no  means  have  implied,  That  the  pa- 
tience of  the  two  Old  men  was  not  exercifed»  but  afleep,  which 
upbraids  them  for  infenfibility  under  their  wrong.  Siakejpear 
muft  have  wrote-*— -lf!r  witiutt  wrack*  i.  e.  deftroy  your  pa* 
tience  by  tantalizing  yott« 

Claud, 
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Claud.  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have 
been  befide  their  wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  da 
the  minftrcls ;  draw,  to  plcalure  us. 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale :  art 
thou  lick  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What!  courage,  man:  what  tho*  care  killed 
a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  ihall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if 
you  charge  it  againft  me. — I  pray  you,  chufe  another 
fubjea. 

Claud.  ^  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftafT;  this  laft 
was  broke  crofs. 

Pedra.  By  this  iight,  he  changes  more  and  more : 
I  think,  he  be  angry,  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

^ene.  Shall  I  fpcak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  bleis  me  from  a  challenge ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain ;  I  jeft  not.  I  will  make  it 
gpod  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when 
you  dare.  Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  coww 
ardife.  You  have  killed  a  fweet  lady,  and  her  death 
ihall  fall  heavy  on  you.     Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro.  What,  afcaft? 

Chud.  rfaith,  I  thank  him ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calves-head  and  a  capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
moft  curioufly,  fay,  my  knifjc's  naught.  Shall  I  not 
find  a  woodcock  too  ?         - 

£ene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro,  ril  tell  thee,  how  Beatrice  prais*d  thy  wit 
the  other  day:  I  laid,  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit;  ri^ht, 
lays  Ihe,  a  fine  little  one ;  no,  faid  I,  a  great  wit  i  juft, 
laid  Ihe,  a  great  grols  one ;  nay,  faid  I,  a  go6d  wit ; 
juft,  faid  Ihe,  it  hurts  no  body  %  nay,  £iid  I,  the  gen- 

S  Na^t  tbingi*ve  him  another  ftaffi  &C.]  Allofion  tO  Jiliimg. 
Sec  note,  ^syou  like  it.  A^  5.  Scene  10. 
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deman  is  wile ;  certain,  faid  (he,  a  wife  gendeman ; 
nay,  (aid  !»  he  hath  the  tongues  ^  that  I  beheve,  faid 
flie,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Moniof  night, 
which  he  forfwore  on  fuefday  morning;  chere^s  a 
double  tongue,  there's  two  tongues.  Thus  did  fhe 
an  hour  together  trans-ihape  thy  particular  virtues  $ 
yet,  at  laft,  fhe  concluded  with  a  figh,  thou  waft  the 
propereft  man  in  Italy. 

Qaud.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid, 
fhe  car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  that  fhe  did  5  but  yet  for  all  that,  and 
if  fhe  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  die  would  love  him 
dearly ;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Qaud.  All,  all ;  and  moreover,  Godfaw  him  when 
be  was  hid  in  the  garden. 

Pedro.  But  when  fhall  we  fet  the  falvag^  bull's 
horns  on  the  fenfible  Benedick*^  head  ? 

Ciaud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  dwelb 
Benedick  the  married  man. 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy,  you  know  my  mind ; 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  goffip-like  humour ; 
you  break  jefts  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which, 
God  be  thank'd,  hurt  not.  My  lord,  for  your  many 
courtefies  I  thank  you ;  I  muft  difeontinue  your  com- 
pany ;  your  brother,  the  baftard,  is  fled  from  MeJJina ; 
you  have  among  you  killed  a  fweet  and  innocent  lady. 
For  my  lord  lack-beard  there,  he  and  I  fhall  meet  % 
and  'till  then,  peace  be  with  him!      [£;r// Benedick. 

Pedro.  He  is  in  earneft. 

Claud.  In  moft  profound  earneft,  and,  PU  warrant 
you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee? 

Qaud.  Moft  fincerely. 

Pedro.  *  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes 
in  his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  wit! 

SCENE 

6  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  tvhen  be  goes  in  bis  doublet  and 
befe^  and  leases  off  bis  witf]  It  was  cfteemed  a  mark  of  levity 
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S    C    E    N    E     IV. 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade  and  Borachio 
guarded. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape ;  but  then  is 
an  ape  a  do&or  to  fuch  a  man. 

Pedro.  But,  foft  you,  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my 
heart  and  be  fad  %  did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was 
fled? 

JDogb.  Come,  you.  Sir ;  if  juftice  cannot  tame  you, 
ihe  fhall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance; 
nay,  an  you  be  a  curfing  hypocrite  once,  you  muil  be 
look'd  to. 

Pedro,  t^ow  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  ? 
Borachio  J  one? 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  oflBence,  mv  lord. 

Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  the(e  men  done  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  re- 
port; moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths;  fe- 
condarily,  they  are  flandcrs ;  fixth  and  laftly,  they 
have  bely*d  a  lady ;  thirdly,  they  have  verify 'd  un- 
jult  thing;s ;  and,  to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro.  Firft,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done; 
thirdly,  1  ask  thee  what's  their  oiftnce;  fixth  and  laft- 
ly, why  they  are  committed ;  and,  to  conclude,  what 
you  lay  to  their  charge  ? 

Oaud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divifion; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  maftcrs,  that 
you  are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwer?  This  learned 
conftable  is  too  cunning  to  be  underftood.  What's 
your  offence  ? 

and  want  of  becoming  gravity,  at  that  time,  to  go  in  th  ioubiet 
and  hofi^  and  iea<ve  off  the  cloak,  to  which  this  well  tunuM  ex- 
freffion  alludes.  The  thought  is,  that  love  makes  a  man  as  ridi- 
culous, and  expofes  him  as  naked  as  being  in  the  doublet  and 
hofe  without  a  cloak. 

Bora. 
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-  £ora.  Swecc  Prince^  let  me  go.no  further  to  mine 
anfwer :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me : 
I  have  deceiv'd  even  your  very  eyes ;  what  your  wif- 
doms  could  not  difcover,  thcfe  (hallow  fools  have 
brought  to  light,  who  in  the  night  overheard  me  oon- 
felling  to  this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  in- 
censed me  to  flander  the  lady  Hero ;  how  you  were 
brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw  me  court  Margani 
in  Herd'%  garments ;  how  you  difgrac'd  her,  when  you 
Ihould  marry  her;  my  villany  they  have  upon  record, 
which  I  had  rather  fell  with  my  death,  than  repeat 
over  to  my  fhame;  the  lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and 
my  malleus  falfe' accu&tton ;  and  briefly,  I  define 
nothing  but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through  your 
blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poiibn,  while  he  utter'd  it. 

Peiro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pradice  of  it. 

l^edro.  He  is  composed  and  nam'd  of  treachery  \ 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villany. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero  I  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov*d  it  firft. 

Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  Plaintifis;  by  this 
time,  our  Sexton  hath  reform'd  Signior  Leonaio  of 
the  matter  I  and  mafters  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie, 
when  time  and  place  fliall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  ais. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  mafter  Signior  LeomUo^  and 
the  Sexton  too. 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  Leonato  W  Sexton. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  villain ?  let  melee  his  eyes^ 
•*  Thit  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
•*  I  may  avoid  him;  which  of  thefeishc?" 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me. 

-  Vo(..  II.  G  Leon. 
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Lem.  Arc  thou,  art  thou  the  flayje,  that  with  thy 
breath 
Haft  kill'd  mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo,  villain;  thoa  bely'ft  thy  felf  ^ 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : 
I  thank  you.  Princes,  for  my  daughter's  death; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds; 
*Twas  bravely  done,  \i  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  J  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience. 
Yet  I  muft  fpcak :  chufe  your  revenge  your  fclf ; 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin;  yet  fuin'd  I  not. 
But  in  miftaking. 

Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I; 
And  yet,  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight. 
That  he'll  enjoyn  me  to. 

Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  daughter  live  again. 
That  were  impoflible ;  but,  I  pray  you  both, 
Polfels  the  People  in  Meffina  here 
How  innocent  (he  dy'd ;  and  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  &d  invention. 
Hang  her  an  Epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  (ing  it  to  her  bones ;  fing  it  to  night:. 
To  morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houle» 
And  iince  you  could  not  be  my  ibn-in-law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew;  my  brother  hatha  daughter, 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  fhe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us ; 
Give  her  the  Right  you  fhould  have  given  her  Coufin, 
And  (o  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud.  O  noble  Sir! 
Your  over-kindnels  doth  wring  tears  ftook  me: 
I  do  embrace  your  oflTer;  and  difpofe 
For  hencefbrdi  of  poor  Qaudio. 

.  .  .'   fyon^ 
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Letm.  To  morrow  then  I  will  expeft  your  Coming, 
To  night  I  cak^  my  [eave«     This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret^ 
Who,  I  believe,  was  packed  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir*d  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  foul,  Oie  was  not  \ 
Nor  knew  not  what  flie  did,  when  fhe  fpoke  to  me. 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

D^.  Moreover,  Sir,  which  indeed  is  not  under 
white  and  black,  this  plaintiff  here,  the  offender,  did 
call  me  afs :  I  beleech  ypu,  let  k  be  remembrcd  in  his 
puniflimcnt;  •*  and  alfo  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of 
*'  one  Deformed:  they  iay,  ^  he  wears  a  key  in  his 
'<  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  by  it;  and  borrows  money 
*'  la  God's  name,  the  which  he  hath  us*d  fo  long, 
"  and  never  paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted, 
•*  and  wilt  lend  nothing  for  God's  fake.  Pray  you, 
•*  examine  him.  upon  that  point." 

Leon.  1  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pain& 

Dogb.  Your  Worfliip  Ipcaks  like  a  moft  thankful 
and  reverend  youth ;  and  I  praife  God  for  you 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

7  hi  iveart  a  hey  in  his  ear,  and  a  letk  banging  hy  it  i  and 
horrors  money  in  God's  name,}  There  could  not  be  a  pleafanter 
ridicule  on  the  fafhioa,  than  the  conftable*s  defcant  on  his  own 
Uando'.  They  he^u^  the  confpirators  fatyrize  tht /ajllfson  i 
Whom  they  took  to  be  a  man,  firnamed.  Deformed,  This  tho 
fSonfiaUe  applies  with  exqqiiite  humour  to  the  courtiers^  ip  « 
defcription  of  one  of  the  moft  fantaftical  fafliions  of  that  timen 
the  men's  wearing  rings  in  their  ears,  and  indulging  a  fisivourite 
lock  of  hair  which  was  brought  before,  and  tied  with  ribbon;^ 
and  called  a  ^^ve-hfk.  Againti  this  faihion  William  P r inn  wroX9 
his  treatife»  called.  The  unlovelynefs  9f  Love  he ks.  To  this  fan- 
tafttdc  mode  Fletcher  alludes  in  his  Cupift Re'venz^-—^'"^7his 

morning  I  brought  him  a  ne^w  periwig  nvith  a  lock  at  it Jnd 

yonder*  s  a  fellow  come  has  bored  a  hole  in  his  ear.  And  again 
in  his  Wom^'-bater  —  ^  /  eould  fndure  an  ear  with  a  hole  in 
it,  or  a  platted  lock,  (sfc, 

G  2  i>ogb: 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


84  MuchAijo  a^outNdTttitiGs 

Dogi.  God  favc  the  foundation ! 
Leon.  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  priibner;  and  I 
thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  Worfhip, 
which,  I  bcfccch  your  Worfliip,"  to  correft  your  fclf, 
for  the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  Worfliip  5 
I  wilh  your  Worfliip  well :  God  rcftorc  you  to  heahh  i 
I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart  5  and  if  a  merry 
meeting  may  be  wifliM,  God  prohibit  it.  Cotne, 
neighbour.  [Exeunt. 

Lecm.  Until  to  morrow  morning,  Lords,  fareweL 
Ant.  Farcwel,  my  Lords  5  we  look  for  you  to 
morrow. 

Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 
Claud.  To  night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero. 
Leon.  Bring  you  thefc  fellows  on,  we*U  talk  with 
Margaret^ 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  felk>w. 

[Exeunt  feveraBj. 

S     C     E    N     E     VL 

Changes  /^  LeonatoV  Houfi^ 

Enter  Benedick,  and  Margaret. 

5^»^pR  AY^thce,  fweet  Mifl:refs  Margaret^  do- 
-*"    ferve  well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to 
the  fpeech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fonnet  in  praifc  of 
my  beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  fo  high  a  ftyle,  Margaret^  that  no  man 
living  fliall  come  over  it ;  for,  in  moft  comely  truth, 
thou  defervefl:  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  Man  come  over  me?  why  fliall 
I  always  keep  above  flairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth, 
it  catches. 

M0rg^ 
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Marg.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  f<Hl%  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bef^,  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret^  it  will  not 
hurt  a  woman  \  and  b^  I  pray  thee,  call  BuarUei  I 
give  thee  the  bucklers. 

Akirg.  Give  us  the  fwords;  we  have  bucklen  of 
our  own« 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  M^rgarei^  you  muft  put  ill 
the  pikes  with  a  vice,  and  diey  are  dangerous  weapon 
for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you.  who,  I 
think,  bath  legs.  [£^i>  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  [Sii^s.']  the  G(4 
ef  bve^  that  fits  abeve^  and  hums  me^  Md  knows  me^ 
bow  pitiful  I deferoe^"^--'*^!  mean,  infinfting^  but 
in  loving,  Leander  the  good  (wimmer,  froUus  the 
firft  employer  of  pandars,  and  a  whole  book  fiill  of 
diefe  quondam  carpet-mongers,  whole  navies  yet  run 
fionoothly  in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verfe;  why, 
they  were  nevor  fo  truly  turned  over  and  over,  as  my 

ror  felf,  in  love ;  marry,  I  cannot  fhew  it  in  rhime} 
have  try'd;  I  can  firvd  out  no  rhime  to  lady  but 
kalyy  an  ineoceht^s  rhimt^  for  ficm^  l^orH^  a  hard 
rhime ;  for/cbaol,  fool^  a  baUmg  rhime ;  very  ominous 
endings ;  no,  I  was  not  born  under  a  rhiming  planet, 
for  I  qannot  woo  in  feftival  terms. 

SCENE      VIL 
Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice  J  would^ft  thou  icome  when  I  call  thee  ? 

Beat,  Yea,  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me^ 

Bene.  O,  ftay  but  'till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpolcen;  fare  you  well  now  \  and 
yet  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I.  came  for,  which 
is,  with  knowing  what  h^th  ptft  between  you  and 
Claudia. 

G  3  Bene, 
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£#91^1.  Only  Jfoul  words^  and  thereupon' I  ^illkifi 
thcc- 

Beaiw  Foul  words ^e  biit  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind 
fc  bat  foiil.i^reath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifonaci  tfaene- 
fore  I  will  depart  unkift. 

Sefie.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  r%ht 
lenfe,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit ;  but,  I  muft  tell  thee  plain** 
W,  Chttdio  undergoes  my  challenge  %  and  either  I  muft 
mordy  heakF.frotafi  him,  ot  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a 
coward ;  and  I  pray  thee,  now  tell  me,  for  which  of 
iiy  h^  parts  didft  thou  fiHl  fall  m  love  with  me? 
.  Be0^.  t*of  them  all  together  \  which  cnaintain'd  fo 
{K)l>tick  a;ftate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any 
good  part  to  intermingle  with  them :  bat  for  which 
of  my  good  parts  did  you  lirft  iuffer  love  for  itne? 
'  Bene.  Suffer  bve.!  a  good  q>ithet|  I  do  itafiertove, 
indfeed,  fpr  I  love  tlieeagainft  my  will 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  heart,  i  think.;  alasl  poor 
^rt,  if  you.^ight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  ^xghc  it 
W  yours  ^  for  1  will  tiever  love  that,  which;  my  friend 

]|UBlCS« 

Bene^  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  wbo  i^wxskif* 
.  BeaL  It  appears  not  in  dns  coniibffion ;  there's  not 
ene  wife  man  amohg  twenty  that  willpratie  hiin«» 
fclf.    - 

Bene.  ^^  An  old,  an  old  ioftance,  Beainee^  that 
•*  liv*d  •  in  the  rime  of  good  neighbours  j"  if  a  man 
do  not  ereft;  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he 
fhall  live  no  longer  in  monumentSj^  than  the  bells 
ring,  and  the  widow  weeps. 
'  BM.  And  how  loqg^sjhat,  think  youi 
.  ^ene.  'Queftipnf-^wby,anhoi»rinclai£ibui^aoda 

quarter 

.  ^  19  iifi  fimf  rf g»d  migUauts^i]  i.  e.  Whtti  men  w€re  no^ 
itoVioiM,  but  evfry  ^ne  prt,  ail«Uier  his  di|e.  The  r€|>ly  is  ex- 
tremely homouroas. 

9  Que|lion?  wfy,  an  hcur,  kc  ].i.e.  What  a qucftion^s  there, 
or  what  a  foo}i(h  queflion  do  you  ask*    But  the  Oxford  tHitor 

apt 
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riter  in  rhewm ;  therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for 
wife,  if  Don  worm  (his  confcience)  find  no  im« 
pediment  to  the  contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his 
own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  my  felf ;  io  much  for  praifing 
my  felf;  who,  I  my  felf  will  bear  witnefs,  is  praife- 
worthy  \  and  now  tell  me,  how  doth  your  Couun  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  5  there  will 
I  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Enter  Urfula. 

Vrfit.  Madam,  you  mufl:  come  to  your  uncle  t  yon- 
der*s  old  coil  at  home ;  it  is  proved,  my  lady  Her0 
bath  been  falfely  accus'd;  the  Prince  and  Qaudio 
mightily  abus'd ;  aiid  Don  Jdbn  is  the  author  of  all, 
who  is  fled  and  gone :  will  you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  gQ  hear  this  news,  Signior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  live  in  tl\y  eyes,  die  in  thy  Jap^  and  be 
bury'd  in  thy  heart;  and  moreover  I  will  go. with 
thee  to  thy  uncle.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE    vm. 

Changes  to  a  Chjskck. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants  with 
tapers,  . 

Ckud^W  S  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ^ 
A    Jttend.  It  is,  my  lord. 

BOl  uDdcrSa&di^  this  piiiafe»  concrafi^d  into  a  fingle  word, 
(of  which  we  have  many  initances  k  Engi^)  has  fiurl/  ftrnck 
hoot. 
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;         E  P   I   T  A   PH. 

*     .  Done  to  death  lyjlanderous  tongues 
IVm  the  Hero,  that  here  lyes: ,' 
.  Deaths  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs'^ 
Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies. 
So  the  life^  that  dfd  withfhame^ 
Lives  in  d^ath  with  glorious  fame! 
rr  .,   .  Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tombj 
Praifing  her  when  lam  dumb. 

Claud.  Now  mufick  found,  and  (ing  your  folemn 
hytmi^  .,        . 

SONG, 

Pardm^  iaoddefs  ef  the  nighty 
t    ^  Thofe  that  Jkwtiy  virgin  bt^t-j 

for  the  'Whichi  mtb  Jongs  of.  «w. 

Roundabout  her  tomktbiy^a.    i    "  ■'-   . 
^''  Midnight^' ag^ our nomy 
t  •*  '  Help  us  tiji^  and  groom 

Beavify^  heavily:  .-  -       .  . 

Graves^  yawn  and  yield  your  dead^ 

*Till  deathobe  utter edj 
Hiovily^  heavily. 

flaud.  Now  untQ  thy  bones  good  night  f 

Yearly  will  I  do  this  Right.         *  ^ 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,  mailers,  put  your  torches  out} 
The  vteivcs  hivit  prey 'd  5  and,  look,  the  gROtlA 
day,  ,.;:,. 

Before  the  wheels  of  Pheebus^  round  about 
•'    'Dapple* the  drowfie  eaft  with  fpbtsof  grey: 
Thanks  to  you  alT,  and  leave  us  \'  fare  you  well. 
Claud.  Good  morrow,  matters-;  each  his  fevcral  way. 
Fedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds; 
j3&¥1  chcn  JO  JUa^to^s  we  .wilt  go. 

Claude 
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Claud.  '  And  .QnwMTOW  with  luckier  jfluefpeed 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  BtadcPd  up  this  woe! 

SCENE       IX. 

Cbaffges  to  LeonatoV  Houfi. 

Enter   Leonato,    Benedick,    Mai^aret^  Urfula^ 
:  AntoniOf  Friar,  and  Htro. 

jFrw'.T^ID  I  not  tell  you,  Ihe  was  innocent? 

^^    Leon.  So  are  the  Prince  and  ClaudiOy  who 
accused  iier, 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated. 
^xxt  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  for  this ; 
Although  againft  her  will,  as  it  appears. 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

jint.  Well;  lam  glad,  that  all  things  Ibrtfb  well. 

Bene^  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforc*iJ 
To  call  young  Qdudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  Daughter,  and  you  gendewonaen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  your  telves. 
And  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd : 
The  Prince  and  Ctaumo  promiafd  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me;  you  know  your  office,  brother, 
you  mi^  be  lather  to  your  brother's  daughter. 
And  give  her  to  young  daudh,         ^Exeunt  Ladies^ 

Jjii.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm*d  countenance. 

Bene.  Friar,  I  muft  intreat, your  pains,  I  think.  * 

Friar.  To  do  what,  Signior? 

Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  tne,  one  of  them : 

I  And  Hymen  nmj  wth  hckhr  iffui  fpeeds, 

iban  thisy  fir  nvhom  tfie  rtnder'd  up  this  Woi!\  Cttatdm 
couM  not  know*  without  beipg  a  prophet,  that  this  iiew*propoa'd 
match  fhould  have  any  luclder  event  than  that  defign*d  with 
Hero,  Certainly,  dierefore,  this  (hoold  be  a  wifh  in  Claudia  i 
and,  to  this  end,  the  poet  might  have  wrote,  fin f  si  i.  e.  Jpni 
us :  and  fo  in  hmimes  a  pnjor  to  Hjmen.  Dr.  fkirlfy.    . 

Signior 
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Si^morUmmtv^  truth  it  ji9,\gMd  Stgmor,' 
Your  netce  regards  me  iiritii  an«fe  of  favour. 
.  Leim.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  mod 
true*^  

£ene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  trf  love  requite  her. 

Lem.  The  .fight  whereof,  I  .think,  7M  had  from 
me, 
Fn>m  Qiudib  and  the  Pcince;  but  whsx:*s  yKitr  will?- 

Bene.  Yoursniwcr,  Sir,  is  cnjgmaikal ; 
But  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  wUi 
May  Hand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
r  th*  ^ate  of  honourable  marriage ;' 
In  which,  good  Friar,  I  (hall  defire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  Jikirig.   ' 

f^wr.  And  my  help. 

SCENE     X.  ^^     • 
Enter  Dan  Pedro  niidf  Claudio,  with  AHtndatHs. 

\^Ptdni.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  a0embly. 
Lean.    Good  morrowt    Prince;    good  mormwy 

We  here  attend  yov ;  zre  you.  yet  decenmnfd   . 
To  day  to,  marry  with  my  brcmer's  daisgbter  ? 

Clau^  m  hold  cny  noind,  wecefheaaJE/ii^. 
.  L»ik  \Ckiilier  forth,  Brocbar,  here's  the  Friar  rody. 

[Mxit  AmoDio. 

Pedra.  Gbod  wovx&viy.BtWBdieki  why,  what!s  the 
matter, 
That  you  have  fiich  a  Febrimry^fzctj 
So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorm  and  cloudineis? 

Qaud^^  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  favag?  bull: 
Tufe,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  goM, 
And  fo  all  Europe  (hall  rejoice  at  thee ; 
As  once  Eurapa  did  at  lufty  Jove^ 
WbeA  he  would  play  the  noble  besift  in  love. 

Bene. 
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^i$te.  BuH  Jom^  ScT)  Imd  an  amiable  low. 
And  fomc  fuch  ftrange  boll  leapt  four  lather's  cow  i 
And  got  a  caif,  in  that  fame  ndble  feac, 
Much  like  to  youi  for  you  havejuR  hb  bleat. 

• 

SCENE     XL 

EftPer  Antonio,  with  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  dnd 

Urfala,  masJed. 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you;   here  come  other 
recknings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  muft  feize  upon? 

ylnt.  This  fame  is  Ihe,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Cinud.  Why,  then  ilse's  minej  Sweet,  Jet  me  ice 
your  face. 

LeoB.  No,  that  you  (hall  not,  'till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  Friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Qaud.  Give  me  your  hand ;  l>efore  this  holy  Friar, 
I  am  your  husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  livM,  I  was  yow  other  wife. 

{UkmaMngi 
And  when  you  k>v^d,  you  were  my  other  hnKilDand. 

Cknid.  Anoihtrliera? 

Hero.  Nothing  certaiow. 
One  Hero  dy'd  dcfird,  but  I  do  live; 
Aod,  furdy,  as  I  live,  I  am  4  maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  iflSrro/  Nero^  rfiatisdead! 

Jjeon.  She  dy*d,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flander 
liv'd. 

Priar.  All  this  amaziement  can  I  qualifie. 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rices  are  ended, 
rU  tell  thee  largely  of  fair  //^^*8^«th: 
Mean  time  let  wonder  fccm  familiar. 
And  to  the  chappel  let  us  prefently. 

Bene,  Softaod  fair,  friar.    Which  h Beatrice^ 

Beat, 
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Beat.  I  anfvrer  to.  that  name ;  what  is  your  will  I 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me? 

Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafpn. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  Uncje,  ^nd  the  Prince,  aod 
Qaudioj  have  been  deceived ;  they  fwore,  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  no,  no  more  than  realbn. 
t   Beat.  Why,  then  my  Coufin,  Margaref  zndiUrfula'^ 
Have'  been  deceived  \  for  they  did  fwear,  you  did. 

Bene,  'f  hey  fwore,  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 
';  Beat.  They  fwore,  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for 
me. 

Bene.  'Tis  no  matter ;  then  you  do  not  love  me  ? 

Beat.  No,  truly,,  but  in  friendJy  recompence. 
.  Lem.  Conw,  Coufin,  1  am  fure,  you  love  the  gen* 

tleman. 
-  Ckud.  And.Wl  ^be  fworn.uppn^t,  that  he  loves 

her-. 
For  here's  apa|)^f  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Faihion*d  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here*s  anctther, 
JiVrit  in  my  Coufin's  hand,  ftolen  from^^her  pocket, 
Containing  her  aff^on  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle!  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts ;  come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this  Hght,  I 
take  thee  for  pi^.  ^ 

Beat.  *  I  would  not  deny  yoii;  but,  by  this  g€M3d 
day,  I  yiel(f  ilpon  great  pcrfuafibn-,  and  partly  to  feye 

your 

a  InvouldTK>tdenyyott,^$cc.\  Mr.  TbeohU  fays,  is  not  ^ this 
mock-reafoningf  She  nvouid  not  deny  him,  but  that  Jbe yields  up^m 
great  per/uafan.  In  changing  thg  Nt^mtifbe  I  make  no  doubt  hut 
I  have  r//r/><z/y /^^ij&^r*j  i&««0jirr:  and.  fo  changes  not  \tHk  yet. 
But  i6  not  'this  a  Mock  Critic?  who  could  not  fee!  that  the  piaia 
obvious  fenfe  of  th^  common  reading  was  this^  I  cannot  find  an 
my  heart  to  deny  you,  but  for  all  that  I  yields  after  •having  flood 
QUt  great  .perfiiafions  to  fubmiilioB.  He  had  (aid, '  /  take'  fbetfor 
>   .c:    '  fity. 
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your  life ;  for  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  confump- 
don. 

Bene.  Peace^  I  will  ftop  your  mouth.— -—► 

[KiUkgher. 

Pedr^.  How  doft  thou.  Benedick^  the  married 
man? 

Bene.  Pll  tell  thee  what.  Prince ;  a  College  of  wic« 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour :  doft  thou 
think)  I  care  for  a  iatire,  or  an  epigram  ?  no :  *Mf  a 
*'  man  will  be  beaten  Jwith  brains,  he  (halt  wear  no* 
^'  thing  handfome  about  him  ;**  in  brief,  fince  I  do 
porpofe  to  marry,  I  will  think  nodiing  to  any  purpofe 
that  the  world  can  fay  againft  it;  and  therefore  never 
flout  at  me,  for  what  I  have  laid  againft  it ;  for  man 
is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  concIuHon ;  for  thy 
pn,  Claudio^  V  did  think  to  have  beaten  thee ;  but 
in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinfman,  live  unbruis'd, 
and  love  my  coufin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldft  have  denied 
Beatrice^  that  I  might  have  cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy 
iingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer ;  which,  out 
of  queftion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  Coufin  do  not  look 
exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends;  let's  have  a 
Dance  ere  we  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  Firft,o'my word;  therefore,  play,  mufick. 
Prince,  thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife; 
there  is  no  ftaff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with 
horn. 

fity^  (he  replies,  IwwUnet  ^#4[]r  thee.  i.e.  I  take  thee  for  pity 
too :  bat  as  I  live  I  am  won  to  this  compliance  by  importunity  of    . 
friends.     Mr.  Theobald  by  altering  n9t  to  yU  makes  it  fuppofed, 
that  he  had  been  importanate,  and  that  foe  had  often  denied ; 
which  was  not  the  calc. 

Enter 
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Enter  Meffenger. 

Meff.  My  Lord^  your  brother  Jolm  is  ta*«  in 
ffigfcr. 
And  brQughc  with  armed  mep  back  to  Meffina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  tomorrow:  PHde- 
vife  thee  brave  puniflimcnts  for  him.  Strike  up. 
Pipers.  [Dmtce. 

[Exeunt  onmes. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

DUKE  of  Venice. 

Morochius.  a  Moori(h  Prince,  j  g^.^^^  ^, p^^^j^ 

Pnnce  of  Arragon,  3 

Anthonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Baflanio^  bis  Friend^  in  love  with  Portia. 

SalaniOy    ^ 

Solarino,  >   Friends  to  Anthonio  and  Baflanio. 

Gratiano,  ^ 

J^orenzo,  in  love  wiib  J^icz, 

Shylocky  a  Jew. 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  bis  Friend. 

Launcelot,  a  Clownj  Servant  to  the  Jew. 

Gobbo,  an  old  Man^  Father  to  Launcelot* 

Leonardo,  Servant  to  Baflanio. 

^^'^^'n  Senumts  to  Portlt. 
Stephano, ) 

Portia,  an  Heirefs  of  peat  ^tfolity  and  Fortune. 
Nerifla,  Confident  to  Portia. 
Jeflica,  Daughter  to  Shylock. 

Senators  of  Venice,  Officers^  J^ii^%  Servants  and 
other  JttendofUs. 

SCENE,  partly  at  Venice ;  and  partly  at  Bel- 
xnont^  the  SeatofVottJOL  upon  the  Continent. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino^  and  Salanio^ 

AntHonio, 

5N  footh,  I  know  not  why  I  am  fb  fad: 

'  It  wearies  me;  you  fay,  it  wearies  you; 

But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came 

by  it, 
What  fluff  *tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is 
born, 

I  am  to  learn  -  

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefi  makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  ielf. 

Sal.  Your  mind  is  tolTing  on  the  ocean ; 
Thcre^  where  your  *  Argofies  with  portly  Sail, 
Like  Hgniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood, 

I  Argofie,  a  ihip  from  Argo,  Mr.  Pope. 

Vol.  II.  H  Or 
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Of  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  Sea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  traffickers, 
That  curtfic  to  them,  do  them  reverence^ 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wingS, 

Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth^ 
The  better  part  of  my  affedlions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.    I  (hould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  gra(s,  to  know  where  (its  the  wind ; 
Peering  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads; 
And  every  objeifl,  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal.  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth. 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  top  great  might  do  at  fea. 
I  fhottid  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run. 
But  I  (hould  think  of  (hallows  and  of  flats ; 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  fand. 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs. 
To  kifs  her  burial.    Should  I  go  to  church. 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  (lone. 
And  not  bethink  me  ftrait  of  dang'rous  rocks  ? 
Which,  touching  but  my  gentle  vefliPs  fide. 
Would  (batter  all  the  fpiceson  the  ftream. 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  (ilks ; 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 
And  now  worth  nothing.    Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  (hall  I  lack  the  thought,. 
That  fuch  a  thing,  bcchanc'd,  would  make  me  (ad  ? 
But  tell  not  me ;  — —  I  know,  Jntbonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no:  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it> 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted. 
Nor  to  one  place ;  nor  is  toy  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prclent  year : 
Therefore,  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

AnPb. 
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yttUb.  Fie,  fie! 
_   Sola.  I^ot  in  love  neither!  thcin  let's  fay^  you're  fad^ 
Becaule  you  are  riot  merry  5  and  'twere  as  ealy 
For  yoii  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay,  you're  merry, 
Becaufe  you  ar^  not  fad.  "  *  Now  by  two-headed  Janus^ 
**  Nature  hath  framed  Itrange  fellows  in  her  time: 
*'  Some  that  will  evermore  ^  peep  through  their  cyesj 
*'  And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper  ) 
••  And  others  of  fudh  vinegar- afped, 
**  That  they'll  not  (how  ♦  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmifc^ 
**  Though  I^ejior  fwear,-  the  jelt  be  iaughable/* 

Enter  Baffitnioj  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano. 

Sal.  Here  comes  BaJ/anio^  your  moft  noble  kinfhiani 
Gratiano  and  Lorenzo:  fare  ye  well  j 
We  leave  ye  now  with  better  company. 

Sola.  I  would  have  (laid  'till  I  had  made  yoii  nicrty, 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

jintb.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  xtiy  regard : 
I  take  it,  your  own  bulinefs  cialls  on  you^ 
And  you  embrace  th*  occafion  to  deparf. 

Sal.  Good  morrow',  riiy  good  lords, 

Bajf.  Good  Signiors  both,  when  (hall  \«re  laugh  if 
fay,  when? 
You  grow  exceeding  (trange  5  liiuft  it  be  lb? 

Sal.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  youK^ 

Sola.  My  lotdBaJJaniOf  flnce  you've  found  AntboHun^ 
We  two  will  leave  you }  but  at  didner-tiiiie, 

z  — A»w  i^  tvtvff'hiaM  Janus,]  Here  SbaktJ^tar  Aews  his 
knowledge  in  the  antique.  By  tivo-heaJed  Janus  is  meant  thofe 
antique  biffdntine  heads,  which  generally  repreiimt  a  y6trng  and 
fintling  face,  together  with  an  old  and  wrinkled  one,  being  of 
Pan  and  Bacchus  i  6f  Satkftt  and  Jfoik^  &c.  Thefe  afe  act  un- 
common in  coUe&ioQS  of  antiques  9-  and  in  the  books  of  the  antir 
qaaries,  as  MantfottcoA,  Sfanheim,  Sec» 

J  —  pesf  through  their  eyes,"]  This  gites  »»  a  very  pidlttrefqua 
image  of  the  countenance  in  laughing^  when  the  eyes  appear  half 
flittt.  .  , 

4  '•^tbeir  tteth  in  way  of  fmilci}  Bfecaufe  fuch  ut  apt  eaoogh 
10  ibcv^  their  teeth  in  anger. 

Hi  I  pray 
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I  pray  you,  hayc.in  mind  where  we  muft  meet; 
Baff.  I  will  not  fail  you,       [Exeunt  Solar.  ^wriSala. 
Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthomo ; 
You  have  too  much  refped  upon  the  world : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvcUoufly  changed. 

Antb.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  GraitanOy 
A  ftage,  where  every  man  muft  play  his  part. 
And  mine's  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  ^  Let  me  play  the  Fool;— — 
•  With  mirth,  and  laughter,  let  old  wrinkles  com^; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine. 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
**  Why  (hould  a  man,  whofc  blood  is  warm  within, 
*«  Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  Alabafter? 
"  Sleep  when' he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
*<  By  being  peevilh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio\ 
•'  (I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks:) 
*'  There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofc  vifeges 
*'  Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  ftanding  pond ; 
**  And  do  a  wilful  ftillnefe  entertain, 
•* .  With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an  opinion 
•'  Of  wildom,  gravity,  profound  conceit  | 
*'  As  whp  fliould  fay,  I  am  Sir  Oracle^ 
*'  And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark!. 
•'  O  my  Anthonio^  I  do  know  of  thofe, 
**  That  therefore  only  are  reputed  ^ife, 
•*  For  faying  nothing;*'  who,  Pm  very  fure. 
If  they  mould  fpeak,  would  almoft  damn  thofc  ears, 

5  Let  mi  fimy  the  Fooli — ]  Alluding  to  (he  common  comparifoa 
of  human  Kte  to  a  ftage  play.  So  that  he  defires  his  may  be  the 
fopPs  or  bttffooo*8  party  which  was  a  cooltanc  character  in  the  old 
.£irces :  From  whence  came  the  phrafe,  to  play  the  FmL     Which 

always  iigniHes  the  ading  abfurdiy  out  pf  msu^  wamonnefs.  But 
'that^  as  we  obferved,  is  not  the  fenfe  here, 

6  With  mirth^  and  laughter^  Ut  oldnjttrinkles  come  ,•]  Becaufe 
they  come  eafier,  and  arc  longer  before  they  come  than  whea 
ImMight  by  Can, 

Which, 
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Which)  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  foois. 

rii  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fiih  not  with  this  melancholy  bait. 

For  this  fooi*s  gudgeon,  this  opinion. 

Coaie,  good  Lorenzo  \  fare  ye  well  a  while  ; 

7  I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  dinner-time. 
I  muft  be  one  of  theie  fame  dumb  wife  men^ 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  more. 
Thou  (halt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 

Antb.  Fare  well ;  1*11  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 
*  Gra.  Thanks,  i'faith ;  for  filence  is  only  commend- 
able 
In  a  neatis  tong^e  dry'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

[Exeunt  Gra.  and  Loren. 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 

Bajf.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing, 
more  than. any  man  in  all  Venice:  his  reafons  are  as 
two  grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bufhels  of  chaffy  yoa 
Ihall  ieek  all  day  ere  you  find  them,  and  when  yoa 
have  them,  they  are  not  worth  the  fcarch. 

Antb.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  fame. 
To  whom  you  Twore  a  fccret  pilgrimage. 
That  you  to  day  promised  to  tell  tne  of? 

BaJf.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Antbonio^ 
How  much  I  have  difablcd  mineeflate. 
By  fliewing  fbmething  a  more  fwelling  jxxrt, 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance ; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  fuch^a  noble  rate;  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts, 

7  rUjnd  my  exhortation  after  dinner,^  The  httiDQur  of  this 
confifts  in  its  being  an  alluiian  (o  the  prafUce  of  the  puritan 
preachers  of  tfao(e  times ;.  who  bdi^  generally  very  loi^  and 
tedious,  wene  often  forced  to  put  off  that  parit  of  their  Sermon 
called  the  ixbortalkn  till  after  dinner* 

H  q  '  Whercia 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


102  T!he  Merchant  ^Venice, 

Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 
flach  left  me  gaged ;  to  you,  Anthonio^ 
I  owe  the  moft  in  mony,  and  in  love  \ 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T*  unburthen  all  piy  plots  and  purpofes, 
IJow  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pr^y  yojj,  good  Bajfqnio^  let  tne  know  it  j 
And  if  jt  ftand,  as  you  yourfelf  ftil|  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour ;  be  affur'd, 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extreameft  means 
Lye  all  unlocked  to  your  occafions. 
^  BfiJJ-  I"  "^y  (chool-days.  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft^ 
I  (hot  his  fellow  of  the  felt-fame  flight 
The(plf-6m.e  way,  with  more  ^dvifcd  watch, 
Tp  find  the  other  forth ;  by  ventring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.     I  urge  this  phild-hood  proof^ 
Pacaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
1  owe  you  much,  and,  •  like  a  witlefe  youth. 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft ;  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  fhoot  another  arrpw  that  felf  way 
"Which  you  did  Ihopt  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  wiji)  watph  the  aim,  or  to  find  both. 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 
^nd  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

^»/i&.  Ypy  know  ipc  VftW  j  and  herein  fpend  but 
time. 
To  wind  abput  njy  lovie  with  drcumftance  5 
And,  put  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
Jn  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  J  have. 

S  •—  like  a  w  I LFU  L  youth^\  Tkis  doei  npt  at  all  agree  with 
what  he  juft  before  promifed,  that,  what  follow*d«  fhould  be  pure 
innocence.  For  muiifulne/s  u  not  qaite  fo  pure.  We  (hoald  t^ 
WITLESS,  /.  r.  heedlefs;  and  this  agrees  exaQly  to  that  tp  which 
]i&  compares  his  cafe,  of  a  fcfaool-boy,  who,  for  want  of  ad^vifed 
^kvauh^  loft  his  firft.  arrow,  and  ient  another  after  it  with  more 
jktKuition.    But  <zf;^«/ agrees  not  at  all  with  it. 

'    •  ■  '  Then 
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Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I  fhould  do. 
That  ^  in  your  knowJcdgc  may  by  me  be  done. 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it:  therefore,  fpeak. 

Bajf.  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  lelt. 
And  fhe  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word. 
Of  wond'rous  virtues ;  fometimes  from  her  eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlei^  meflages  *, 
Her  name  is  Portia^  nothing  undervaiu*d 
To  Ctf/c's  daughter,  Brutus^  Portia: 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth; 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coaft 
Renowned  (uitors ;  4nd  her  /unny  Jocks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece; 
Which  makes  her  feat  cS  Belmont ^  Qokbos^  ftrond  j 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  qucft  oJF  I^er. 

0  my  4ntboniOj  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival  place  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  *  thrift. 
That  I  ihould  queflionlels  be  fortunate. 

Antb.  Jhou  knpw'ft,  that  ?11  my  jfortunes  ire  at 
fea. 
Nor  have  I  mony^  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum  >  therefore,  go  forth  ; 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do ; 
That  fliall  be  rack*(}  even  to  the  uttermoft. 
To  furnilh  thee  to  Belmqnt^  tp  fair  Portia: 
Go,  prefendy  enquire,  and  fb  will  I, 
Where  mony  is  >  and  I  no  queftion  make, 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  lake.        [Exeunt^ 

^^inywr  kiiffrvfedge^J  i.  c.  Agreeable  to  your  knowledge  and 
care  of  my  honour. 

1  Thrift/*r  thriving.  Mr^Ptfe. 


H4  SCENE 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


I04  7^^  Merchant  of  Venice/ 

SCENE     IL 

Changes  /^BELMONT. 

Thne  Caskets  are  fet  out^  one  of  gold^  another  of  fivtr^ 
and  another  of  lead. 

Ent^r  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Por.iyY  my  troth,  NeriJJa^  my  little  body  is  weary 
-t^  of  this  great  world. 
fJer.  You  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  mile- 
ties  were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes 
are ;  and  yet,  for  aught  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick,  that 
furfeit  with  too  much,  as  they  that  ftarve  with  no- 
thing ;  therefore  it  is  no  mean  happinefs  to  be  fcated 
in  the  mean  -,  fuperfluity  comes  fooncr  by  white  hairs, 
\»xt  competency  lives  longer. 

Por,  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounc*d. 
JVi?r.  They  would  be  better,  if  wcU  followed. 
Eor.  If  to  do,  were  as  cafie  as  to  know  what  were 
good  to  do,  chappds  had  been  churches ;  and  poor 
jpoens  cottages.  Fringes*  palaces.     He  is  a  good  divine, 
that  follows  his  own  inftrudions ;  I  can  cafier  teach 
twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one  of 
the  twenty  to  fojlow  my  own  teaching.    The  brain 
may  dcvife  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps 
o'er  a  cold  decree ;  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth, 
•to  skip  o'er  the  me(hes  of  good  counfti  the  crippk! 
j^ut  this  reafoning  is  not  in  faihion  to  chufe  me  a  huf- 
band :  O  me,  the  word,  chufe !  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,  nor  refqie  whom  1  diflikei  fo  is  the 
will  of  a  living  daughter  curbM  by  the  will  of  ^  dead 
father :  is  it  not  hard,  NmJJk^  that  I  cannot  chufc 
one,  nor  refufe  none  ? 

Ner.  Your  f;^ther  was  ever  virtuous,  and  holy  men 
ti  their  death  have  good  infpirations  \  therefore,  the 
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lotcexy,  that  he  hath  devifed  in  thde  iliree  chdfts  o( 
gdd,  filver^  and  lead,  (whereof /who  chutes  hismeaiv 
ing,  chuies  you)  will  no  doubt  oarer  be  chofen,  bf 
any  rightly,  but  one  whom  you  iliall  rightly  love* 
But  what  warmth  is  there  in  your  afieftion  cowaxdl 
any  of  thefe  princely  fuitdts,  that  are  already  come? 

Por.  I  pray  thee,  over-name  them;  and  as  thou 
nam*ft  them,  I  will  defcribe  thenfi ;  and,  accordii^  to 
my  defcription,  level  at  my  a(&£lion. 

l^er.  Firft,  there  is  the  iViMp^ir/iWi  Prince,. 

Pot.  *  Ay,  that's  a  C61t,  indeed,  for  he  doth  no- 
thing but  talk  of  his  horfe ;  and  he  makes  it  a  great 
appropriation  to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  ifaoe 
him  himfelf:  I  am  much  afraid,  my  lady,  his  mother, 
piayM  faMe  with  a  fmith. 

her.  T^en,  there  is  the  Count  Pahtine. 

Per.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  fliould 
fay,  if  you  will  not  have  me,  chufe :  he  fiesn?s  meny 
tales,  &nd  fmiles  not  ^  1  fear,  he  will  prerve  the  weep- 
ing phik>fbpher  when  he  grows  old,  being  (o  iull  of 
unmannerly  fadnefs  in  hi3  youth.  I  had  rather  be 
married  to  a  death's  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouthy 
than  to  either  of  thefe.  God  defend  me  from  thcfe 
two? 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Ijord,  Monfieor 
teBoun? 

Pbr.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafi 
for  a  man ;  in  truth,  I  know,  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a 
mocker  \  but,  he !  why,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than 
the  JfeapoUtaifs  \  a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning  than 
the  Count  Palatine  %  he  is  every  man  in  no  nuni  if  a 

2  Jyj  tbai*s  a  Colt  indeed y  Jhr  he  doth  nothing  hut  talk  of  his 
horfe i^  Mr.Thei^haJd  fay<,  he  tan  percei*ve  neither  humour  nor 
reafoning  in  this  reading,  and  theretore  alten  Colt  to  Dolt ;  but 
what  ever  humour  or  reafoning  there  is  in  the  one  there  is  in  the 
other:  for  the  fignificadon  is  ihe  fame  in  both.  Hen,  IV.  ill  part, 
falfiaff  (ays.  What  u  flague  ^mean  you  to  colc  me  thus?  And 
Fletcher  conitantly  uies  Colt  iQi  Dolt- 
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diroftle  fing,  he  falls  ftraic  a  capering  i  he  will  fence 
with  his  own  (hadow;  if  I  fhould  marty  him^  I  Ihould 
marqr  twenty  husbands.  If  he  would  defpife  me,  I 
would  forgive  him ;  for  if  he  love  me  to  madnefs,  I 
(hall  never  requite  him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  ioFattletmhriJge^  the  young 
Baron  of  England? 

'  Por.  You  know,  I  lay  nothing  to  him,  for  heun- 
derftands  not  me,  nor  I  him ;  ^  he  hath  neither  Lafin^ 
French  J  nor  Iialian\  and  you  may  come  into  the 
isourt  and  fwear,  that  I  have  a  poor  pennyworth  in 
the  EngUfif.  He  is  a  proper  man's  pi&ure,  but,  alas! 
who  can  converfe  with  a  dumb  fhow  ?  how  oddly  he  is 
iuited !  I  think,  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy ^  his 
round  hole  in  France^  his  bonnet  in  Germany^  and  his 
behaviour  every  where. 

N€r.   What  think  you  of  the  Sccaifib  lord,   his 
fietg)ibour? 

;  Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him ; 
for  he  borrow*d  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Engi^man^ 
and  fwore  he  would  pay  him  again,  when  he  was  able. 

^  I  think,  the  Frenchman  became  his  furety,  and  fealed 

under  for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  Germgn^  the  Duke 

.of  Saxony*s  nephew  ? 

Por.  Very  vilely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fobcr, 

«nd  moft  vilely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk ; 

'When  he  is  belt,  he  is  a  little  worle  than  a  man ;  and 

when  he  is  worft,  he  is  little  better  than  a  bead;  and 

the  worft  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope,  I  fhall  nuke  fhift 

to  go  without  him. 
Ner.  If  he  ihould  offer  to  ^chufe,  and  chufe  the 

3  he  bath  neither  Latin,  French,  «9r  Italian;]  A  Satitc  on  the 
Ignorance  of  the  young  fff^/^  Travellers  in  cur  Authcr^s  time. 

4  I  think,  /i&/ Frenchman  became  his  furety, 1  Alluding  to  the 
conilant  afiiftance,  or  rather  conflant  promtfes  of  af&ftance,  that 
theFr^«ri&gave  the  ^r0// in  their  quarrels  with  the  £ff^/i^.  This 
Alliance  is  here  humouroufly  iatirtzed« 
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light  casket,  you  fliould  refufe  to  perform  your.  &• 
ither's  will,  if  you  ihould  refofe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore,  for  fear  of  theworft,  I  praythee^ 
fet  a  deep  glafs  of  Rbenifi  wine  on  the  contrary  casket  i 
for  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  chat  temptation  with- 
xxit,  I  know,  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  things 
fferiffa^  ere  I  will  be  marry'd  to  a  fpunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of 
ihefe  lords :  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  de- 
terminations,  which  is,  indeed,  to  return  to  their 
home,  and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more  fuit ;  unlels 
you  may  be  won  by  Ibme  other  ibrt  than  your  father*! 
impofition,  depending  on  the  caskets, 

Por.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  SibyUa^  I  will  die  as 
chafte  as  Dianaj  unlels  I  be  obtain'd  by  the  manner  of 
my  father's  will :  I  am  glad,  this  parcel  of  wooera 
are  fo  realbnable  •,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them 
but  i  doat  on  his  very  abfence,  and  wiih  them  a  £iir 
departure. 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father's 
time,  a  Venetian^  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  chat  came 
hither  in  company  of  xht}^xcfja&of  Mountferraif 

Por.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bajfanio ;  as  I  think,  he  was 
fo  calPd 

Ner.  True,  Madam ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever 
my  foolifh  eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  defervii^  a 
fair  lady. 

Por.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him 
worthy  of  thy  praife.    How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  The  four  ftrangers  ieek  for  you,  madam,  to 
take  their  leave ;  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from 
a  fifth,  the  Prince  of  Morocco^  who  brings  word^  the 
Prince,  his  mailer,  will  be  here  to  night. 

Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good 
heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,.  I  (hould  be 
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glad  of  his  <p{)roftch  %  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a, 
laint,  and  the  coa>ple»on  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he 
ihould  ihrive  npe,  than  wive  me.     Came^  Neriffa. 
Sirrah»  go  before  ^  while  wc  fhut  the  gate  upon  one 
wooer,  another  knocks  at  the  door.  [ExeuHt. 

SCENE       III. 
J   publick  Place    in   VENICE. 

Enter  Baflanio  and  Shylock^ 

ffy.'TpHree  thoufand  ducats?  well. 

A      Baff  Ay,  Sir,  for  three  months. 

Siy.  For  three  months ?  well. 

Baff.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Antbomo  fliall 
be  bound. 

Sby.  AntbmM  Ihall.  become  bound  ?  well. 

Baff.  May  you  (lead  me  \  will  you  pleafure  me  ? 
Ihall  i  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Shy.  Three  thoUiand  docats  for  three  months^  and 
Antbonw  bound? 

Baff.  Your  arifwer  to  that. 
.   Shy.  Anthmo  is  a  good  man. 

Baff.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  con- 
tmry  f 

.  Sby.  No,  no,  no,  no;  my  meaning,  in  faying  he  is 
a  good  man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  me,  that  he  is 
fufficient :  yet  his  mearts  are  in  iiippolition :  he  hath 
an  Argofie  bound  to  TripoUs^  another  to  xhtjndiesi  I 
under  (land  moreover  upon  the  RyaUo^  he  hath  a  third 
^t  Mexico^  a  fourth  iot  England  ^^  and  other  ventures 
lie  hath,  iljUander'd  abroad.  But  fhips  are  but  boards, 
failors  but  tnen ;  there  be  land-rats,  and  water-rats, 
-watcpthieves  ^nd  land-diieves ;  I  mean,  pirates;  and 
then  there  is  the  peril  of  waters,,  winds  and  rocks. 
The  minis,  witwithftanding,  fufficient;  threes  thou- 
fai;^  ducaift?  i  think,  I  may  take  his  brnd.. 

Baff. 
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'  Baffi  Be  aflur'd,  you  tn^y. 

Shf.  I  will  be  aiiur*d,  I  may ;  and  that  I  may  be  zU 
fur'd,  I  will  bethink  me ;  may  I  fpeak  with  JntboiMf 

Bajf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

4$*^.  Yes,  to  fmcll  pork ;  to  eat'of  the  habitation^ 
which  your  prophet  the  Nazarke  conjur'd  the  di^vil 
into !  I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with 
you,  walk  with  you,  and  lb  following;  but  I  will 
not  eat  with  you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  yqi^. 

What  news  on  the  Ryalto? who  is  h^  comei 

here? 

Enter  Anthonio,  J 

Baffl  This  is  Signior  Antbemo. 

Shy.  [Afide.']  How  like  a  fawning  PubBcan  he 
looks! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  chriftian : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  fimplicity 
He  lends  out  mony^tf/u,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Fenicem 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  /lip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I:  bear  bioi* 
He  hates  our  facpcd  nation ;  and  he  rails, 
Ev'n  there  where  merchants  mod  do  congregate. 
On  xne,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  intereft.    Curfed  be  my  tribe. 
If  I  forgive  him  \ 

Baff.  Sbylock^  do  you  hear?——    . 

Sby.  I  am  debating  of  my  prcfent  ftore. 
And  by  the  near  guels  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grols 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats:  what  of  that? 
Tuball^  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe. 
Will  fumifh  me ;  but  fi>ft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire  ?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Sjgnior ; 

[  To  Anth. 
Tour  woribip  w^  the  laft  man  in  wt,  mqaths,. 

Anth 
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Antb.  Shylock^  although  I  neither  Jcnd  nor  borrow" 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  cxcefs. 
Yet,  to  fupply^thc  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
I'll  break  a  cuftom.— — Is  he  yet  pofleft. 
How  much  you  would  ? 
Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoulknd  ducats. 
Jntbi  And  for  three  months. 
Shy.  I  had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  (b; 

Well  then,  your  bond  j  and  let  me  fee, -but  hear* 

you, 
Methought,  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

Antb.  I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Labanh  (hcep,— r 
li\ix%  Jacob  from  our  holyAlnrabam  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf)  , 
The  third  pofleflbr  j  ay,  he  was  the  third, 

Antb.  And  what  of  him?  did  he  take  intereft? 
Shy.  No,  not  take  int'reftj   not,  as  you  would 
fay, 
DiredHy,  intereft;  mark,  what  J^r^^  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromised, 
•    That  all  the  yeanlings,   which  wa-e  ftreak'd  and 
pied, 
Should  fall  $is  Jacobs  hire;  the  ewes,  being rank^ 
In  th'  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams ; 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  aft. 
The  skilful  (hepherd  pecl'd  me  certain  wands  j 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind. 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes ; 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time  - 
Fall  party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jaicobh. 
This  was  a  wiay  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blelt ; 
And  thrift  is  blefllng,  if  men  ftcal  it  not. 

Antb.  This  was  a  venture,  Sir,  thzt  Jacob  ferv'd  for^ 
A  thing,  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pfs»  ^ 

But 
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But  fway'd,  and  fefhion'd,  by  the  hand  of  hcav'n. 
Was  this  infcrted  to  make  int'reft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold,  and  filvcr,  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Sby.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  make  it  breed  as  faft  ; 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Attb.  Mark  you  this,  Bajfanio  ? 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe,— 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnei&, 
is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek  \ 
A  gpodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
'  O,  what  a  goodly  outfide's  falfhood  hath ! 

Sby.  Three  thousand  ducats !  *tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 

Amb.  Well,  Sbylock^  Ihall  we  be  beholden  to  ypu  ? 

Sby.  Signior  jtnibonio^  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me. 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances. 
Scill  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  (hrug ; 
(For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.) 
You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut- throat  dog, 
And  Ipit  upon  my  Jewijh  gaberdine; 
And  all  for  ufc  of  that,  which  is  my  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help : 
Go  to  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
SbyJockj  we  would  have  monies ;  you  fay  fo ; 
You,  rfiat  did  void  your  f  hcume  upon  my  beard. 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftrijngcr  cur 
Over  your  threfliold  :  mony  is  your  fuit; 
What  Ihould  I  fay  to  you  ?  fliould  I  not  iay. 
Hath  a  dog  mony  ?  is  ic  poflible, 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?  or 

5  O,  lubai  a  goodly  outfidi  &lihood  bath!^  But  this  is  not 
true,  that  ^(hood  hadi  always  a  goodljr  ouciide.  Nor  docs  this 
take  in  the  force  of  the  fpeaker*s  lentimtot ;  who  would  obferve 
that  that  falfhood  which  quotes  fcripture  for  its  purpofe  has  a 
goodly  otttiide.    We  (hoald  therefore  read, 

O,  nvbat  a  gooMj  outfiJe*s  fal/bood  bafbl  i.  c.  bu  falfhood. 

Shall 
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Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in-  a  bondman^s  key. 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifp'ring  humblcne/s. 
Say  this,  —  fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  laft  Wednefiay^ 
You  fpurnM  me  fuch  a  day  \  .another  time 
You  calVd  me  dog  -,  and  for  theie  curtefics 
ril  lend  you  thus  much  monies? 

Antb. .  J  anv  as  like  to  call  thee  fb  again^. 
To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  mony,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friend,  (for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
*  A  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ?) 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy ; 
Who,  if  he  break,  thou  niay'ft  with  better,  face 
Exad  the  penalty. 

Shy.  Why,  howyouftorm? 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love; 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  We  ftain'd  me  With  j 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufancc  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me : 
This  is  kind  I  ofFen 

Anth.  This  were  kindncls, 

%.  This  kindnefs  will  I  Ihow ; 
Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond ;  and  in  a  metry  fport. 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day. 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum,  or  fums,  as  are 
Exprefs'd  iii  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  Beih,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  fhall  pleafe  me. 

Anth.  Content,  in  faith  i  Til  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 

9  if  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  fl  A  breed  that  is  in- 
tereft  money  bred  from  the  principal.  By  the  epithet  barren 
the  author  would  indrud  us  in  the  argument  on  which  the  ad- 
vocates againft  ufury  went,  which  is  this,  that  money  is  a  harreH 
thing,  and  cannot  like  corn  and  cattle  multiply  it  felf.  And  to 
fet  off  the  abfurdity  of  this  kind  of  ufury,  he  put  Irted  and 
barren  in  oppodtion. 

\  And 
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And  fay,  there  is  much  kindoefsr  in  the  Jew. 

Baff.  You  iball  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bood  for  me, 
rU  rather  dwell  in  my  neceffiiy*   .      , 

Anlb.  Why,  fear  not,  manj  I  will  not  forfeit  it  i 
Within  thefe  two  months  (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  expedt  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abrabam^  what  thele  chriftians  are ! 
Whole  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fufpedt 
The  thoughts  of  others !  pray  you,  tell  me  this. 
If  he  ihould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  the  exaftion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  fle(h,  taken  from  a  man, 
Is  not  (b  eftimabJe  or  profitable. 
As  flefh  of^  muttons,  beefs,  or  goats.    I  fay. 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  frienddiip  \ 
If  he  will  take  it,  fb ;  if  not,  adieu ; 
And  for  my  love,  I  pray  you,  wrong  (Xie  not« 

jintb.  Yes,  Shylock^  I  will  fcal  unto  this  bond. 
Sby.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's. 
Give  him  dirediion  for  this  merry  bond. 
And  I  will  go  and  purie  the  ducats  (Irait  3 
See  to  my  houfe,  ^  left  in  the  fearlels  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave,  and  prefently 
I  will  be  with  you,  [Esit. 

7  — Ufiintbi  rUAKVVh  ^mariit  &€.]  'Bntkirt]j/ear/kJ  wsa 

the  moll  trudy  guard  for  a  houfe- keeper  in  a  populous  city ; 

where  houfes  are  not  carried  by  florm  like  ibrtreffes.     For /ear 

'  would  keep  them  on  their  watch,  which  wafs  all  that  was  necef- 

iuy  for  the  owner's  iecarity  •  I  fuppofe  therefore  Skahjpiar  wrote 

FttARLBss  guard. 

i,  i.  Carelefs ;  and  this,  indeed,  would  expofe  hh  houfe  to  the 
only  danger  he  had  t^  apprehend  in  the  day-time,  which  was 
dandeftine  pilfering^    This  reading  is  much  coff&rmed  by  the 
charader  he  gives  thu  guard,  of  an  unthrifty  kna<vi^   and  by 
what  he  (ays  of  him  afterwards,  that  he  was, 
I  a  bugi  feeder : 
Snaii-Jkw  im  p'oft^  hut  be  deeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild-cat  ■  .   ^ 

Vol.  II.  I  Jntb. 
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Attb.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
This  Hebrew  will  turn  chriftian ;  fxe  grows  kind, 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  niind* 
.    Jntb.  Cotne  on^  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay  5 
My  (hips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day.  \ExeunU 


A  C  T    11.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

BELMONT. 

Enter  Morochius^  a  ^ofamy-Mo^^  all  in  while  %  and 

three  or  four  Followers  accordingly  \  with  Portia, 

Kerifia,  and  her  train.    Fhntrijh  Cornets. 

MoKocHi  vs.. 

MI S  L I KE  me  not  for  my  compfexion. 
The  fhadowM  livery  of  the  burnifliM  fan^ 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  (aireft  creature  northward  born^ 
Where  Pbakes*  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  ificfcs. 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love. 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddeft,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  afped  of  mine 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant;  by  my  love,  I  fwear. 
The  beft  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too  :  I  would  not  change  this  hue^ 
Except  to  (leal  your  thoughts^  my  gentle  Queen, 

For.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  diredlion  of  a  maiden's  eyes: 
Bcfides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing. 
But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 
And  hedg'd  mfc  by  his  wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you  $ 
Your  felf,  renowned  Prince,  then  ftood  as.  fair, 
.'  \  -  '    -  As 
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As  iittf  tamtt  I  hatcf  lockni  on  yet, 
i^Of  my  afFcftioh. 

Mtn-.  fiv'h  fbr  that  I  thanlc  you  r 
Thei-eforfc,  I  pray  you,  lead  rtie  to  the  casketi 
To  try  my  fortune.    By  this  fcimit^r. 
That  flevtr  the  So^hy  and  a  Pi»fy?^»  Ptince^ 
That  i^on  three  neldi  of  Sultan  Solyman^ 
t  would  bUt-ftare  the  fterheft  eyes  that  look. 
Gut-brave  iht  he^f t  ifloft  daf ing  on  Ihfe  catrth^ 
Pkrck  the  young  (licking  cubs  from  the  (he-bear^ 
Yei,  mdck  thfe  libn  ij^heri  hlfc  fbari  for  ptey^ 
To  vtrin  thee,  lady.     Fut,  alas  the  while  \ 
If  Htt'cuks  ahd  LichOs  play  at  dice 
Whifch  is  the  beftfer  man,  the  greater  thro^r 
Ma^  tiif  n  by  fdrttme  frorfi  the  weaker  hand : 
So  is  Jkides  beaten  by  his  (a)  page  % 
fivA  lb  niay  I^  blihd  fortuAe  leading  me, 
Mifi  thlat,  which  onfe  tmWofrthler  Aiay  atcaifl|! 
Arid  dfc  with  gfittvlng. 

P6t.  You  mlift  take  your  chant*, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all. 
Or  fwear,  before  you  chirfe,  if  yoii  chufe  wrdng,- 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afiterWard 
In  way  of  marriage  5  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not ;  therefoit,  bring  me  to  my  chand^' 

Por.  Firft,  forwai^  to  the  temple  ^  after  dinnei? 
Your  hazard  (hall  be  madfe. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then,  [Corfieis. 

To  make  mc  bleft,  or  curfed'ft  among  men !    [Exeunt. 

S     G     E     N     E      IL 

Changes  to  Venrce. 
Enter  Launcelot  alone. 

Lj//»./^Ertainly,  my  corifcience  will  (fefye  me  to 
^^>'.  run  from  this  Jew  my  matter.    The  fiend 

[  (a)  Page^  Mr,  T^wfoW— Vulg,  rage,  ]  *       r 

I  2  if 
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is  at  mine  elbow,  and  tempts  me,  laying  to  me^ 
Gobbo^   Launcelot  Gobbo^   good  Launceht^  or  good 
Gobbo^  or  good  Launcelot  Gobbo^  u(e  your  legs,  take 
the  ftarc,  run  away.    My  confcience  (ays,  no ;  take 
heed,  honeft  Launcelot  \  take  heed,  honeft  Gobbo  ;  or, 
as  aforefaid,  honeft  Launcelot  Gobbo^  do  not  run; 
fcorn  running  with  thy  heels.     Well,  the  moft  cou- 
rageous Bend  bids  me  pack ;  via!  fays  the  fiend  i  away! 
fays  the  fiend ;  for  the  heavens  roufe  up  a  brave  mind, 
fays  t|ie  fiend,  and  run.    Well,  my  confcience,  hang- 
ing about  the  neck  of  my  heartj  %s  very  wifely  to 
me,  my  honeft  friend  Launcelot^  being  an  honeft 
man's  fon,  or  rather  an  bondt  woman's  fon— —  (for, 
indeed,  my  father  did  fomething  fmack,  fomething 
grow  to  :  he  had  a  kind  of  tafte.)*— well,  my  con- 
fcience fays,  budge  not  ;  budge,  fays  the  fiend;  budgp 
not,  fays  my  confcience;  confcience,  fay    I,   you 
counfel  i^l;  fiend,  fay  I,  you  counfelill.   To  be  rul'd 
by  my  ccmfcience,  I  Ihould  ftay  with  the  Jew  my 
mafter,  who,  God  blels  the  mark,  is  a  kind  of  devil ; 
and  to  run  away  from  the  7^w,  I  Ihould  be  ruled  by 
the  fiend,  who,  favingyour  reverence,  is  the  ^evil 
himfclf.     Certainly,  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  in- 
carnal  ;  and  in  my  conicience,  my  confcience  is  but  a 
^ind  of  hard  confcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to 
ftay  with  the  Jew.   The  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly 
counfel  J  I  will  run,  fiend,  my  heels  are  at  your  covch 
mandment,  I  will  run. 

Enter  old  GohhOy  with  a  basket. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you,  which 
is  the  way  to  mafter  Jew*&  ? 

Laun.  O  heav'ns,  this  is  my  true-begotten  father, 
who  being  more  than  fand-blind,  high-gravel-blind, 
knows  me  not ;  I  will  try  confufions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you,  which 
is  the  way  to  mafter  J^w's? 

Laun. 
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Lam.  *  Turn  up,  on  your  right-hand  at  the  next 
turning  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  al],  on  your 
left ;  marry,  at  the  very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand, 
but  turn  down  indireftly  to  the  Je^%  houfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit  \ 
can  you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot^  that  dwells 
with  him,  dwell  with  him  or  no? 

Laim.  Talk  you  of  young  mz&tv  Launceht  f  (mark 
me  noW)  now  will  I  raife  the  waters;)  talk  you  of 
youne  mafter  Launcelot? 

Gob.  No  mafter.  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  Ion.  His 
father,  though  I  iay'c,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor 
man,  and,  God  be.  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk 
of  young  mafter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worfhip*s  friend  and  Launcelot j  Sir. 

Laun^  But,  I  pray  you  ergo^  old  man  *,  ergo^  I  be# 
feech  you,  talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot? 

Gob.  Of  LaunceUtj  an't  pleafe  your  md&crfhip. 

Laun.  EfgOy  xm&cr  Launcelot  *,  talk  not  of  mafter 
LamKcloty  father,  for  the  young  gentleman  (accord* 
ing  to  fates  and  deftinies,  and  fuch  odd  iayings,  the 
fifters  three,  and  liich-  branches  of  learning,)  is,  in« 
deed,  deceafed ;  ch*,  as  yoa  would  fay,  in  phiin  terms, 
gone  to  heav'n. 

Gob.  Marry,  God  forbid!  the  boy  was  the  very 
flaflF  of  my  age,  my  very  prop. 

Lam.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgeV  or  a  hovel-poft,  a 
ftaff  or  a  prop?  do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentle- 
man ;  but,  I  ^y  you,  tell  me,  is  my  boy,  God 
reft:  his  Ibul,  alive  or  dead? 

I  Tumup^  on  your  right  band,  &c.]  This  arch  and  perplexed 
dircfiion,  to  pozssle  theenfiurer,  feesns  to  imitate  that  ofSjrns 
to  Dtmta  in  the  Brothers  of  Verona 

■  '  ubi  tai  frdfteriirisp 

Ad  finifeam  hat  reAft  flatea ;  nbi  ad  Diame  vinerit, 
Jio  ad  deztram:  frius  fuam  adportam  <»tmas,  kz. 

I  3  Latm. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


.l;ta  Tic  Mirthanf^'Slmi ^ti 

-  Laun.  Pq  ym  not  ^npip  me,  fjjthqr  ? 
G^^.  Ajack,  Sir,  I  am  fand-blini^,  !  kno^  ycjii  pftf^ 
Z,i^»,  Nay,  iadeed,  if  yo4  h^  yoijr  ejffs,  y»l 
might  fail  of  the  knowing  mp :  i(:  4$  a  wi^  feth^a', 
that  knows  his  owp  child,'  W^l>  pW  ipw>  .1  9ill 
tpU  you  nc^ys  of  your  fon;  givp  mq  ypur  W^Pg^ 
truth  will  come  to  light  ^  murder  canpot  t)e  tiid  lofig, 
a  man's  Ton  may  ;  but  in  thp  end,  toith  will  pot. 

Gob.  Pray  you,  Sir,  ftand  up  \  I  ani  %re,  ypi}  ^p 
not  Launcelot  my  boy. 

'Laun.  Pray  you,  Ict-s  bayq  no  more  fooling  abput 
k,  but  give  me  your  bkiling ;  I  am  Laumelqty  your 
boy'tHat  was,  your  fon  that  is^  your  child  th^t.Qiai} 
be. 

Goh.  I  cannot  think,  yqu  are  my  fon. 
Laun.  I  know  liot,  what  I  ihall  think  of  th^t:  but 
I  zm  Launcelot  the  Jew'%  nian^  ^^9 1 4<n  fur«,  Margery 
your' wife  is  my  mother, 

Goh.  Her  name  is  Margery  %  ipideed.  Pll  be  fworn. 
if  tbiou  be  Launcelgi^^  %hmx  arc  my  own  fle0i  and 
blood:  lord  worfbip'd  might  he  b^!  what  a  bc^d 
haft  (hpu  got  i  thou  haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin, 
fiian  BohBn  my  ?  Thill-hojrfe  has  on  hi$  tail. 
,  Laun.  it  fhoqld  feem  tbeOf  tba(;  JO^^iuivf^  &il  grow$ 
backward ;  I  amYurc,  he  had  more  hair  on  Iw  uil^ 
t^han  I  have  on  my  &ce,  when  I  laft  £iw  hioo. 

Gob.  Lord,  how  art  thpu  changVl !  how  doft  thoti 
%x4  thy  mafter  agr^e  l  I  have  bpiight  ^ioi  a  pcefent  i 
how  agree  you  noy  ? 

-  ^ Laun^  WeU,  well;  but  fof  mine  owa  patt,  as  I 
have  i^t  qp  my  j:ei^  jto  run  away,  Jb  I  w^  nQC  seft 
?till  I  have  fun  fome  groMttd  'My  ma()ka:*$  ^  vecy 
ffew:  give  hitn  ^  prcfent!  give  him  a  halficr:  I  am 
fami&*d  in  bis  fexvice.  You  may  tell  every  finger  I 
)>ave  with  my  ribs,   Father,  I  am  glad  you  are  come  j 

2  m^  V II*  v-horfe]  Moofenfe.     We  flionld  i«Ad«  TRlLLkorfe, 
the  horfe  which  draws  in  the  fluifo  or  Uill  of  the  carriage.    . 

-'   '■" ...    .    ^.  .    V  Q.^^ 
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^Ire  me  your  prefent  to  one  mafter  Baffanio^  who, 
indeed,  gives  ri^re  new  liveries;  if  I  fenre  him  nor, 
I  will  rup  a$  fiu;  a^  God  has  any  ground.  O  rare 
fortune,  h^re  comes  tbf  man )  to  him,  &cber,  for  I 
am  a  Jew^  if  I  ifervf  the  ^w  any  longer. 

£a(^  Baflania  wifb  Leonardo,  and  a  follower  or 
two  more. 

BaJlf.  You  may  dcr  fe;  but  let  it  be  lb  hafted,  that ' 
iiipper  be  ready  ^t  ^%  favtbefl:  by  five  ol  the  cIcHck : 
fee  thefe  letters  delivered,  put  the  liveries  to  making, 
anddefire  Graiiam  to  CQine  aaon  Co  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  hio^  firther. 

Gob.  God  bie6  your  worillip} 

haff.  Gramercy,  wouUf'ft  thou  aught  with  me  ? 

Goi^.  Here's  my  fon.  Sir,  a  pocM-  boy,  — 

Lam.  Not  a  p(KMr  boy.  Sir,  but  the  rich  7^fc;*s  man, 
that  would.  Sir,  a&  my  Either  (hall  fpoeifie,  — ^ 

Gob.  He  hathea  greai?  inkiStiop,  Sir^.  as  one  wodd 
%;  to  ^ve. 

Lm.  Indeed,  the  fhor0  and  the  feng  is,  I  ferve 
the  JiBw^  and  l^\e  a  defivcy  as  my  father  fliaU 
fpecifie,— 

Go^.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  wor(hip*s  re^- 
verencc,  arc  fcarce  catercoufins^ 

Le^wk,  To  be  bricf^  the  very  truth  is,  that  the 
Tw,  having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my 
father,  being  I  hope  an  old  many  ihall  fruciSe  unto 

you, — 

GoIk  I  haM  here  adiflsr  of  doves,  that  I  would  be- 
ftow  upon  your  worflim  j  and  my  fuit  is  — — 

Imn^  In  very  brief;  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my 
ielf,  as  youc  worfbip  (hail  know  by  this  honeft  old 
nvui^,  and,  though  I  fay  it,  thougtv  old'  man,  yet 
poor  man  my  fethef  • 

Bajf.  One  fpjeak  fpr  both,  what  wouji^j  you  ? 

Lam.  Serve  you,  Sir. 

I  4  Gob. 
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Go^.  This  is  the  very  (kfcft of  the  matter.  Sir. 

Baf,  I  know  thee  well,  thpu  haft  obtained  thy>  Suit  $ 
Sbylockf  thy  mafter,  (poke  ^tk  me  this  day. 
And  harfi  preferred  theei  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew^s  fervice  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

LauH.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  betwefeo 
my  mafter  Shylock  and  you.  Sir  i  you  have  the  grace 
of  Qod,  Sir,  and  he  hath^enough^ 

Bajf.  I  Thou  fpeajk'ft  it  well;  go,  father,  with  thy 
fon : 
Take  leavp  of  jtby  old  mafter,  and  enquire 
^ly  lodging  out ;  give  him  a  livo-y^ 
More  guarded  than  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Lattn.  Father,  in^  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no?  I 
have  ne'er  a  (ongue  in  my  he^d?  well,  if  any  man 
in  Italy  have  ^  ♦  fairer  table,  *  which  doth  ♦*•♦♦»  of- 
fer to  fwear  upon  a  book,  I  ibsll  hav^  good  fortune  i. 
go  tQ,  here'3  ^  finople  line  of  life;  here's  a  fmali 
trifle  of  wives;  alas,  fifteen  wives  is  nothing,  eleven 
widows  and  nine  maids  is  a  finale  coming*in  for  one 
TRin !  fV>4  Ithea  tQ  'fg^pe  drowoii^  thrice,  and  to 

%  Thott  J^eaky  it  well;]  I  ihould  choofe  to  read,  Tbcu 
^Ait'5T  //  •will,  i.  e  dividcll  the  two  paru  of  the  proverb 
jbetween  thy  mafter  and  me. 

4  fairer  tdhle\1  The  chiromantic  tarn  fot  the  lines  of  the 
hand.  So  Ben  John/on  in  his  Moik  of  Giffies  to  the  fa^f 
jSlizaietb  Hat/on ; 

'  Mifirefs  cf  a  fairer  table,  - 

Hath  not  hifttnry  nor  fable, 

5  fwhieb  doth  pjfer  to  fwear  npon  a  hnk^  &c.]  This  Hon- 
(enfe  Teems  to  haye  taken  its  rife  fropi  the  accident  of  a  loft  lin^ 
in  tranfcribing  the  play  for  the  prefs;  fo  that  the  paJFage,  for 
the  future,  (hould  be  printed  thus,—  Well,  if  any  mUn  in  haly 
lave  a  fairer  UihUy  njubith  do$h  !»**♦•♦  offer  to  f^ear  upon  a 
book  IJhallbfivi  g9o4  fortune.  bJsJmpoii^le  to  ind,  again, 
ithe  loft  line ;  but  the  loft  fenfe  is'  eafy  enough  *—  if  may  man 
in  {calj  banjo  0  fairer  tahle^  nubicb  doth  [promife  good  lucjc,  I 
^m  miftaken.  I  durfi  almoft]  offer  to  fweaf  upon  a  book,  I  ftal} 
^ave  good  fortune* 

.  be 
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be  ^  in  peril  of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather-bed, 
here  are  (imple  Tcapes!  well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman, 
Ihe's  a  gooa  wench  for  this  geen  Father,  comei 
1*11  take  my  leave  of  the  Jim  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
ieye.  lExemi  Laun.  ami  Gob. 

Baff.  I  pray  th(5e,  good  Leonardo^  think  on  this. 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  bellowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to  night 
My  beft<4fteem'd  acquaintance;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  bcft  endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. 

SCENE       III. 

Eniir  Gratiana 

Gra.  Where  is  your  matter? 

Lem.  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks.         {Ex.  Leonardo* 

Gra.  Signior  Baffanio^  * 

Bajf.  Gratiano! 
*   Gra.  I  have  a-fuit  to  you. 

Bi^.  You  have  obtained  it. 

Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me,  I  muft  go  with  you 
to  Bebmmt. 

Bajf.  Why,  then  you  muft :  but  hear  thee,  Graiiano^ 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voices 
Parts,  that  become  thee  happily  enough. 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults » 
But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  (hew 
Something  too  liberal  \  pray  thee,  take  pain 
T'allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 
Thy  skipping  ipirit  y  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviffiir^ 
I  be  mifcon£'u'd  in  the  place  1  go  to. 
And  lofe  my  hopes, 

6  inpiriirfntf  lift  nuitb  thi  idgiofafeathir'bid.l  AcantphnA 

to  fignify  the  danger  of  marrying. A  certain  French  writer 

ufes  the  lame  kind  of  figure,  O  m9n  Ami^  j^aimtreit  miiuk  On 
$9mhiefur  lafinu  d*um  OnUkr^  ist  m"  itr$f$mfm  h  Cnu-^i* 

Cra. 
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'Gta.  8ig»i0r.^4^Iiyi^  hear  iqq; 
jy^  I  dai>0t  j^c  od  9,  fpber  h»b)t» 
T^k  wit(^  rti^^,  AO<i  fvear  but  mw  anc}  them^ 
W^ar  ppayar-bMk^  in  mjr  PPckot^  lopk  <]eamr€lsf  i 
Ittay  mQre»  while  grace  is  uying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  a»d  fey^  Amcaj 
Ufe  ^J  ch*  obfervancc  of  civility. 
Like  one  well  ftodied  ki  a  ftd  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  gfa^ndan^;  never  draft  me  more. 

Bfiff.  Well,  3ve  fball  fee  your  baring. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to  night,  you  fhalj  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to  night. 

Bajf.  No,'  that  werapity. 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  an 
Your  bokicft  fuit  of  niirth,.for  we  have  friends 

f^l  purgofe  nperrimcnt:  but  fare  you  weH^ 
have  fome  bulincfs., 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft : 
But  we  will  viflt  you  at  fu|)^r-tiaie.  {Bxeupt. 

,.  ..    .^     (C     ¥^     K     I      IV, 

Enter  Jeflica  »«i'  Launcetot* 

^ej.  T  •  M  /orcyi,  thou,  wilt  kaw  my  feAer  ft> ; 

\,.   'K  Cku-houf? is  heU^  Md(hou.,  a  m^erry  devll^ 
Didft  rok  k  of  ian^  taft^oC  t^iouih^ifi; 
But  fare  chee  w^lJ^.  there  ia4ijdkii2^t  for  ^^^ 
^Usd,  Ijmnulo^^  fdoa  ajt  fappoc^iljiah  tbou  fee 
Lorenzoy  who  i^  thy  n«vi&  ai^r?S;gueft  \ 

Give  him  this  letter,  do  it  fecretly,.  

And  fo  farewel :  I  would  not  have  riiy  father 

9]ee  me  talk  with  thee.       '  •    . 

.^   Latin^  Adieu!  tears cixhibjt  my  tongue;  moftbcau- 

i\iA  Koganii  ONQ^.  fv^eet  %mi\  i£  a  ohrifti^n  <^i4  not 

play  the  knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceiv'd ; 

.   ..)  but. 
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but»  adieu!  thefe  fooliib  dfpps  tl^  fqqK^wl^t  d(pfrn 
iRym«Jyfpiri$:  ?tdif||!  ^  |^. 

AI^c^,  ^hs^t  heinous.  %  is  ic'ia  me. 

To  be  afhamM  to  bf  nay  fetjif r's  cjijld  ? 

But  t^ugh  \V^^ ^^y^ (9.  his  blojod, 

i  am  not  to  his  manners :  O  Lorenzo^ 

If  thou  keep  promifc,  I  Axall  en4  this  ftrif^ 

Become  2^  f:hriftian^  and  thy  loving  wife.  \EaAt. 

S    C     E     N     E      V. 

^e  S  T  ^  ^  E  t. 

£«if^  pratiang,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  ^Sjal^ni©, 

^r. XT  AY,  we  will  (link  away  in  iopper-time,  did 
vguife  us  at  my  lodging,  ^nd  seDirn  all  itt 


an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  prepara(ioiu 

Sal.  We  have  noiTpol^e  us  yet  of  tordi-bearaSk   . 

Sola.  7  ^Tis  vile,  unkfe  \t  may  be  quaintly  ocdcrc4| 
And  better  in  my  mind  no&  undertook. 

Ijir.  'Tis  now  but  four  a-ck)dc,  we  have  two  boam 
To  furnifh  us»    Friend  Ldtm^t^  what's  the  news? 

Enter  Launcelot,  with  a  letter. 

Lam.  An'  it  fhali  plcafe  you  to  break  up  thisi  it 
fliall  feem  to  fignific. 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand  |  in  faith,  'tis  a  fair  hand^ 
And  whiter  than  the  paper,  it  writ  on. 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  y^rit. 

Gra.  Love-news,  in  &ith« 

Laun.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 

7  *7ri  'osky  mlejs  it  mtf  be  fuaintly  order(d^*l 
Ut'gratas  inter  menfas  SyrapKonia  diicbrs» 
Bt  crafium  unguen'tum,  &  ^urdo  cum  melle  pqpavtr 
OfieBduac  i  poterat  duel  quia  Coei^  fiae  iftii  •  S^i 

Lor. 
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Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 
•  Lam.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  matter  the  Jew 
to  fup  to  night  with,  my  new  matter  the  chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold,  here,  take  this;  tell  gentle  Jejftca^ 
I  will  not  fail  her-;  fp^k  it  privately. 
Go.  - — -  Gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  for  this  malque 

to  night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer,  {Exit  Laun. 

SaL  Ay  marry.  Til  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 

Sola.  And  fo  will  L 

Lor.  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano^ 
At  Gratiano's  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

Sal.  'Tisgood,  wedofo.  [Estit. 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jejica  ? 

Lor.  I  mutt  needs  tell  thee  all ;  fhe  hath  dire£):ed. 
How  I  ihall  take  her  from.her  father's  houfe  j 
What  gold  and  jewels  fhe  is  furnitti'd  with ; 
What  page's  fuit  fhe  hath  in  r^adinefi. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heav'n. 
It  will  be  for  his  gpntle  daughter's  fake ; 
4.nd  never  dare,  misfortune  CBofs  her  foot, 
Unlcfs  (he  doth  it  under  this  excufe. 
That  fhe  is  iflue  to  a-  faithlefs  Jew. 
Come,  go  with  me ;  perufe  this,  as  thou  goeft ; 
Fair  Jejftca  fhall  be  my  torch-bearer.  [Exeunt. 

-SCENE      VI. 

/.    . ;  Shylock'f  ,HQufe. 

Enter  5hylock  WLauncelot. 

5^jr.TT7ELL,   thou-ihalt  fee,  thy  eyes  Ihall  be 

VV    thy  judge,      .   .  • 

The  difference,  of , old  Shylock  and  Bajfanio. 

W hat,  J^tca! -thou  fhalt  not  gormandize. 

As  thouiw^  done  with  me -what,  Jejftca! -^-^ 

'And  deep  and.foore,  and  r^nd  apparel  out. 

.•V,        "^  Why, 
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Why,  Jeffica!  I  fay. 
Latm.  Why.y^a! 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call?  I  did  not  bid  thee  call.   • 
Larni.  Your  worlhip  was  wont  to  tell  me^  that  I 

could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeffica. 

yef,  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will? 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fuppcr,  Jeffica  ; 
There  are  my  keys:  but  wherefore  fliould  I  go? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love ;  they  flatter  me  : 
Bat  yet  PU  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriftian.    JeJ/ka^  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  houie ;  I  am  right  loth  to  go  1 
There  is  ibme  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft. 
For  I  did  dream  of  mony-bags  to  night. 

Lam.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  go^  my  young  mafter 
doth  expe&  your  reproach. 

Sby.  So  do  I  his. 

LauHy,  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not 
lay,  you  fhall  fee  a  mafque ;  but  if  you  do,  then  it 
was  not  for  nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on 
black  monday  laft,  at  fix  a  clock  i'th'  morning,  fall- 
ing out  that  year  on  Alh-Wednefday  was  four  year 
in  the  afternoon. 

Siy.  What!   are  there  maiques?   hear  you  me, 
Jejica. 
Lock  up  my  doors;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum. 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wryneck'd  fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  calements  then. 
Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet, 
To  gaze  on  chriftian  fools  with  varnilh'd  feces: 
But  flop  my  houfc*s  ears  >  I  mean,  my  cafcments  ; 
Let  not  the  found  of  Ihallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfc.    By  Jacobs  ftaff,  Ifwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feafting  forth  to  night : 
But  I  will  -go ;  go  you  before  me,  firrah : 

Say, 
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Say,  I  will  come. 

Laun.  I  will  go  before.  Sir. 
Miftt'ds^  look  oiit  at  window,  fbr  all  this  i 
There  will  conic  a  chrlftiah  by. 
Will  be  worth  a  Jenmfs^  eye.  [Eiini  Laiin. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  (pol  of /5fo^^?r*s  off- fpring,  ha? 

Jef.  His  words  were,  faftwcl,  miftrefs ;  npthing  ^Ife. 

Shy.  The  patcfi  is  kind  enough  j  but  a  htige  feeder : 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  bat  he  flceps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat;  drones  Hive  not  with  me. 
Therefore  I  part  with  him  5  and  part  with  him 
To  one.  That  I  wouW  have  him  help  to  waftc 
His  borrowed  purfe.    Well,  JeJUkd^  gb  in  5 
Perhaps,  I  will  return  immeoratelj^  5 
Do,  as  I  bid  you.  ■  '     ■  > 
Shut  the  doors  after  you  j  fafi  bind,  fafijinii 
A  proverb  never  Rate  in  thrifty  mind.  {Exit. 

Jef.  Farewcl;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  Croft, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  loft.  \Exit. 

•  S    C    E    N    E     VII. 
the  StKEUl^. 

Enter  Gratiano  and  Sakftio  in  nktffuiradei 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houfe,  under  *rhich  Lprenz§ 
defired  us  to  make  a  iland. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  althofl:  paft. 

Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  h6  out-dwells  his  hour. 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sal.  'O,  ten  times  fatter  Fenus'  Widgeons ]5y 

To 

S  O,  ien  ftmes  fafieryenns^  Pidge6tts/>}  This k a  very  odd 
image,  of  Femurs  Pidgeons  fi/mg  to  feal  t^  bonds  cff  Love. 
The  feofe  is  obvlocny  and  we  know  the  dignity  doe  to  Ftfiu^t 
Pidgeons.  There  was  certainly  a  joke  intended  here,  which  the 
*■  ignoranca 
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To  feal  love's  bonds  new  inade«  than  thef  are  Wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfcitcd ! 

Gra.  That  ev?r  holds.    Who  riftlh  from  a  feaft^ 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe,  that  doth  untread  agaih 
His  tedious  mcaliires  with  th*  unbated^fltr. 
That  he  did  pice  them  firft?  all  things  that  altr. 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy*d. 
How  like  a  yoanker,  or  a  prodigal. 
The  skarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bajr. 
Hogged  and  embraced  by  the  ftrmnpet  wind  f 
How  like  the  prodigal  dWth  fhe  return. 
With  ovcr-weather*d  ribs  atid  ragged  fails. 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind! 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sal.  Here  comes  Jjyrenzoz  more  of  this  her*, 
after. 

tffr.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abodes 
Not  I,  but  my  afiarrs,  have  made  you  wart; 
When  you  (hall  plearife  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
PU  watch  as  long  for  you  then ;  come,  approach  ; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew.    Hoa,  whd^s  within  t 

ignorance  or  boldnefs  of  the  firft  tranfcHber)  hare  murdet*d :  \ 
doubt  40t,  \iQXShtAgf^r  wrote  the  line  init: 

O,  t$n  times fafi^r  Venus*  Wid^ns^^ 

'Tofiah  &c. 
For  Widgeon  is  not  only  one  fpccies  of  Pldgeons,  but  fignified 
likewife,  metaphorically,  a  filly  fellonu^  as^  Goofe^  or  Gudgioh, 
does  now. .  The  joke  con(i(ls  in  the  ambigaity  of  the  fignificatioo. 
And  the  calling  love's  votaries,  l^enUi's  Wid^ekns^  is  in  high 
humour.  Butler  ufes  the  faaie  joke  in  fpeaking  of  the  preiby- 
terians. 

n^  apoftles  of  this  fierce  religtMf 

Like  Mahomet*j9  were  afs  and  Widgeooi 
Mahomet*^  afs  or  rather  mule  was  famous :  a|»d  the  monks  in  UtiAr 
fabufous  accounts  of  him  fald,  he  taught  a  ptdgeon  to  pick  peas 
oat  of  his  ears  to  carry  on  the  end^  of  his  impoitiire. 

Jcffica 
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Jeflica  ahove^  in  hoj*s  ckatbs. 

Jrf.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty^ 
Albeit  rU  fwear^  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lfirenzo^  and  thy  love. 

Jtf.  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  love,  indeed ; 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows,* 
But  you,  Lorenzo^  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lfir.  Heav*n  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnels^  that 
thou  art. 

Jef.  Here  catch  this  casket,  it  is  worth  the  pabs« 
Tm  glad,  'tis  nighty  you  do  not  look  on  me; 
For  1  am  much  alham'd  of  my  exchange ; 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Jef.  What  muft  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  (hames  ? 
They  in  themfelves,  goodfooth,  are  too,  too,  light.. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love. 
And  I  ihould  be  obfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you,  fweet, 
Ev'n  in  the  lovely  gamilh  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once* 

For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  nin»away. 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  ztBaffamo*s  feaft. 

Jef.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  gild  my  (elf 
With  foaie  more  ducats,,  and  be  with  you  ftrait. 

[Exit  from  aiove^ 

Gra.  Now  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 

Lor.  Befhrew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily  5 
For  flie  is  wife,  if  I  Can  judge  of  her; 
And  fair  fhe  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true; 
And  true  fhe  is,  ^  fhe  hath  provM  her  felf  $ 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true. 
Shall  (he  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Enier 
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JEn/W' Jcflica,  to  them. 

What,  art  thou  come?  on,  gentlemen,  away; 

Our  mafquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.    [Exit. 

Enter  Anthonio« 

Jnth.  Who's  there? 

Cra.  Signior-A/i&^»/^,-— 

4nth.  Fie,  Gratianoy  where  are  M  the  reft  ? 
•Tis  nine  o' clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you ; 
No  mafque  to  night ;  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Bafanio  prcfcntly  will  go  aboard ; 
I  have  fcnt  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  Vm  glad  on't;  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to  night.    [Exeunt. 

.SCENE      VIIL 

Changes  to  Belmont.  > 

Enter  Portia  with  Morochius,  andhtb  their  trains. 

Pornf^  O,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 

■  ^  The  fev*ral  caskets  to  this  noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  choice.    [Three  caskets  are  difcover^d. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  infcription  bearn 
ffn^fo  chufeth  me^Jhallgairt  what  many  men  defire. 
The  fccond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries. 
Who  chufeth  me^  Jhallget  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
TTbo  chufeth  me^  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  ftiall  1  know,  if  1  do  chufe  the  right  ? 

Por.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pifture.  Prince  i 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  1  am  yours  withal. 

Mor.  Some  God  direft  my  judgment  1  let  mc  fee, 
I  will  furvey  th*  infcriptions  back  again  i 
What  fays*  this  leaden  casket  ?  .       .       .   • 

Vol.  II.  K  fFbo 
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ffh>  cbufeth  me^  mujlgive  and  hazard  alike  bath. 

Muft  give,  for  what?  for  lead?  hazard  for  lead ? 

This  casket  threatens.     Men,  th^iC  hazard  aJU 

Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages : 

A  gotden  mind  ftoops  not  to  Ihows  of  drofs; 

ril  then  not  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 

What  fays  the  fiiver,  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 

Who  cbufeth  me^  JhaUget  as  much  as  be  deferves. 

As  much  as  he  defer ves  ?  paufe  there,  Moroddus^ 

And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand. 

If  thou  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eftimation. 
Thou  doft  deferve  enough ;  and  yet  enougli 
May*  not  extend  fo  &r  as  to  the  lady  ; 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  defcrving. 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve why,  that's  the  lady: 

I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes. 

In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding : 

But  more  than  tbele,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  gravM  in  gold. 

Who  cbufeth  me^  fhallgain  what  many  men  defire. 

Why,  that's  the  lady;  all  the  world  dcfiresher'j 

From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  coaie 

To  kifs  this  fhrine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint 

Th*  Hyrcanian  deferts,  and  the  vaftie  wilds 

Of  wide  Jrabia^  are  as  thorough-fares  npw. 

For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  wat'ry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 

To  ftop  the  foreign  foirits  •,  but  they  come. 

As  o'er  a  brook,  to  Kce  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefc  three  contains  her  heav'niy  pidurc 

Is't  like,  that  lead  contains  her  ?  'twere  damnation. 

To  think  fo  bafc  a  thought :  it  were  too  grpls 

To  rib  her  learcldth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  ihall  1  think,  in  filver  (he's  immur'd. 

Being 
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Being  ten  ckncs  undervalue  co  itry'd  ^Id  ? 
O  'IotW  fthoqght,  never  fo  rich  a  gem 
Was  fct  io  worfcthw^ld !  they  havie  in  E^kmd 
A  CQiB,  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel 
Stamped  in  gdid,  but  that's  mfciilpt  upon : 
But  here  an  angel  in  a  ^Iden  bed 
Lyes  all  within.    Deliwr  me  the  key  5 
Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  nu^ ! 

For.  There  take  it.  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lye 

there,  ^ 

Then  I  am  yows.  \Unlockhig  the  gdd  caska. 

M?r.  O  hell !  what  have  we  Jierc?  a  carrkm  deaths 
Within  wAofeerapty  eye  there  is  a  fcrofwi : 
rU  read  the  writii^ 

JSii^at  gibers  is  not  golJ^ 
Often  have  you  beard  that  told% 
Mairf  a  man  bis  Kfe  batbfoU^ 
But  wy  mtfi^  to  beboU. 
aided  wood  may  worms  infoJd: 
Had  you  been  as  wife  as  boH^ 

♦  Touf^  in  limbs^  in  judgment  ol3^ 
Tour  anfwer  bad  not  been  infcroPdi 
Fare  you  well^  yourfuit  is  cotd. 

Mor.  Cold,  indeed,  and  labour  loft : 
Then  farewcl,  heatj  and  welconae,  froft: 
Portia^  adieu !  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heam 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  chus  Jofers  part.  [Exit. 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance :  -draw  the  curtains;  go-*« 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chule  me  fb«  lExdati. 

SCENE     IX. 
Charges  to  Venice. 

Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

SalVJ^HYj  man,  I  law  Bqffanio  under  faili 

*  ^    Wi^  him  is  GnasUmo  gone  ak^  1 

K  t  And 
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And  in  their  (hip,  Pm  fure,  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sola.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  the  Duke^ 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bajjanuf%  ihip. 

SaL  He  came  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  (ail  \ 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underftand. 
That  in  a  Gondola  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  ani'rous  Jeffica : 
Befides,  Jntbonio  certify  *d  the  Duke, 
•They  were  not  with  BaJJanio  in  his  (hip. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  padion  fo  confus'd, 
^  (lrang€,  outrageous,  and  fo  variabie9 
As  the  dc^  Jew  did  utter  in  the  (freets ; 
^y  daughter!  O  my  ducats!  O  my  daughter, 
Fled  with  a  chriftian ?  O  my  chriftian  ducats! 
Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter ! 
A  (caled  bag,  two  lealed  bags  of  ducats, 
Of  double  ducats,  ftoll'n  from  me  by  my  daughter! 
And  jewels  too,  ftones,  rich  and  precious  (tones, 
Stoll'n  by  my  daughter!  juftice!  find  the  girl ; 
She  hath  the  ftones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

SaL  Why,  all' the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him. 
Crying  his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anlbonio  look,  he  keep  his  day; 
Or  he  (hall  pay' for  this. 

SaL  Marry,  well  remembered. 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday. 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  (eas,  that  part 
^The  French  and  Englijh^  there  mifcarried 
'A  veflel  of  our  country  richly  fraught: 
.1  thought  upon  Antbonio^  when  he  told  me. 
And  wi(h'd  in  filencc,  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  Yo«  were  beft  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hear, 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

SaL  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  faw  Bajfank  and  Anthonio  part. 
Bafatfio  told  him,  he  would  make  (bme  (peed 
Of  his  return :  he  anfwer'd,  do  not  fo, 
i   ;.        '  ^  .  Slubber 
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Slubber  not  bufine&for  my  ftke,  Bajfamo. 

But  flay  the  very  riping  of  the  time; 

And  for  the  Jew^%  bond,  which  he  hath  of  me^ 

Lfit  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love: 

Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 

To  courtfhip,  and  fuch  fair  oftents  of  love. 

As  (hall  conveniently  become  you  there. 

And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears. 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him. 

And  with  afFedlion  wond'rous  feniible  i 

He  wrung  Baffanio^  hand,  and  fb  they  parted. 

Sola.  I  think,  he  only  Joves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go  and  find  him  out. 
And  quicken  his  ^  embraced  heavinefs 
With  ibme  delight  or  other. 

Sal.  Dowefo.  \Eximti 

8    C    E    N    E      X. 

Changes  to  Belmont. 

~    ^  *        Enter  Nerifla  with  a  Servant.  • 

Ner.  r\  U I C  K,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  cur- 

^^  tain  ftrait  5 
The  Prince  of  Arragm  has  ta'en  his  oath. 
And  comes  to  his  eledion  prefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  Us  trains  Portia.    Eor.  Comets 
T'be  Caskets  are  difcover^d. 

Por.  Behold,  there  (land  the  caskets,  noble  Princa ; 
If  you  thufc  that,  wherein  I  am  contained, 

9  — EMBRACED  bea<vintff\  This  unmeaning  epithet  woald 
make  me  p|i<K)fe  rather  (o  read^ 

ENRAGED  heavinefs, 
from  the  French  tnraciner,    accrefcere,   invcterafcerc.    So  ill 
Muck  ado  about  nothings 

I  could  not  havt  owed  har  a  more  rooted  Irvi. 
And  again  in  Othello 

IfVitb  -ont  of  an  ingraft  infhrmitj^ 

K  3  Strail 
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Strait  (hall  our  nuptial  riMi  befdmuue'd: 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeecb^  Riy  lord. 
You  muljcL  be  gone  frooi  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoined  by  oath  c'oi^ve  three  (ibingsv 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  casket 'twas  Icbofci  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage :' 
Laft,  if  I  fait  in  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave;  you  and  be  gone, 

Por.  Xo'tbefef  injunflions  every  one  doib  ^ear» 
That  Qomes  to  hazard  for  my  wortbiefs*  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me;  fortune  Mm 
To  my  heart's  hope !  gokl,  filver,  and  bafe  leadl 
Who  cbufetb  me^  muft  give  and  hazard  all  hi  ha$h. 
Y^ttUaairiook  fairer,  ere  I  give  or  hazard.    -  - 
What  fays  the  golden  cheft?  ha,  let  me  fee; 
fTbo  cbufetb  fn^y.Jhall  gam  wbat  many  mmdefire^ 
What  many  men defire— that  may  be  meant 
Of  the  fool-multitude,  that  chufe  by  fhow. 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach ; 
Which  pry  not  to  th*  interior,  but  like  the.njartlet 
Bull*  itr  the  weather  on  thr  outward  waH, 
Ev*n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  dcfire, 
Becaule  I  will  not  jump  with  common  (pints. 
And  rwlC  nie  n^ith  the  barbarous  aiulf itude^^ 
Why  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treaftire-houfe : 
Tell  me  once  more^  what  title  thou  doft  bear. 
Wbo  cbufetb  me^fhallget  as  mucb  as  be  deferoesi 
And  well  faid  too,  for  who  fhall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit?  let  none  prefiimc 
To  wear  an  undeferved  dignity  : 
O,  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices, 
Were  nor  deriv'd  corruptly,  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer! 

'  How 
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How  many  then  (hould  cover,  that  (land  bard 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  ^ 
How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  '  how  much  honour 
Pickt  from  the  chaff^nd  ruin  of  the  times. 
To  be  new  vanned  ?  well,  but  to  my  choice : 
Who  cbufetb  me^JbaUget  as  mueb  as  he  deftrves  : 
I  will  aflume  defert ;  give  me  a  ktf  for  thiis, 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Par.  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  yoo  find  thetr^ 

[Unlocking  tbefiher  casktf. 

Ar.  What's  here !  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idioti 
Prefenting  me  a  fchcdule  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings? 
Who  cbufes  me^  Jhail  hanje  as  much  as  be  deferves. 
Did  I  defcrve  no  more  than  a  fooPs  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize?  aromy  defers  no  better  ? 

Tor.  To  offend,  and  judge,  arc  diftinft  ofEceSi 
And  of  oppofed  natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here? 

.  ^efirefev^n  times  tried  this% 
Sei/n  times  tried  that  judgment  is^ 
That  did  never  cbuje  amTp. 
Some  there  be^  tbatjhadoms  kifs ;: 
Such  bane  but  afitadow's  bUfs : 


•  J^0w  much  honour 


Plckt  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  ef  the  tintes. 

To  be  ni*w  vamilbM  ?]  Tliis  conftifioil  and  mlxtute  of  tHe 
metaphors,  makes  me  chink  chac  Shaigjfe^ir  wrote. 

To  be  nenAf  iranned^  ■■  ■  ' 
f .  i,  winnow'd,  purged*:  from  the  French  word,  ^vanner ;  which 
is  deiived  from  the  Latins  V annus ^  Hfentihzhrum^  x)xtfann  u fed  for 
winnowing  the  chaff  from  the  corn.  Ihis  alteration  rellores  the 
jnetaphpr  to  ks  integrity :  and  our  poet  freqpendy  ufes  the  farn^ 
^ughc.     So  in  the  fd  part  of  Henry  IV. 

*  Wejhallbe  winnow*d  <withfo  rough  a  tMtnd^ 

TSai  even  our  ^Qm&ali  feem  as  light  as  chaff. 

K  4  neri 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 

\ 


J  36  Tlbe  Merchant  ^Venice. 

There  be  fools  alive^  I  wu^ 
Silvered  o^er^  andfo  was  this:  - 
Taki  what  wife  you  will  to  bed^    . 
/  will  ever  be  your  bead: 
So  begone^  Sir^  you  arefped. 

Ar.  Still  more  fool  I  (hall  appear. 
By  the  time  I  linger  here. 
With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 
]3uC  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet,  adieu !  I'll  keep  my  oath, ' 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wrath.  '  {Exit. 

For,  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth; 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  do  chufe. 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  hcrely. 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  dcftiny. 

For.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,.  Heriffa, 

'  Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

For.  Here,  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  ^^wtf^2»,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  th*  approaching  of  his  lord. 
From  whom  be  bringeth  fcnfible  regrects; 
To  wit,  befides  commends  and  courteous  breath. 
Gifts  of  rich  value  5  yet,  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  ambaC&dor  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet. 
To  fhow  how  coftly  fummer  was  at  hand. 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 
.*    For.  No  more,  I  pray  thee  •,  I  am  half  afraid, 
Thou'lt  fay  anon,  he  is  feme  kin  to  thee; 
Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  wit  in  praifing  him : 


Come, 
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Come,  come,  Nerifaj  fw  I  long  to  fee  % 

Quick  CS&fpf^'s  poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly.    ( 

Nsr.  Bajfanio^  lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be!  3 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.      SCENE    L 

A  Street  in   VENICE. 

Enter  Sz\aiXiio  andSohxmo. 

Sola  Ri  NO. 

NOW,  what  news  on  the  i2yfl/!r^.^ 
Sal.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that 
Jmbonio  hath  a  fhip  of  rich  lading  wreckt  on  the 
narrow  feas  $  the  Godwins^  I  think,  they  call  the 
place ;  a  very  daqgerous  flat  and  fatal,  where  the  car- 
cafes  of  many  a  tall  ihip  lye  bury*d,  as  they  iay,  if  my 
goilip  Report  be  an  hoheft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sola.  1  would  (he  were  as  lying  a  goffip  in  that,  as 
ever  knapt  ginger ;  or  made  her  neighbours  believe,^ 
ihe  wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  husband.  But  it  is 
true,  without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  eroding  the 
plain  high-way  of  talk,  that  the  good  Antbonioj  the 
honed  Antbonio-'^''^0  that  I  had  a  tide  good  enough 
to  keep  his  name  company  1 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  ftop. 

Sola.  Ha,  what  fay^ft  thou?  why,  the  end  is,  htf 
hath  loft  a  fhip. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofles. 

Sola.  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  '  left  the  devil  crols 
thy  prayer,   for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a 

I  iifi  the  devil  cro/s  my  prayer. }  But  the  prayer  was  Salanh\ 
We  therefore  mait  xw  •<— —  thy  frajer, 

Jew 
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Jew.    How  now,  Siybcky  what  ffcws  amung  the 
merchants?' 

Enter  Shyteck. 

5Ay.  iTou  knew  (none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you) 
of  my  daughter's  flight. 

SaU  That's  certain  5  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the  tay- 
lor  that  made  the  wing^iheflew  wichal. 

Sola.  And  Sbylock^  for  his  own  part,  knew  the 
bird  was  flcdg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of 
them  all  to  leave  the  dam. 

Shy.  She  is  dama'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judg^. 

Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe years? 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  my  ftefli  and  blood. 

SaL  There  fe  more  difference  bet  ween*  thy  flelh  and 
Ifcrs,  than  between  jet  and' ivory;  more  betwem  your 
Bloods,  than  there  isf  between  red'  wide  and  rheifKlir 
bat  tell  us,  do  yoei  hear,  vthtthcr  Mikonh  have  bsd 
flEUy  \o(%  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  ma'fch ;  *  a  banfe. 
rupt,  f3r  a  prodigal^  who  dares  fcawre  ftew  his^  head 
on  the  Ryaliay  a  beggar,  thai  us*d  tac^me  fo  fmug 
npon  the  mart!  let  him  look  to  his  bond;  he  was 
wont  to  call  meufurer;  let  him  look  m  his  bond;  he 
was  wont  to  lend  mony  for  ^  chriftian  couf  tefie  5  Icfl 
him  look  to  hk  bond« 

2  J  bankrupt,^  a  prodigal,']  TJiis  is  fpokedF  AntwiQ.  But  why 
%  prodigal  ?  his  friend  Baffanio  indeed  had  been  tdo  liberal ;  and 
with  this  name  the  ^etu  honours  him  when  he  is  going  to  fup 
with  him. 

— —  — — F//  pt  iff  hat^  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriffian  '.  ■      -  ■  ■■ 

Buf  ^itmrier  was  a  pliiin,  icferved*,  pariiTnoiiious  merchant,  be 
affared  therefore  we  ihould  read,— J^^^ffira// for  a  prodigal, 
i:  e.  he  is  become  banknipt  by  fopplying  the  extravaganciesf  of 
his^iend  Baffanio* 

'  ■  '  '  Sal. 
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Sal.  Why,  i  am  (ure,  if  he  iotkk^  theu  wilt  not 
take  his  flefh :  what's  that  good  for  i 

Si^.  To  bait  g&  v^chal.  If  it  will  feed  nothing 
elfit)  it  will  fised  my  revenge;  he  hath  difgrac'd  nte^ 
and  hindttr'd  me  <^  half  a  million^,  laught  at  my  loflb, 
mockt  at  my  gainsy  fcorn'd  my  natioi^,  thwarted  my^ 
bargain^  cool'd  tiiyr  friends,  heated  miiie  etiemier; 
and  what's  bis  reafen  ?  I  am  a  Jiw.  Hath  not  % 
Jem  eyes?  hath  not  z^yew-  hands,  organs^  dtmen- 
lions,  fenissf  si!^ionsi  pafiions?  fed  with  the  ftmc 
food,  hurt  with  the  famd  weapons,  fobjeft  to  the 
fame  dtfeafes,  ^  heard  by  the  fame  meanSt  warm*d 
and  cooiM':  by  the  fame  wineer  and  fiimmer,  as  a 
chriftian:  is  ?  if  you<  prick  us^  do  we  not  bleed  f  if  you 
tickle  us,,  do  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poifim  us,  do  we 
not  die?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  mall  we  not  revenged 
if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  wiH  te(enA>le  you 
in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  chriftian,  what  is  hir^ 
humility  ?  Reveoge.  If  a  chriftian  wrong  a  Jew^ 
what  Aould  hifi  fufierance  be  by  ehriiliaa  ewmple  i 
why.  Revenge.  The  Villany,  you  teach  me,  I  wiff* 
excttte;  and  it:&aU  go  hard,  but  I  will  better  the 
inftrudtion. 

Enfer  a  Servant  from  Anthonio, 

SetsD^  Gentlemen,   my  mafter  ^abom  ir  at  his 
boufe,  and  defires  to  fpeak  wkh  yoa  both. 
S^  Wehav^rbeenupanddowntoftekhinu 

Enter  Tubal. 

Si^.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe;  a  third  can- 
not  be  matchM  unlefs  the  devil  himielf  turn  Jew. 

[Exemt  Sala.  tmd  Solan 

Siy.  How  now,  fiAuh  what  news  from  Genomf 
baft  thou  found  my  daughter  ? 

5  beatd  by  the  fatrn  means  J  I  (hould  bdinre,  thai  Shah^ 
Jhiar  wrote  MEDICINES. 
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^  tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  jbear  of  her,. bat 
cannot  find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there!  a  dianaond 
gone,  cod  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort  \  the 
curfe  never  fell  upon  our  nation  *till  now,  I  never  felt 
it 'till  nowi  two  thoufand  ducats  in  that,  and. other 
precious,  precious  jewels' !  I  would,-  my  daughter  were 
dead  at  my  foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  ear;  O,  would 
fhe  were  hers'd  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducacs  in  her 
cpfHn.  No  news  of  them ;  why,  fo!  and  I  know  noc 
what's  ^nt  in  the  fearch:  why,  thou  loft  upon  lofs! 
the  thief  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo  much  to  find 
ttie  thief  5  and  no  fatisfaftion,  no  revenge,  nor  no  ill 
lijck  ftirring,  but  what  lights  o*  my  IhouJders ;  no 
fighs  but  o*  my  breathing,  no  tears. biit  o'  my  (bed- 
ding. • 

tub.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too;  ArUbmb^ 
as  I  heard  in  Genoua «  '  , 

^  Sby.   What,  what,  what?  ill  luck,  ill  luck? 
*  tub.  Hath  an  Argofic  caft  away,  coming  from 
tripolis. 

^Shy.  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God  5  is  it  true?  is 
itlruc?       ^  ^      . 

'Jub.  I  fpoke  witli  fome  of  the  iailors  that  efcaped 
the  wreck. 

,  Shy.  I  thank  thee,  good  tubfly  gpod  news,  good 
news-,  ha,  ha,  where?  in  Gemma? 

Tub.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Gemu0,  as  I  heard, 
one  night,  fourftore  ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  dagger  in  me;  I  fhall  never 
fee  my  gold  again ;  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  foui^. 
fcore  ducats ! 

tub.  There  came  divers  of  Antboni(^s  creditors  in 
n^  company  to  ffenice^  thatfwear  he  fannpt  chufe 
but  break.  \ 

Sfy.  I  am  dad  of  it,  Vll  plague  him,  PU  torture 
htm  i  1  am  glad  of  it.  ,        , 

A  J  tub. 
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^uL  One  of  them  (hcw'd  mc  a  ring,  that  he  had 
of  your  daughter  for  a  monky. 

Sir^  Out  upon  her!  thou  torturcft  me,  TuM%  it 
was  my  Twquoife^  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  bat- 
chelor  i  I  would  not  hare  given  it  for  a  wildernels  of 
monkies. 

Tuk.  Bat  Antbgnio  is  certainly  undone. 

Sby.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  trae ;  go  fee  me 
an  c^cer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.  I  wilJ 
have  the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit;  for  were  hi 
out  of  yittict^  I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will : 
go,  gO)  Tubalj  and  meet  me  at  our  iynagogue;  go, 
good  Tuhli  at  our  fynagogue,  TuhL         lExeuni, 

S     C     E     N     E      11. 

Changes  to  Belmont. 

Enter  Baflanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  Attmdants^ 
The  Caskets  are  fet  out. 

Ptfr.T  Pray  you,  tarry;  paule  a  day  or  tWo, 

^  Before  you  hkzard ;  for  in  chufing  wrong 
I  lofe  your  company ;  therefore,  forbear  a  while. 
There's  fomething  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lofe  you;  and  you  know  your  felf. 
Hate  counfcls  not  in  fuch  a  quality. 
But  left  you  (hould  not  underftand  me  well. 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two. 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  ehufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn : 
So  will  I  never  be ;  fo  you  may  mifs  me ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wiih  a  fin. 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.     Belhrew  your  eyes, 
.  They  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me ; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours. 

Mine 
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Mjneo^uiy  I  would  &y :  but  if  mine,  xhen  youn^; 
And  lb  all  yours.     AlasJ  tbefe  naqghty  tioaes 
Fu£  bars  betweea  tbe  owners  and  tbejr  rights: 
And  b  tho*  yours,  ttot  yours^  pnoye  it  io^ 
^  liet  forftuie  go  to  hell  for  k.    iNot  I. 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  time. 
To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  kxxit  is  ieog^j 
To  fifty  you  from  «l£(5bion, 

Bsff.  Letmechufe: 
fior  at  I  am,  I  live  upon  iht  ndk. 

Per.  Upon  the  rack,  B^ffam  t  thpn  €0iiA6y 
Whattreatoa  there  is  mingled  with  your  \ovt. 

Baff.  None,  but  jthat  ^gly  treafon  of  miftruft^ 
Which  makes  me  fear  th*  enjoying  of  my  love : 
There  may  as  well  be  aaiity  and  life 
•Tween  fnow  and  fire,  as  trea^  and  my  love* 

Por.  Ay,  but,  I  fear,  you  fpeak  upc«  the  rack; 
Where  men  enforced  do  (peak  any  thing. 

B^.  Pcomiie  me  life,  and  Pll  confefs  the  truths 

for.  Well  then,  confefi  and  live. 

Bajf.  Confefi,  and  love. 
Had  bem  ^  very  lum  of  mycoofefliQn. 
O  happy  corAent^  when  myiorturer 

4  Leifortumgo  to  htJl/or  it,  nat  /.]  This  line  Is  very  ob- 
fcure.  The  form  of  the  expreffion  alludes  to  what  (he  ha^  faid 
of  being  fbrfwom.  After  feme  ilruggle^  fiie  refolves  to  keep  her 
oath:  And  then  (ays,  Lttfirjtmn  g9  t§  htH  for  it.  F«r  whacf 
not  for  telling  or  fiivouring  Baffanio^  which  was  the  temptation 
ihe  then  lay  under :  for  fortune  had  taken  no  oath.  And, 
furely,  for  the  more  fevooring  a  man  of  merit,  fortune  did  not 
deferve  (confidertng  how  rardy  flie  tranfgfrilb  diis  way)  fo  levere 
a  fentence.  Much  lefs  oottld  the  ^teaker^  who  favoar'd  jBi|^&m, 
think  fo.  The  meaning  then  mult  be.  Let  fortune  rather  g9  to 
bell  for  not  fatvouring  BaiTanio,  than  t for  fa'vouring  him.  So 
loofely  does  oar  author  &metraies  ufe  his  pronouns.  '  ■■  net  I 
does  not  fignify.  Let. not  I  go  to  keili  for  then  it  ihould  be  Ut 
not  me.  £it  it  is  a  dtftin6t  Sentence  of  itfoif.  And  is  a  very 
common  prov£rbial  fpeech,  ii^fying»  I  will  have  nothing  to  do 
with  it.  Which  if  the  Oxford  Editor  hsA  confidered,  he  might 
have  fpared  his  pains  in  cfainging  J  into  jiir« 

Dotb 
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Doth  teach  me  anfwtrs  fo^delwenuace! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets. 

For.  Away  then  \  I  am  lock$  in  one  of  tbem  } 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  wiil  find  me  out 
Nerijfaj  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
3Lxt  jaoufick  found,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice^ 
Then,  if  heioie,  he  makes  afwan-like  eoda 
Fading  in  i^uilck.    That  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  n^ore  juft,  my  eye  (hall  be  the  Aream 
And  wat'ry  death- bed  for  him :  he  may  win. 
And  what  is  nsuiick  then  ?  then  mufick  is 
Even  as  the  flourifli,  xrhen  true  fu^eds  boir 

To  a  new-crowned  monarch :  fiich  JC  tS| 

As  are  thole  dulcet  ibunds  in  break  of  day. 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear. 

And  fiimmon  him  to  marriage.     Now  he  goes. 

With  no  k(s  prefence,  but  with  much  more  loyc^ 

Than  young  jftddes^  when  he  did  redeem 

The  virgin^-tribiKe,  paid  by  howling  Tny 

To  the  lea-monfter :  I  ftand  for  facrifices 

The  r^ft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives,    . 

With  bleared  viiages  come  forth  to  view 

The  iffue  of  th*  exploit.    Go,  Hercules! 

Live  thou,  I  live;  with  much,  much  more  difmajr 

I  view  the  fight,  than  thou,  that  mak'ft  the  fray. 

[Mujkk  within. 

A  Songy  vjhilfi  S^i&nio  commenis  en  ibe  ^asiifs  tp 
bimftlf. 

fell  me^  where  his  fancy  hred^ 
Or  in  the  hearty  or  in  the  bead? 
How  begoty  bow  nourijbed? 
Reply^  reply. 

It  is  engender'* d  in  the  ey^y 
With- gazing  fed^  and  fancy  dies 
In  the  craaie  where  U  Ijes : 

Let 
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Lei  us  all  ringfancfs  knell. 
rU  begin  it. 
i)r>jf ,  dang^  beU. 
AII9  Dingj  dohg^  beU. 

Baff*  So  may  the  outward  (hows  be  lead  themfelves: 
The  world  is  ftili  dccciv'd  with  Ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  {o  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  being  (eafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcurps  the  (how  of  evil  ?  in  religion. 
What  damned  error,  but  fome  fobcr  brow 
Will  bleis  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text. 
Hiding  the  groflhefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  (b  fimple,  but  affumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  its  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falle 
As^airs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars ; 
Who,  inward  iearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 
And  thefe  ^flume  but  valour's  excrement. 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  ihall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature. 
Making  them  lighceft,  that  wear  moil  of  it. 
So  are  thofe  crifpy  fnaky  golden  locks. 
Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind 
Upon  fuppofed  fairnels,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head. 
The  skull,  that  bred  them,  in  the  iepulchre. 
Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  guilty  fhore 
To  a  mod  dangerous  fea ;  the  beauteous  fcarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  ;  in  a  word. 
The  fceming  truth  which  canning  times  put  on 
T*  entrap  the  wifeft.     Then,  thou  gaudy  gold. 
Hard  food  for  Midas^  I  will  none  of  thee : 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 
.  Tween  man  and  man :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead. 

Which 
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Which  rather  threatneft,  than  doft  protnile  AUght, 
^  Thy  plainneis  moves  me  more. than  eloquencci^ 
And  here  chufe  I ;  joy  be  the  confequencc ! 

Por^  How  all  the  other  paffionsjleet  co  air. 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  syid  rafli-embrac*d  defpair. 
And  fhudd'ring  fear,  and  grecn-ey'd  jcatoufie. 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecftafie; 
In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  leant  this  excefs, 

1  feel  too  much  thy  bleffing,  make  it  leJs, 

For  fear  I  forfeit.  \ppemng  the  leaden  casket. 

Ba£.  What  find  I  here? 
Fair  PorZ/Vs  counterfeit  ?  what  iJetxiy-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thde  eyes  ? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine,  \ 

Seem  they  in  motion?  here  arefcvcr'd  lips  ' 

Parted  with  fogar  breath ;  fo  fweet  a  bar  ; 

Should  funder  fudi  fweet  friends :  here  in  her  hairs  ' 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider,  and  hath  woven  • 

A  gpldcn  melh  t*  intrap  the  hearlS  of  men, 
Fafter  than  gtmciin  cobwebs:  but  her  eyes,  — *     ' 
Hov  could  he  fee  to  do  them  i  having  made  one, ' 
Methinks,  it  ihould  have  power  to  fteal  both  his^ 
And  leave  itfeff  unfifiifh'd :  yet  how  far  ^  ; 

The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  thb  fhadoW* 
In  underprizing  it ;  fo  far  this  fhadow  -  ; 

Doth  limp  behind  the  Sfibftance.    Here*s  the  fcrciwtt 
Th^  continent  ai^  fommary  of  my  fortune. 

^  5  Thy  paleaeTs  ynotMt  mt  mort  than  ehquina ;]  BaffknU  » 
clifpleas*d  at  the  golden  casket  iw  lUganiodinifs,  and  th^  filvtfT 
on6  for  its  fahnefs ;  but»  what !  is  he  charm'd  with  the  leaden 
one  for  having  the  very  fame  quality  that  difpleasM  him  ih  llic 
filvcr?  The  poet  certainly  wrote, 

ny  Ptainheiii  moitti  mt  mtrt  than  tloqutnei :  This  charafierilsdc 
the  lead  firbm  the  filver,  mhich  faitnefi  does  not,  they  being  botii 
fait,  Befidesy  there  is  a  beauty  in  the  antithefis  between  flairi'* 
ntfi  and  tkqutmct ;  between  falemfs  and  thqucnct  none.  $o  k  it 
£iid  before  of  the  haden-caskett 

nis  third  dull  Itad,  with  warning  all  as  blunt* 

Vpl.  II.  L  •  rou 
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Tcu  that  cbufe  not  hy  the  view^ 
Qumce  as  fair j  and  cbufe  as  trut : 
Since  this  fortune  falls  teyou^ 
Beamtenty  andfeeknonew. 
If  you  be  wellfdeaj^d  with  tiiSf 
And  boldyour fortune  for  your  Mifif 
Turn  you  where  your  Lady  is^ 
And  claim  her  with  a  losing  kifi. 

A  gontle  fcrqwl  \  fair  lady,  by  your  leave ; 

[Kiffingber. 
I  come  by  note  lo  gtve»  and  to  FOtetve^ 
Like  one  of  twQ  contending  in  a  Pf  iaev 
That  thinks,  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes » 
if  earing;  ap{}lauft  and  univerfal  fltouc^ 
Giddy  m  fpirit,  gaaung  ftiil;  in  dMbt^ 
Wither  thoie pe^of  prajf^  be  his  or  no s» 
So  (thrice-&ir.  ladyj  fiajpcl  l,^  even  (b, 
As  doubtRjl  whether  wh{i(  I  fkt  be:  tniQ» 
Untilconfirm'd^.fign*dj  ratify- 4 fey. yoi^. 

Por.  You  fee  me,  Xo^dBt^mo^  where  1  flamdv 
SucK  as  I  am ;.  thQ*  f^r  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  niy  Wiik, 
T^  wifb  my  i^^f  much  betier  \  y<et  fk»r  you, 
I  would  be  trebli^.  tvfsniy  times  my  ie)f» 
A  thoufand  tinv^  more  fair  i,  ten  thoufand.  times 
More  rich;  that,  tQ ftaind  hiigb  in  your  aocmmty    . 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends. 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fitm  of  me 
^  Is  ibme  of  fomething,  which,  to  term  in  grofi. 
Is  an  unlel&nM  girl,  unfchooHd,  unpra£fcis'4 : 
Happy  in  this,  fhe  is  not  yet  fo  old 
But  Ihe  may  learn  i  more  happy  chca  in  tbi% 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  fhe  can  learn  ^ 

6  //  SUM  of  fomtthing^ — ]  We  (hould  read,  some  ^ fimur 
things  i.  e.  onl^  a  piece  or  part  only  of  an  imperfcd  accounC. 
Which  (hs  explains  in  die  following  line. 

"     Happieft 
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Happieft  of  all,  »,  that  her  gerttJc  f^irk 
Commits  it  felf  to  youns  to  bd  dircftcd,  •    \ 

As  from  htt  lord,  her  governor,  her  King :  "^ 

My  felf,  .and  what  is  mine,  ta  you  and  yoari 
Is  now  converted*  Bat  now  t  was  the  Lc^d 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  mafter  of  my  ftrv^nts,  ]; 

Queen  o'er  my  felf;  and  even  nowy  but  now, '     -  '[ 
Thisboufe,  thefe  fcrvants,  and  this^ feme  my. felf  ..  * 
Arc  youl9,  my  lord:  I  give  them  with  this  ring,  ' 
Which,  when  you  prt  from,  lofe  or  -^iye  away, '  '^ 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love,  - 

And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you: 

B^.  Madain,  you<  have  befeft  nie"  of  all  wordj^^ 
Only  my  blood  (peaks  to  you  in  my  veins  % 
And  there  is  liich  Confufion  in  my  pb\/rs^, 
As,  after  ibme  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beteved  Prkiccy  there  doch  appear- 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude;  - 

Where  every  fomething,  being  Went  together, 
Turnstjoa  wiH  of  ttofhirtg,  favc  of  joy 
Expreft,  and  not  exprcft.    But  when  this  ring' 
Parts  ftom  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence  j  '* 
O,  then  be  bokl  to- fay, -  Baffjm(f%  dead. '         ^        ' 

Ncr.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time. 
That  have  flood  by,  andifcen  our  wiflies  profper. 
To  cry,  good  joy,  good  joy,  my  lord  and  Jacfy! 

Gra.  My  l<3HPd'  Btoffitnio^  and  my  gentlfc  lady, 
I  wiib  you  all  the  joy  tjiat  you  catn  wilh  i 
For,  I  am  fure,  you  can  wifh  none  from^  me  : 
And  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  bdeech  you,  ' 

Ev'n  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too;  . 

B^^.  With  all  my  h^art,  fo  thou  Oanft  get  a  wife. 

Gra.  1  thank  your  lordihip,  you  hifve  got  mc  one. 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift^  yours  ^ 
You  &w  the  miftr^ls,  I  beheld  the  maid  % 
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^  You  lov'd,  I  lov'd  5  for  idtcrmiffion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you. 
Your  fortune  ftood  upon  the  casket  theFei 
And  io  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls : 
For  wooing;  here  until  I  fwcat  again. 
And  (wearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love;  at  laft,  if  promife  laft, 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchiev'd  h^r  miftrefs. 

For.  Is  this  true,  Nerijfa  f 

Her.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  (land  pleas'd  withal 

fiaff.  And  do  you,  Gratiano^  mean  good  faith  i 

Cra.  Yes,  faith,  my  lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Feaft  (hall  be  much  honoured  in  your 
marriage. 

Gra.  WeMl  play  with  thenn,,  the  firft  boy  for  a 
thoufand  Ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  (lake  down?' 

Grd.  No,  we  fliall  ne'er  win  at  that  fport,   and 
ftake  down,. 

Bui  who  comes  here?  Lorenxfi  ^nd  his  Infidel? 
What,  and  my  old  VmUan  ffiend,  S^Uani^f 

s  c  E  isr..E    III. 

JE»/^  Lorenzo,  JeHica,  ^JSalanb/. 

Bajf.  LoTinzo  ^ni  Salamdy  wdcome  hither; 
If  that,  the  youth  of  my  new  Intercft  here       ' 
Have  power  to  bid  you  wdconie.    By  your  leave, 
I  bid  ray  very  friends  and  country^men, 
(Sweet  Portia)  welcome. 

Por.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  intn-dy  wdcome. 

Lor,  I  thank  your  honour;  for  my  part,  my  lord, 
My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here  5 
But  meeting  with  Salanio  ^y  the  way, 

7  A  comma  hcr«  fct  exadly  right,  by  Mr.  ntplaU, 
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He  did  intreat  mc,  paO:  all  iaying  nay. 
To  come  with  him  along. 

SaL  I  did,  my  lord. 
And  I  have  reafon  for*c ;  Signior  Anthmo 
Commends  him  to  you.         \Gives  Baflanio  a  letter. 

Baff.  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  iick,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  minds 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind  ;  his  letter  there- 
Will  fhew  you  his  eftate.      [Baflanio  opens  the  ktUr. 

Gra.  l^erijfaj  cheer  yond  ftrahgeri  Bid  her  wcl- 
romc. 
Your  nand,  Salanio ;  what's  the  news  from  Venia  ? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Antbmof 
I  know,  he  will  be  gFad  of  our  Succefs  : 
Wc  are  the  JafonSy  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

SaL  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece,  that  he  hath 
loft! 

Por.  Thercarc  fome  (hrewd  Contents  in  yond  lame 
paper. 
That  fteal  the  colour  from  BaJfanio\  check : 
Some  dear  Friend  dead ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  conftitution 
Of  any  conftant  man.    What,  worfc  and  worfe ! 
With  leave,  Bajfanio^  I  am  half  your  fclf, 
And  I  muft  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  Paper  brings  you. 

Bajf.  Oi^tttPoriial 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words 
That  evcr.blotted  paper.    Gentle  lady. 
When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 
]  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman  \ 
And  then  I  told  you  truei  and^et,  dear  lady. 
Rating  myfelf  at  nothing,  you  (hall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  when  I  told  you. 
My  ftate  was  nothing,  Ifhould  then  have  told  you, 
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That  I  was  worle  than  nothifig.    For,  tndoed» 
I  have  cngag'd  my  felf  to  4  dear  friend, 
Engag'd  my  Friend  to  his  meer  enemy. 
To  feed  my  nie^ns;    Here  is  a  letter,  lady, 
TPfcc  paper,  as  the  body  of  my  friend ; 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 
liTuing  lif^-bldod.    But  is  it  true,  Salanio  ? 
Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  what  not  one  hit  ? 
From  TripoliSj  from  Mexico^  from  England^ 
From  Lisbon^  Barbaryj  and  I»dia? 
Ai^  not  one  veffel  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  touch 
Of  merchant- marring  rocks? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Befides,  it  (hould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  mony  to  difcharge  the  Jew^ 
He  would  not  take  it.    Never  did  1  know 
A  creature,  Ith^t  did  bear  the  fliapc  of  man. 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night. 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ftate. 
If  they  deny  him  juftice.     Twenty  merchants. 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  MagnjBcoes 
Of  grcateft  port,  haye  all  perfuaded  with  him  i 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  pf  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwcar, 
To  &iltal  and  to  Chus  his  country-men. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Antbonit^i^  flefli, 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him ;  and  I  know,  my  lord. 
If  law,  authority,  and  powV  deny  not. 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Jntbonia. 

Por.  Is  it  your  dear  frieod,  that  is  thus  in  tiouble? 

Baff.  l*he  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  Man, 
•  The  beft  conditioned :  An  unwcary*d  fpirit 

8  Thi  bfft  conditioned  AiiTk  wt^iarf  d fiirit 

Jn doing  courtifiei ;  ^-^^  To  be  read  and  pointed  (l^as, 

Ji&<  iejl  conditioned^  ah  unnjueatyd/firit^ 

In 
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In  doing  courtefies ;  and  <Mie  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears^ 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Itafy. 

Par.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  Jewf 

BaJJ.  For  me,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Por.  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand  and  deface  the  bond  ; 
Double  fix  thouland,  and  then  treble  that. 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  ]ofe  a  hair  through  my  Bajfanio^s  fault. 
Firft,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife. 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  2 
For  never  fhalJ  you  lie  by  Portia*s  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.     You  (hall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  oven 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  i 
My  maid  Nerija  and  my  fclf,  mean  time. 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows:  come,  away! 
For  you  fiiall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day. 
Bid  your  Friends  welcome,  (hew  a  merry  cheer  ; 
Since  you  ait  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Baffl  reads.  CfVEET  Baflanio,  m^Jbips  have  allmi/^ 
earfy%  my  creditors  grow  cruelj  my 
ejiate  is  very  Unv^  my  bond  to  the  Jew  u  forfeit ;  emi 
fince^  in  paying  it^  it  is  impoffble  I  fhould  Uvt^  all  debts  ^ 
are  cleared  between  you  and  me^  if  I  might  but  fee  you 
at  my  death  \  notwithftanding^  ufe  your  pleafnre :  if 
your  love  do  not  perjuadeyou  to  come^  let  not  my  letter* 

Por.  Olove!  difpatch  all  Bufineis,  and  be  gone. 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away^ 

I  will  make  hafte ;  but  'till  I  come  again, 
No  bed  fhall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  ftay ; 

No  reft  be  interpofcr  'twixt  us  twain.      {Exeunt. 

L  4  SCENE 
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S     C     E      N     E       IV. 

Changes  to  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 

5i&y. /^Oalcr,  look  to  him:  tell  not  me  of  mercy. 
^J^  This  is  the  fool,  that  lent  out  mony  gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 
yht.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock. 
Shy.  ril  have  my  bond ;  fpeak  notagainft  my  bond : 
Tve  iworn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  cali'dft  me  dog,  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe  ; 
But  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs : 
The  Duke  ftiall  grant  me  juftice.     I  do  wonder. 
Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  lb  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 
^nt.  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Shy.  rii  have  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak : 
I'll  have  my  bond ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more  j 
1*11  not  be  made  a.foft  and  dull-ey*d  fool. 
To  (bake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  chriftian  interceflbrs.     Follow  not ; 
yil  have  no  fpeaking ;  I  will  have  my  bond. 

-  lExit  Shylock. 
,  Sola.  It  is  the  mod  impenetrable  cur. 
That  ever  kepjt  with  men. 

jint.  Let  him  alone, 
ril  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefe  prayVs: 
He  (eeks  my  life ;  his  reafon  well  I  know  ^ 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many^  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me  5 
Therefore  he  hates  me.  ' 

Sob.  I  am  fure,  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture  to  hold* 

Ant.  '  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  $ 

For 

9  TA#  Duie  cannot  deitf^  &c — ]    As  the  reafon  here  given 
ieems  alittie  perplexed,  i(fnay  be  proper  to  e^Fplain  it.  If,  iayi  he» 

the 
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For  the  coqfimodity  that  ftraogers  hare 

With  us  in  Venice^  if  it  be  deny*d. 

Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  fiatCK 

Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 

Conftfteth  of  ail  nations.    Therefore  go, 

Theie  griefs  and  lofies  have  fo  'bated  me. 

That  I  (hall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flelh 

To  morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 

Weil,  goaler,  on  1  pray  God,  Baffamo  come 

Tofeemepay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not!   \EmaU: 

S     C     E     N     E      V. 
Cbmges  to  BELMONT. 

Enter  Portia^  Nerifla,  Lorenzo,  Jeflfica,  tf»i  Balthazar, 

I.^.1\/r Adam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prcfence^ 

^^  You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God-like  amity;  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour» 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief  to. 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  husband  ; 
I  know,  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work^i 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Tor.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good» 
And  Ihall  not  now ;  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  t(^ther» 
Whofe  fcHils  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love» 
There  muft  needs  be  a  like  proportion 

the  Duke  ftop  the  courfe  of  law  it  will  be  attended  with  this  in* 
omvenieiice,  that  ftranger  merchants,  by  whom  the  wealth  and 
power  qf  this  city  is  fapported»  will  cry  out  of  injuftice.  For 
the  known  ftated  law  being  their  guide  and  fecttrity,  they  will 
never  bear  to  haviB  the  correnc  ot*  it  ftoped  on  any  pretence  of 
i:qaity  whatfoeyer# 
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■  Of  lineaments  cf  mwmxi^  and  of  fpirit; 

Which  makes  me  thinks  chat  this  Ainh&m^^ 

Being  the  l|aftMil-k>7et  of  1117  lond^ 

Muft  needs  be  like  rhy  tord.     If  it  be  fo^ 

How  litde  is  the  coft  I  have  bcftowed. 

In  purchafing  the  fianblance  of  my  foul 

From  out  the  ftate  of  hiellifli  cruelty  ? 

This  comes  too  near  the  praiiing  of  my  ieifs 

ThereforCt  sn>  nsoi«  of  ic:  f^^  bear  other  things. 

Lore$tZ9^  I  commit  inix)  your  hands 

The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  houie. 

Until  my  lord's  return.     For  mine  own  part, 

I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fccret  vow. 

To  live  in  pmyer  and  contemplation. 

Only  attended  by  Nerijfa  here, 

Uptill  her  husband  and  my  Lord's  return. 

There  is  a  monaftery  two  miles  ofF, 

And  there  we  will  abide.    I  do  defife  you. 

Not  to  deny  this  Impofition : 

The  which  my  \om  and  fome  necdiity 

Now  lays  up(m  you* 

Lor,  Madam,  with  ail  my  heart; 
I  ihall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Por.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind. 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jejffica 
In  place  of  lord  BsJ/am  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well,  'till  we  fhall  meet  again. 

Lor.  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  6ft 
you ! 

Je/l  I  wifli  your  ladylhip  all  hearths  content. 

I  0/  lineamintSf  tf  manners^  &c.— ]  The  wrong  pointing  has 
made  this  fiae  ienthiien<  nonfenic.  Ai  itnplf  ing  that  ^feMfhip 
could  HOC  only  make  a  fimiHtode  of  manners,  but  iA  frets,  TIm 
true  fenfe  is,  lineaments  of  mmnners,  i.  e.  Ibrfli  of  the  mamntrs^ 
which,  fays  the  fpeaker,  moft  need  be  propordcftate.        "^ 

C  (a)  Hear.  Dr.  Tbirlby,  — Vulg.  ben.  ] 

P$r. 
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Por.  *  I  thank  yoo  for  jmx  wifli,  and  am  wdl 
pleafed 
To  wifh  ic  back  on  you :  fare  you  well,  Jiffica. 

[Esceunt  Jeflica  and  Loreflzo. 
Now,  BaUbazar^ 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true. 
So  let  me  find  thee  (till :  take  this  lame  letter^ 
And  ufe  thou  all  th*  endeavour  of  a  man. 
In  fpeed  to  Padua ;  fee  thou  render  this 
Into  my  cx)ulin's  hand,  Dodor  BeQario ; 
And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee,. 
Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagined  fpeed 
Unto  the  Trajoft,  to  the  common  ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice:  wafteno  time  in  words. 
But  get  thee  gone ;  I  (hall  be  there  before  thee. 

Bai  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  f^eed.  [ExU^ 

Por.  Come  on,  Nmjfa\  I  have  work  m  hand. 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  we'll  fee  our  husbands. 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us. 

Por.  They  Ihall,  Nmjfa\  but  in  fuch  a  habit^ 
That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accomplilhed 
With  what  we  lack.    Til  hold  thee  any  wager. 
When  we  are  both  apparellM  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two. 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace ; 

*  And  Ipeak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy^ 

*  With  a  reed  Voice  5  and  turn  two  mincing  ftepa 

*  Into  a  manly  ftride ;  and  fpeak  of  frays, 

*  Like  a  fine  bragging  youth ;  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
^  How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love, 

*  Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  dy*d, 

2  I  thank  y9u  for  your  tviiflf^  4:9^/ a/v  well  plcafed 

To  'wijh  it  hack  on  you : ]  I  fliould  rather  think  SbahJ^ear 

wrote, 

And  am  nuell ' fr  i  s' d , 

from  the  French  affrisy  tmght^  inftru£tii^  i.  e.  yoo  teach  me, 
ia  the  poliienefs  of  your  good  wifliey,  what  I  ought  to  wifh  you. 

I  could 
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*  t'could  not  do  with  all :  then  Pll  repent, 

^  And  with,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them. 

*  And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  PJI  tell ; 

•  That  men  mall  fwear,  Fve  difcontinued  fchool 

•  Above  a  twelve-month.*  I  have  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks^ 
Which  I- will  praftife. 

Her.  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

Vor.  Fie,  what  a  queftion*s  that. 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter! 
But  come.  Til  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  (lays  for  us 
At  the  park-gate;  and  therefore  hafteaway. 
For  we  mud  meafure  twenty  miles  to  day.      \Exemi. 

SCENE      VI. 

Enter  Launcelot  andJcOicz. 

Zaun.  Yes,  truly:  for  look  you,  the  fins  of  the 
father  are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  ;  therefore,  I 
promifc  you,  I  fear  you,  I  was  always  plain  with 
you  5  and  fo  now  I  fbeak  my  agitation  of  tne  matter : 
therefore  be  of  good  cheer;  for  truly,  I  think,  you 
are  datnn'd :  there  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do 
you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  baftard  hope 
neither. 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pi'ay  thee? 

Laun.  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  fa- 
ther got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  ^^e^'fi  daughter. 

J^.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard  hope,  indeed  \ 
fo  the  fins  of  my  mother  fhould  be  vifitccf  upon  mc. 

Laun,  Truly,  then,  I  fear,  you  are  damn'd  both 
by  father  and  mother ;  ^  thus  when  you  fliun  S(ylla^ 
your  father,  you  fall  into  Cbarybdis^  your  mother: 
well,  you  are  gene  both  ways. 

5  Vjus  mjhen  you  Jhun  Scylla,  &c]  By  ihh  altupon  (fa/s  Mr. 
^beohali)  it  u  tmdent  Shakefpear  ^as  no  fir  anger  to  the  Hixa^ 

metir^ 
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yef,  I  ihall  be  fayed  by  oay  husband  (  he  bath  made 
me  a  chriftian. 

Lautt.  Truly,  the  more  to  blame  he;  we  were 
chriftians  enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well 
live  one  by  another:  this  making  of  chriftians  will 
raife  the  price  of  hogs ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork-: 
eaters,  we  (hall  not  (hordy  have  a  raiher  on  the  coals 
for  mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

yef.  PU  tell  my  husband,  Launalot^  what  you  fiy ; 
here  he  comes. 

Lor.  I  Ihall  grow  jealous  of  you  Ihortly,  Lasmcekt^ 
if  you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo  i  Launa^ 
hi  and  I  are  out;  he  cells  me  flady,  there  is  no  mercy 
for  me  in  heav'n,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jifw's  daughter;  an4 
he  fays,  you  are  no  good  member  of  the  conimon^ 
wealdii  for,  in  converting  Jews  to  chriftiaiiSt  you 
raife  the  price  of  pork. 

Lor.  I  (hall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  common* 
wealth,  than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro^ 
belly :  the  Moor  is  with  child  by  you,  LauncekU 

Lam.  It  is  much,  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  mor^ 
than  reaibn :  but  if  (he  be  lefs  than  an  honefl  woman^ 
ihe  is  indeed  more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word!  I 
chink,  the  bqft  grace  of  wit  will  Inordy  turn  loio 
lilence,  and  difcourfe  grow  commendable  in  nonie 
but  parrots.  Go  in,  iirrah,  bid  them  prepare  for 
dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done,  Sir ;  they  have  all  ftomachs.! 

Lor.  Good  lord,  what  a  wit-fnappcr  are  you !  then 
bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

miterf  nor  tht  off  It  cation  of  it^  Intidit  in  S^Uam  cupiem  vrtan 
Ckarybdim,     But  is  it  not  llrange  that  our  critic,  an  Engl^man^ 
Ihoitld  ksow  this  was  a  Latin  proverb,  and  yet  not  know  that  it 
.was  become  an  Bngiijk  one IScewife ? 

Laun% 
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Imm.  That  is  done  too,  3ir  ^  onty,  oover  is  the 
word. 

JO*.  Will  you  oovier  then,  Sir? 

LaunL  Not  io^  Sir,  neither ;  I  know  my  duty. 

X^r.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafior>!  wilt  thou 
fliew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  iaftanr?  I 
pray  thee  underftand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning : 
go  to  thy  fellows,  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferye  in 
the  meat,  and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

htmn.  For  the  table.  Sir,  it  (hall  be  ferv'd  in ;  for 
the  meat.  Sir,  it  fhall  be  covered  -,  for  yoar  coming 
in  to  dinner,  Sir,  why,  lee  it  be  as  humours  and  con- 
ceits fhalt  govern.  {Exit  Latia. 

Lunr.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fuited! 
«  The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 

•  An  army  of  good  words;  and  I  do  know 

♦  A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  betrcr  place, '  * 

*  Garnilh*d  like  him,  that  for  a  crickfie  word 

•  Defic  the  matter  :*  how  far'ft  thou,  Jejficaf  •• 
And  now,  good  fweer,  fay  thy  opinion, 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  Baffanio*%  wife?  *   • 

Jef.  Paft  aU  exprefling:  it  is  very  meet. 
The  lord  Bajptniq  live  an  upright  life.         '  .. /  , 
For,  having  fuch  a  BleJEog  in  his  lady,    " '    '' 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth':      '  * 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  merit  it. 
In  reafbn  he  fhould  never  come  to  hcav*n.       •  • 
Why,  if  two  Gods  fhould  play  feme  heavily  mitch, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women. 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  Ibmething  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other;  for  the  poor  rude  wodd 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  husband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  (he  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef.  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lsr.  I  will  anon :  Grft»  let  us  go  to  dino^n 
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yef.  Kfty»  lee  me  praife  you,  while  I  haxrc  aktt»> 

Lor.  No,  p»ythfiet  letitfecve  fornddMaiki 
Then»  bqwlM'^r  thou  ^aik%  'moQg  oihcr  things 
I  iha]]  digeft  it. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE   L 

7i&^  Smate-bouji   in  Ve  n  l  c  b» 

I>U  K.  E.. 

WHAT,  is  Antiom  here? 
^j|/;  Ready,  £b  pleafe  your  Gr^ce;     -     .  ^ 

/)«i(^.  Vtn  forry  for  chee ;  thou  art  come  tQ  a«fwer  ^ 
A  ftony  advcrfary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapabl^  of  picy,  vK>id  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Anf.  I  have  heard. 
Your  Grace  hath  ta*en,  great  pains  to  qiiKtUfiftt 
His  rig'rous  courie ;  but  iince  he  ftands  obdurair^ 
And  thsrt  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  rcadi»^  I  do  oppoie 
My  patience  tQ  his  fury  ^  and  am  arm'd 
To  uifier»  with  a  quietne&  of  fpirttt 
The  very  tyrjwmy  and  r^e  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one»  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 

SaL  He's  ready  at  the  door :  he.  comes,,  my  lord* 

-g»/^r  Shylock." 

Duki^  Make  ropmj  ajid  kt  him  ftaad. before  our 
face. 
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Skg^k^  the  world  thinks,  and  I  chink  fb  too. 
That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  laft  hour  of  a£t }  and  then  'tis  thought, 
Xhoul't  Ihew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrange« 
Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 
And,  where  thou  now  exa&'ft  the  penalty, 
Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  fle(b» 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture. 
But,  touched  with  human  gpntlenefs  and  lovc^ 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal  % 
Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  hi$  lodes. 
That  have  of  late  fo  huddled  on  his  back, 
.'  Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down  i 
And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 
From  brafly  boibms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint ; 
From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars^  never  trained 
To  offices  of  tender  courtefie. 
We  all  expeft  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew. 
Shy.  I  have  poflelsM  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofc. 
• .  . 

I  Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  do«wn  i\  We  are  not  to 
imagine  the  word  royal  to  be  only  a  randng  {bunding  Epithet- 
It  is  ufed  with  great  propriety,  and  fhews  the  Poet  well  ac- 
Soainted  with  thehillory  of  the  People  whom  he  here  brings  upon 
tieftage.  For  when  xkt  French  waii  Venetians ^  in  the  begin- 
ning of  the  thirteenth  centary,  had  won  Conjlantinaple ;  the 
trench^  under  the  em^ror  Henry^  endeavoured  to  extend  their 
conqaefts  into  the  provinces  of  the  Grecian  empire  on  the  7erreL 
firmai  while  the  Venetians^  who  were  mailers  of  the  fea,  gave 
liberty  to  any  fubjedt  of  the  Republic^  who  would  fit  out  veSdi^ 
to  make  themfelves  mafters  of  the  ifles  of  the  Archipelago,  and 
other  maritime  places ;  and  to  enjoy  their  conqdtib  m  fovereign- 
ty  s  only  doing  homage  to  the  Republic  for  their  feveral  princi- 
palities. %y  virtue  of  this  licence,  the  Sanudo^s,  the  Jufiiniani, 
the  GrimaUi,  the  Zummaripo^s,  and  others,  all  Venetian  mer- 
chants, erected  principalities  in  feveral  places  of  the  Archipelago, 
(which  their  defendants  enjoyed  for  many  generations)  and 
thereby  became  truly  an4  properly  royal  merchants.  Which  in- 
deed was  the  title  generally  given  them  all  over  Europe.  Hence, 
the  moft  eminent  of  our  own  merchants  (while  public  fpiik  re> 
fided  amongft  theoj  and  before  It  was  aped  by  fiU^on)  were  callol 
nyetl  merchants* 

And 
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And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fwom^ 

To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 

Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom  f  .  ^ 

You'll  ask  me,  why  I  rather  chu(e  to  have  .  . 

A  weight  of  carrion  flefli,  than  to  receive 

Three  thoufand  ducats?  ^  IMl  now  anfwer  tbaC 

By  faying  'tis  my  humour,  is  it  anfwerM  ? 

Wh^t  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat. 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 

To  have  it  banedf  what,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet? 

Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig  % 

Some,  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 

And  others,  when  the  big^pipe  &ig^  .i'  ch'  nofe,     . 

Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affedtion^ 

'  Matters  of  paflion  fway  it  to  the  mood  . 

Of  V^hat  it  likes,  or  loaths.     Now,  for  your  anfwer  J 

As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render.*d^ 

Why  be  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig  } 

Why  he,  a  harmlels  necei&ry  Cat  \ 

&  Wny  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe  i  but  o(  forctf 

Muft 

%  .  ■■   m  ■»///  wot  anfiuer  that.  ;  , 

But  fay ^  it  is  my  humour ^--—^  This  JiVi\%  the  ftrangi^ 
Fellow.  He  is  asked  a  queilioD  ;  iays  he  will  not  anfwer  it ;  in 
the  very  next  line  faySf  he  has  anfwered  it,  and  then  fpends  the 
19  following  lints  to  julUfjr  and  explsun  his  anfwer.  Who  cah 
doabt  then,  but  we  ihoald  read 

—f//NQW  anfufir  thai. 

By  SAYING  V/i  <*y  hummr  '■■*, 

g.  MafierUfi  faffion/'Uiays  it  to  tbi  movii]  The  iwo  old  Quar- 
to*s  ajul  Folio  read^ 

Masters  of  pajjion, 
And  this  is  certainly  right.  He  is  fpeaking  of  the  power  of 
found  over  the  human  aSeflions,  aiid  concludes^  very  naturalljj^ 
that  the  in^/zri  of  pajjton  (for  fo  he  finely  calls  the  muficians) 
fway  the  pafiionsor  affections  as  they  pleafe.  Alluding  to  what 
the  ancients  teJI  us  of  the  feats  that  Timotheui  and  other  cnuii* 
cians  worked  by  the  power  of  mufic.  Can  any  thing  be  aioie 
natural  \ 

4  Ifhy  he^  a  ^M^olUn  bag- pipe ; ]  This  incident  Sbahfpear 

Vo  L  II.  M  icems' 
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Mud  yield  to  fuch  iilevitablc  fhame. 

As  CO  offend,  himlfelf  being  ofi^ded  ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not. 

More  than  d  lodged  hate  and  a  tertain  loathing 

I  bear  Anthonio^  that  I  follow  thus 

A  lofing  fuit  againft  him.     Arc  you  anfwer^d  ? 

Bajf.  This  is  no  anfwer  thou  unfiling  man, 
T'  cxcufc  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  Hdt  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  tny  an- 
fwtr. 

Bdjf.  Do  all  mert  kill  the  thing  they  do  ttot  love  ? 

Shf. '  Hated  any  Man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 

Bajf.  EvVy  offdnte  is  not  a  hate  at  firft, 

%.  What,  WoUld^ft  thou  have  a  ferpent  fting  thet 
twice  ? 

Ant.  I  pfiy  you,  think,  you  queftion  with  a  Je^. 
You  may  aS  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  flood  ^bate  his  ulual  height. 
You  may  as  well  uie  queftion  with  the  wolf, 
^  Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb. 

leems  to  have  taken  from  J.  C  ZtaUger%  Exot,  Sxercst.  againft 
Car  Jan.  A  bcok  that  our  author  was  well  read  in,  and  much  in- 
debted to  for  a  great  deal  of  hh  phyfics :  it  being  then  muclt  in 
vogue,  and  Indeed  is  excellent,  the*  now  long  fince  forgot.  In 
•his  344  Exercit,  SeH,  6.  he  has  thcfe  words,  Narraho  nunc  ttbi 
jocojam  Sympathiam  Reguli  Vafconis  Efmfis.  Is  dum  W'ueref 
audito  pbormingis  fontt^  urinam  HUeo  facert  c$gibatur.>  ■  ■  And 
to  make  this  jocular  ftory  Hill  more  ridiculous,  Shai0ear,  I 
fuppofe,  tranflated  pborminx  hy  hagpiffs.  But  what  I  would 
chiefly  obferve  from  hence  is  this,  that  at  Sca/iger  ofes  the  word 
Sympathiam  which  fignifies,  and  it^  he  interprets  it,  tommmMem 
AFFECT lONEM  duubus  tibus,  (o  Sbakejpeor  tranflatcs  it  by  af- 
fection; 

Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affectioK. 
'Which  (hews  the  truth  of  the  preceding  emendation  of  the  text 
according  to  the  old  copies ;  which  have  a  full  ftop  at  afftSiok^ 
and  read,  Mafttn  of  paJJ^on, 

5  Why  he  hath  made  the  ewt  b  hat  fir  the  lamb,"]  i.  e.  why  he 
hath  robbM  her  of  her  offipring.  Which,  the  Oxford  Editor 
not  underilanding,  he  hath  alter'd  the  line  thus. 

When  you  beheld  the  enue  bleat  for  the  lamb. 
i,  $,  when  you  bear^ 

You 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


The  Merchant  of  Vnu let.  i6j 

You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  a  noife. 
When  they  are  Netted  with  the  gufts  of  heav'n. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard. 
As  feek  to  foften  that»  (than  which  wha^s  harder!) 
Hi$ytU»/b  heart.    Therefore,  I  do  befeech  you, 
Malce  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means; 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Bajf.  For  thy  three  thouiand  ducats  here  is  fix. 

Sfy.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fix  tboufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  cv*ry  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke.  How  fhalt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rendVin^ 
none  ? 

Sfy>  What  judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  (lave. 
Which,  like  your  alies,  and  your  dogs,  and  mulei. 
You  ufe  in  abjed:  and  in  (lavifli  part, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them*     Shall  I  fay  to  you. 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  nnade  as  fbft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafbn*d  with  fuch  viands ;  you  will  anfwer. 
The  flaves  are  ours.    So  do  I  anfwer  you :. 
The  pound  of  flelh,  which  I  demand  of  him. 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  iu 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law! 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Fenice: 
I  Hand  for  judgment ;  anfwer ;  (hall  I  have  it  ? 

Duki.  Upon  my  pow'r  I  may  difmiis  this  Cour^ 
\5n\t(^Belkrio^  a  learned  Dodo{, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this. 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  lord,  hereftays,  without, 
A  meflienger  with  letters  from  the  Doctor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

M  2  I}uki^ 
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Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  meflehgcr. 

Bajf.  Good  cheer,  Antbofiio ;  what,  man^  courage 
yet: 
T/ie  Jew  fhall  Have  my  fleffc,  blood,  bones,  and  all,' 
Ere  tnou  Ihalt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  weather  of  -the  flocjc, 
Meeteft  for  death :  the  weakeff  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  ground,  and  io  let  me. 
You.  cannot  better  be  employ *d,|  BaJJimio^ 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

S    C    E    N    E      II. 

Enter  Nerifla,  drefs^d  like  a  Ltrwyer^s  Qerk. 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua^  from  BeUariot 

Ner.  From  both,  my  lord :   Bellario  greets  your 
«  Grace.  .. 

Bajf.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  carneftly  ? 

Shy.  To  cut  the  forfeit  from  that  bankrupt  th^re. 

Cra.  *  Nbt  on  thy  (bale,  but  on  thy  Ibul,  harfii 
Jewy 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen;  for  no  metal  ean. 
No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefi 
Of  thy  (harp  envy.     Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee? 

Shy.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  16  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog,. 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accused! 
Thou,almoft  mak'ft  me  wiver  in  my  iaitb^ 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras^ 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men.     Thy  currifli  IpWt 

6  Not  on  tiyjoale^  hut  on  thy  fouU  harjb  Jew,]  This  loft  jin- 
gle Mr.  Tbiobald  found  again ;  but  knew  not  what  to  xn^ke  of  it 
when  he  had  it,  as  appears  by  his  paraph rafe,  Tbo^  thou  ihinkeft 
that  thou  art^  'whetting  thy  knife  on  tht  fqali  of  thy /hoe  ^  jet  it  is 
upon  thy  foulj  thy  immortal  part.  Abfurd !  the  conceit  is,  that 
,1m  ibul  was  fo  hard  that  it  hiad  given  an  edge  to  his  knife. 
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Govern'd  a  wolf,  who,.hang'd  for  human. flaughtcr, , 
Ev'n  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  ifoul  fleet. 
And,  whilft  thou  ky'fl:  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  it  fclf  in  thee :  for  thy  defires' 
Are  wolfilh,  bloody,  ftarv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Shy.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  ofFmy  bond^ 
Thou  but  offend'ft  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Repair  rhywit^  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  cartels  ruin.     I  iland  here  for  law. 
'  Duke.  This  letter  frqm  Bellario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  dodlor  to  our  Court. 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  anfwcr,  whether  you'll  admit  him. 
^Duke.  With  all  my  heart.    Some  three  or  four  of 
you 
Go  give  him  courteous  conduft  to  this  place : 
Mean  time,  the  Court  fhall  hear  Bellamys  letter. 

^OUR  Grace  fiall underftand^  thafy  ai  the  receipt  , 
^»  of  your  letier^  I  am  veryjick:  but  at  the  infiant 
that  your  mejfenger  came^  in  loving  vifitation  'was  with 
me  a  young  Dolfor  of  Rome,  his  Name  w  Balthafar: 
I  acquainted  him  with  the  caufe  in  controveffie  between 
the  Jew  and  Anthonio  the  merchant.  IVe  turned  o^er 
many  books  together:  he  is  furnifhed  with  my  opinion^ 
which,  bettered  with  his  own  learnings  (the  greainefs 
whereof  Lcannot  enough  commend^)  comes  with  hitp  dt 
my  importunity^  to.  fill  up  your  Grace* s  requeji  in  my 
ftead^  IbefeechyoUy  let  his  lack  of  years  be  no  impedi* 
menty  to  let  him  lack  a  reverend  efiimation :  For  I  never 
knew  fo  young  a  body  withfo  old  a  head.  Heave  him  to 
your  gracious  acceptance^  whofe  trial  fhall  better  publtfh 
bis  commendation. 

Enter  Portia,  drefs^d  like  a  Do51or  of  Laws. 

Duke.  You  hear  the  Icarn'd  Bellario^  what  he  writes, 
M  3  Arid 


Y' 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


i66  7%e  Merchant  o/*  V  e  n  i  c  !• 

And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  l>oaor  csomc : 

Give  me  your  hand.     Came  you  from  old  Belkrio  f 

P&r.  I  did,  my  lord. 

Duke.  You're  welcome :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difTerence, 
That  holds  this  prefcnt  queflion  in  the  Court? 

For.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here  ?  and  which  the  Jewf 

Duke.  Jntbonio  and  old  Shylock^  both  ftand  forth. 

Par.  Uyoat  mxntSbylock? 

Shy,  Shylock  is  my  name, 

Por.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow  % 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  fland  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?   [Ta  Anth« 

Jnt.  Ay,  ft)  he  fays. 

Par.  Do  you  confcfe  the  bond  ? 

Ant.  I  do. 

Par.  Then  muft  the^^w  be  mcrcifiil. 

Shy.  On  what  compulfion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

Por.  *  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd  \ 

*  It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heav'n 
«  Upon  the  place  beneath.    It  is  twice  blefs*d  ^ 

«  It  bleifi:th  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
«  *Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft ;  it  beconies 

♦  The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  Crown : 
<  His  icepter  (hews  the  force  of  temporal  powV, 

*  The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefty, 

•  Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings  | 

♦  But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fway, 
^  It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings  % 

*  It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfclf ; 

♦  And  earthly  power  doth  then  Ihew  likeft  God% 

•  When  mercy  fcafons  juftice,'     Therefore,  Jew^ 
Tho*  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this. 

That  in  the  courfe  of  juftice  none  of  us 
Should  fee  falvation.     We  do  pray  for  mercy ; 

And 


Digitized  by, 


Googk 


V%e  Mercians  ^Venice.  167^ 

And  that  &me  pray V  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.     I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  Juftice  of  thy  plea ; 
Which,  if  thou  follow,  this  ftrift  Q>urt  of  Venice 
Muft  needs  give  fentence  *gain(l  the  merchant  there. 

Sby.  My  deeds  upon  my  head !  I  crave  the  law. 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond, 

Fcr.  Is  he  not  able  to  difchargc  the  mony? 

Baffl  Yes,  here  1  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 
Yea,  twice  the  fum  5  if  that  will  not  fufBce, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o*er. 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  will  not  fufEce,  it  muft  appear 
'  That  malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  beieech  you, 
Wrcft  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong; 
And  curb  this  cmel  devil  of  his  will. 

Por.  It  muft  not  be  5  there  is  no  pow'r  in  Venice^ ^ 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftablifhed, 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  mai^  an  error,  by  the  fame  example. 
Will  rufh  into  the  ftate.    It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  comt  to  judgment!  yea,  a  Daniel. 
O  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee! 

Por.  I  pray  you,  let  xnt  look  upon  the  bond. 

Sty.  Here*tis,.moft  revVendDoftor,  here  it  is. 

Por.  Shylock^  there's  thrice  thy  mony  offered  thee, 

Sly.  An  oath,  an  oath, — I  have  an  oath  in  hcav'n, 
ShaU  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

Par.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit; 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flelh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  merchant's  heart.    Be  merciful. 
Take  thrice  thy  mony,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

7  7%0/  malhi  bears  down  truth.}  By  truth  is  here  meant  the 
ifakmable  oSm  of  accommodation  which  had  been  made. 

M  4  Shy. 
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Shy.  When  it.is  paid  according  to  the  tenour. 
It  doth  appear,  you  are  a  worthy  judge  \ 
You  know  the  law ;  your  expofition 
Ha;h  been  mod  found.     I  chafge  you  by  the  ht«r, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pilJar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.     By  my  foul  I  fwear. 
There  \»  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.  ,  I  (lay  here  on  my  bond. 

Ant.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befccch  the  Court 
To  give  tTie  judgment. 

Par.  Why,  then  thus  it  is : 
You  muft  prepare  your  bofoih  for  his  knife. 
^  Shy.  O  nobJe  judge !  O  excellent  young  man ! 

For.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, ' 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

.5%.,  *ris  vqry  ^me.     O  wife  and  upright  jti^fcy' 
fiow  nfnich  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  J 
Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofom. 
Shy.  Avi  hisbreafti 
So  fays  the  bond,  doth  it  not,  nbble  judge  ? 
Ncareft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the. very  words.,     ..•>'• 
Por.  It  is  fo.     Arc  there  fcales,  to  weigh  thtftefh? 
Shy.  1  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Shyhck^  on  your 
charge, 
^  To  flop  his  wounds,  left  he  fhould  bleed  to  dAith. 
Sl:y.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond?   ^ 
Por.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
rTwere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity.. 

Sby.  1  cannot  find  it ;  *tis  not  in  the  bond. 
,   Por.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  tWng  tp'*fa^? 

Ant.  But  little:  I  am  arm*d,  and  well  prepar'd* 
Give  me  your  hand,  Bajfanio^  fare  you  well  1 
Grieve  not,  that  I  am  fall*n  to  this  for  you : 
*'  For  herein  fortune  ihews  herfelf  more  fchitf, 
**  Than  is  her  cuftom.     It  is  ftill  hel*  ufe,  ' 
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"  To  kt  the  wrctchfed  man  out-live  his  wealth, 

^  To  view  with  holtow  eye,  and  wrinkled  broWf 

•'  An  age  of  poverty:'*  From  which.ling'ring  penance 

Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  ftie  cut  me  off. 

Comniend  nie  to  your  honourable  ^\h\ 

Tell  her  the  procds  oiAntbtmo^s  end  \ 

Siy^  how  riov'd  yoli;  fpcak  me  fair  in  death : 

And  whep  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge. 

Whether  Baffanio  had  not  once  a  love. 

Repent  not  you,  that  you  fhall  lofe  your  friend  i 

And  he  repents  not^  that  he  pays  your  debt  % 

For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 

m  pay  it  inflantly  with  al|  my  heart. 

Bajf.  Antbmo^  I  am  married  to  a  wife. 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  Kfe  it  fclf ; 
But  life  it  felf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world. 
Arc  not  with  me  cftcem*d  above  thy  life. 
I  would  loie  all )  ay,  facrifice  theni  all 
Here  ta  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

pGT.  Your  wife  would  givfe  you  little  thanks*  for 
that. 
If  fhe  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  tStt. 

Gra.  I  have  a  wife^  whom,  I  proteft,  I  love; 
I  would,  (he;were  in  heaven,  fb  me  could 
Intreat  Ibme  !Pow*r  to  change  this  currilh  ^ew. 

Ner.  'Tis  well,  you  offer  it  behind  her  back; 
Thewifli  would  mike  eife  an  unquiet  hotife. 

Shy.    T\itk  be  the  chriftian  hilsbands.      Tve;* 
dkughter ; 
•Would,  any  of  the  (lock  oT  Barf  abas 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  chriftian!  \^/lJiie. 
We  trifle  time;  I  prky  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

Por.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  ffefh  tis 
thine. 
The  Court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Moft  rightful  judge! 

-P^r.  And  you  muft  cut  thisflclhfrom  ofFhisbreaft; 

The 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


jyo  Tie  Merchant  of  Venice; 

The  law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it. 

Shy.  Mod  learned  judge!  a  fencence:  come,  pro* 
F»rc. 

Por.  Tarry  a  litde,  there  is  ibmethins  elle. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood ; 
The  words  exprefly  are,  a  pound  of  flcQi. 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh ; 
But,  in  the  cuttinjg  it,  if  thou  doft  (bed 
One  drop  of  chnftian  blood  *,  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice^  confifcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  judge!   mark,  Jew\  O  learned 
judge! 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

For.  Thy  felf  (halt  fee  the  Aft: 
For  as  thou  urgeft  juftice,  be  affur'd. 
Thou  fhalt  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  defir*ft, 

Gra.   O  learned  judge!    mark,  Jew\   a  learned 
judge! 

Shy.  I  tdke  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice^ 
And  let  the  chriftian  go. 

Baff.  Here  is  the  mony. 

Par.  The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice ;  foft!  no  haftes 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  QJcwl  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge? 

Par.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  fle(h  \ 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  leis,  nor  morey 
But  juit  a  pound  of  flefh :  if  thou  tak*ft  more 
*  Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fb  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance» 
On  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple  j  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair. 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate* 

Gra.  A  kcond  Daniel^  2l  Daniel^  Jewt 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

For.  Why  doth  the  J^w  paufe  ?  ukc  the  fbrfciture. 
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Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Baff,  I  have  it  ready  for  thee ;  here  it  is* 

P^r.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  C>urt ; 
He  ihall  have  meerly  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel^  ftill  &y  I ;  a  iecond  Danielf 
I  thank  thee,7^fe;,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

SJby.  Shall  I  not  barely  have  my  principal  ? 

Per.  Thou  (halt  have  nothing  but  the  forftiture. 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it! 
rU  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

Per.  Tarry,  Jew. 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you : 
It  is  enadted  in  the  laws  of  Venice^ 
If  it  be  proy'd  againft  an  alien. 
That  by  diroft,  or  indireft,  attempts 
He  ieeks  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party,  *gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive. 
Shall  ieize  on  half  his  goods ;  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Cdffcr  of  the  ftatc  5 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  *gainft  dl  other  voice : 
In  which  predicament,  1  fay,  thou  ftand'ft. 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding. 
That  indireftly,  and  direftly  too. 
Thou  haft  contrived  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant ;  and  thou  haft  incurred 
•  The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd, 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra.  Beg,  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang 
thy  fclf ; 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ft  ate. 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  j 
Therefore,  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  ftate*s  charge, 

S  Tbi  danger  formerly  by  me  reheari^.^  This  danger  was 
a  judicial  penalty,  which  the  fpeaker  had  jutt  before  recited,  in 
tbe.ver/  terms  zxA  formality  of  the  law  it  felf:  we  Ihould  thcre- 
ibrexead  formally. 
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Bvke.  Tt^t  tbou  may'ft  XtA  tlje  d^'cqiK^Q  of  <;ur 
fpirit, 
I  pardon-thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Jntb(Wfi\  \ 
The  other  half  comes  |;0;the  generjal  flate. 
Which  bumbleoefs  niay  drive. uato  a  fine. 
'  For.  Ay,  for  d^e  flate  j  not  for  4nt)fonio. 

^iy.  ^Nay,  take  my  Jife  and  a)l :  pardon  .not  tIjaL 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
Th$t  doth  fuftain  my  houfc :  you  take  niy  li/e. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  Hive. 

For.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  4ntbfmo  ? 

Gra.  Ahaker^4»#iV5  npthingelfe,  for  God's  fake. 

AnL  So  pleafe  fny  lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  C9urt» 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  haif  of  his  goods, 
]  am  content;  rfo^be  Wjill.kt  me  ha^e 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  [lis  death  unto  the  gentjeman. 
That  lately  ftole  his  daqghter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  fbr^I)is;favQur 
He  preftndy  .become  a  chriftian ; 
The  other,  that  be  do  ^ecpKi  a  Gift 
Here  kl  the  Court,  of;  all  he  dies  pofiefi'd. 
Unto  his  ion  l^mrenzo  and  bis  daughter. 

Duke.  He  fhall  do  this,  pr  die  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that^i  iate  pronounced  here. 

For.  Art  thou  contented,  Jm>J  what  doft  ihoij  %? 

Shy.  I  am  content. 

Pofk  Clerk,  draw  a  Deed  of  gift. 

*Sbj.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  togo  from  jjftacc; 
1  am  not  well;  fend  the  Deed  after  me. 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  dp  it. 

Gra.  In  chrid'mng  thou  fbalt  have  two  godfathers. 
Had  I  been  judge,'  thou  fhould'ft  have  had  ten.  iiy>re. 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

[Exit  Shylock. 
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Bike.  ^Ir,  I  iritreat  jm  home  with  me  to  difmer. 

Por.  I  humbly  do  defirc  your  Grace  of  pardon  5 
I  muft  avi^y  this  night  to  Padua^ 
And  it  is  meet,  I  prefently  fet  forth, 

Duke.  Pm  fdrry,  that  your  leifure  krrc%  you  noc  • 
jlntbomo^  gratify  this  getftleman  ; 
For  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[E:xU  Duke  and  Iris  tram. 

SCENE     III. 

^af.  Moft  worthy  gentleman  1  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties^  in  lieu  whereof. 
Three  ttjoitfand  ducats,  doe  unto  the  Jew:^ 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withat 

J[nt.  And  ftand  indebted,  over  and  above. 
In  love  and  fcrvioe  to  you  evermore. 

Por.  He  is  ^ell  paid,  that  is  weU  fitisFy'M  ; 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfy'd. 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  weM  paid; 
My  miffd  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  agaln^ 
I  wifli  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Baffl  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  fome  rcttiembrance  of  us,  for  a  tribute, 
"Not  ii3  a  fee :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you,  • 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Por.  You  prefe  4iie  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  TU  wear  'em  for  your  fakej. 
And,  for  your  loVe,  I'll  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw,  back  your  hand,  TJl  take  no  more  ;  . 
And  you  ih  love  iTiall  rtbt  deny  me  this. 

Ba^.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas,  it  is  a  trifle; 
I  will  not  Ihartie  my  felf  to  give  you  this.  * 

Per.  I  will  have  nothing  eHe  but  only  this, 
And  noi^,  methinks,  I  Have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baf. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


174  -^^  Merchant  of  Vej^  icn. 

Bajf.  9  There^s  more  depends  on  this,  than  on  the 
value^ 
The  dearcft  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you. 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

Por.  I  fee.  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  ofiers ; 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  nov7,  methinks, 
.You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  fhould  be inlWer'd. 

Bajf,  Good  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv^n  me  by  my  wife. 
And,  when  Ihe  put  it  On,  fhe  made  me  vow^ 
That  1  Ihould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lolc  it. 

Por.  That  'fciife  ferves  many  men  to  favc  their 
giftsi 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  the  ring. 
She  wou'd  not  hold  out  enmity  for  ever. 
For  giving  it  to  me.     Well,  peace  be  with  you  f 

lExU  with  NeriflJ. 

Antb.  My  lord  BaffaniOj  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  his  defervings,  and  my  love  withal. 
Be  valu'd  *gainft  your  wife's  commandemcnt. 

BaJf,  Go,  Graiiano^  run  and  overtake  him,  - 

Give  him  the  ring ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'fty 
Unto  Antbmio^s  houfe :  away,  make  hafte.  [Exit  Gra. 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefendy  5 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmoni  j  come,  Antbonio.  {^ExeujU. 

Re-enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Por.  Enquire  the  Jew'^  houfe  out,  give  him  this 

Deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it;  we'll  away  to  night. 
And  be  a  day  before  our  husbands  home: 
This  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

9  There's  more  defends  on  this,  than  on  tbi  value,}  So  the  dd 
Quarco  tadis,  abd  it  is  right. 

Enter 
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Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'crta'cn : 
My  lord  BaJfamOy  opon  more  advice. 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring,  and  doth  intreat 
your  company  at  dinner.     . 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moft  thankfully. 
And  fo,  I  pray  you,  tell  him;  forthermore^ 
I  pray  you,  (hew  my  Youth  old  Shykck^z  houle. 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring :         [fg  Poc 
Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Por.  Thou  may'ft,  I  warrant.    We  fhall  have  old 
fwcaring. 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men ; 
But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  them  too: 
Away,  ;jriakc  haftc,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Gpme,  good  Sir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  this 
houfe?  \^Exiunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE     I. 

Belmont.     A  Grove,  or  green  Pldce^  before 
Portia'i  Houfe. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeffica* 

LORBNZO. 

THE  moon  (hines  bright:   In  fuch  a  night  as 
this, 
Whcri  the^weet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees. 
And  they  did  make  np  nolle  $  in  fuch  a  night, 
l^toylus^  methinks,  mounted  the  "Irmn  wall ; 

And 
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And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Gtecian  tents. 
Where  Crejftd  lay  that  night. 

Jef.  In  luch  a  nigtit. 
Did  l^bisbe  fearfqliy  o'cr*trip  the  dcTjr; 
And  iav^  the  lion's  (hadow  ere  hioifelfy  . 
And  ran  difmayed  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night,  . 
Stood  Dido  wixh  a  "billow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the.  wild  fea^banks,  and  vav'd  h^r  l9iie. 
To  come  again  tQCatibage. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Medta  ^ther'd  the  enchanted  ^erbs» 
That  did  renew  old  Mfin,. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night. 
Did  7^is  deal  from  the.mealtliy  7^^f 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  frooi  Vmcc^ 
As  far  as  Stkumt. 

jfif.  And  in  iiich  a  night. 
Did  young  Loronza  iwear,  he  lovM  her  well  4 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  ^th,.) 
•And  ne'er  a  true  one.  .     . 

Lor.  And  in  fuch  a  night. 
Did  pretty  Jejicaj  (like  a  litde  Ihrew) 
$lanaer  her  love,  and. he  forgave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  nobody  come: 
But  hark,  I  iiear  the  footing  of  |i  inan. 

Enter  Stephano. 

Lor.  Who  comes  Co  faft,  in  filence  of  the  night? 

Mef.  A  friend. 

Lors  What  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you,  friend? 

Mef.  Stephano  is  my  name,  md  I  bring  word, 
.  Mymifttefs  will  befqre  the  break  of  day .       - . 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  (he  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy^roffes,  where  (he  kneels,  ajad  pray^,. 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor. .  WJho  qomes  with  ,hcr  ? 

Afef. 
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.    Mef.  None,  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid* 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mafter  yet  returned  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  hitn  i 
But  go  we  in^  I  pray  thee,  JeftcUi 
And  ceremonidufiy  iet  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Launccloc 

Laun.  Sda,  fola,  wo  ha,  ho,  fola;  fbia  f 

Lor.  Who  calls? 

Lawi.  Sola  I  did  you  fee  mafter  Lorenzo  and  miftrdjf 
Jjfrehza?  fola,  fbla! 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing^  nian  r  here, 

Laun.  Sola}  where?  where? 

Lor.  Hcre^ 

Lam  Tell  him,'  there's  a  poft  eome  from  my 
mafter,  with  his  horn  full  of  good  news.  My  maftci' 
will  be  here  ere  morning. 

LoK  Sweet  love,  let's  in,  and  there  exped:  thtbf 
coming. 
And  yet  ito  matter:  why  fh'ould  we  go  in? 
My  friend  Stephana^  fignifie^  i  pray  you. 
Within  the  houie^  your  mriftrels  is  at  hand  1 

lEscif  Stephahor. 
And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  air, 
^  How  fweet  the  moon-light  (leeps  upon  this  bank! 
^  Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  mufick 

*  Creep  in  our  ear?;  faft  ftillnefs^  and  rhe  night 

*  Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 

*  Sit,  JeJ^ca :  look,  how  the  floor  of  heav*n 

*  Is  thick  inlay 'd  '  with  patens  of  bright  gold ; 

*  There*s  not  the  fmatlcft  orb,  which  thou  bcbold'ft^ 

*  But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  fings, 

'  Still  quiring  to  th^young-ey'd  cherubims; 

f  with  p  A  f  T  B  RN  s  ^  Srigit  gold  ]  Wc  (hould  read  Pi^r  i  n  s : 
ft  round  broad  plate  of  gold  born  in  h^raldr/ :  the  cover  of  the 
fiiramenta^cAp. 

Voi.  II.  N  •  Such 
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^  *  Such  hasmony  is  in  immortal  founds! 

•  But  whilft  this  muddy  vdhirc  of  decay 

*  Doth  grofly  dofc  us  in,  we  caonot  hear  it.* 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymo  % 
With  fweeteft  touches  pierce  your  miftrefs'  car. 
And  draw  her  home  with  mufick. 

JeL  Vm  never  merry,  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 

[Mufick. 

Lor.  *  The  reafon  is»  your  fpirit$  are  attentive  ^ 
«  For  do  but  pote  a  wild  and  w^^icon  herdy 
'  Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhamUed  colts, 
«  Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighii^kyod; 
«  (Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  ihck  blood) 
*  If  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 
^  Or  any  air  of  mufick  touch  their  ears,. 
^  You  (hall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftaod; 
<  Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  ouxieft  g^ze, 
«  By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick.  Therefore,  tht  Poet 
^  Did  feign  that  Orpbeus  drew  trees,  ftones,   and 

floods; 
^  Since  nought  fo  ftockifh,  hard  and  full  of  rage, 

*  But  mufick  for  the  time  dotb  change  his  nature.  * 
«  '  The  man  that  hathnaraufick  in  hinafdf, 

*  Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 

^  h 

z  Such  harmony  is  in  immorfai  fouls ;]  But  the  harmony  here 
defcribcd  is  that  of  the  fpheres,  (6  nntch  celebrated  by  the  an- 
tients.  He  fays,  iht /ma//tjl  orb  fings  liiiui  an  amgtli  and  theri 
fubjoinSy  fuch  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls :  But  the  harsWMny  of 
angels  is  not  here  meant,  bat  of  the  orbs.  Nor  are  we  to  thiank, 
that  here  the  poet  alludes  to  the  notion,  that  each  orb  has  its 
intelliginee  or  angol  to  diwft  it ;  for  then  wicJi  no  propriety 
could  he  iay»  the  orb  fang  Uh$  an.  angil:  he  &oald  other  fiave 
faid,  the  angel  in  the  orb  fang.  We  muft  therefore  correct  th« 
line  thus; 

Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  founds  : 
i.  i.  in  the  mufick  of  the  fpheres. 

5  The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfetf^ 
Nor  is  not  mo*v*d^ith  concord  of  fiweet  founds^  The  thoug^ht 
here  is^cremely  fine :  As  if  the  being  afie^ed  with»  mofiick  was 

•  *  only 
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«  The  motions  of  his  fyirit  aie  dultast  nighty 

*  And  hrs  afl^ionft  dark  as  Eretus : 

*  Let  no  fuch  man  be  truftcd  —  Mark  the  mufick.* 

Enier  Poctia^  ami  Nerii£u 

i%f .  Th«  light  wc  fee,  is  buraing  in  my  halF: 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  flufies  a  good  deed  kvar  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moon  fhone,  we  did  not  fee  thr 

candle. 
Par.  So  doth  Ae  greater  glory  dim  the  fcfii 
A  fubftitute  Ihines  brightly  as.  a  King, 
Until  a  King  be  by  1  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  it  ftlf^  as  doth  an  inknd  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters*    Mu(!cfc,  hark!     [Mufid.. 
Her.  It  is  the  mufick,  Madam,  of  yoar  houft^ 
PW,  Notbkig'  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refpcdl : 
Metbifiks,  ic  feunds  much  fweeter  than  by  day« 
Ner.  SiJcfWc  beftows  the  virtue  on  it,  Mad^m. 
Pmr^  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark^ 
When  neither  is  attended ;  and,  I  thinks 
The  nightingale,  if  fte  fliould  fing  by  day^ 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
Na  bettei  a  mufician  than  the  wren« 
How  many  things  by  ieaibn  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfeftion?  ' 

Peace !  how  the  moon^  fleeps  with  EmUrmon^ 
And  would  no«  be  awaked  \  [Mujick  ceafei. 

only  the  ^annonf  betWMD  the  iMHtmal^frm/M  ih  i&i«/^^]  aod 
the  externa/  tnufick  \concsmd  ^^eMi  fi^mit  {)t  whiek  were  mai» 
tually  affected  like  unUbn  ftriag?.  Thi&  whole  fpeeeh  coaRnot 
chuie  bat  pleafe  an  ^/i^/^  audience,  whoOe  great  pafHon,  as.  well 
then  Zkr  now,  wa»  hvi  ef  fkufitk.  yam  tferi  <vidtn  naturaa  (fays 
Era/mus  in  praife  of  Folly)  utjingulis  nationibui%  acfewe  ci'vu 
tatihus^  cemmunem  qitandam  inftnjiffe  ?hila»iuemi  dt%ue  kini 
fart,  «/  BRIT  ANN  I  ft^ter  mlia,  Fermam,  MU$t>CAM»  6f  lau" 
tas  Men/as  frefrit  Jibi  n/indicent. 

^  N  a  Lar. 
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lor.  That  is  the  voice. 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  of  Portut. 

Per.  He  knows  me,  as  the  blind  man  knows  the 
-  cuckow. 
By  the  bad  voice. 

l/nr.  Dear  lady,  vekx)me  home. 

Pot.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  hosbud't 
healths^ 
Which  fpeed,  we  hop^  the  better  for  our  words. 
Arc  they  returned  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  meflenger  befbr^ 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

Por.  Go,  Nerifa^ 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,.  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abient  hence  y 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo  \  Jeffica^  nor  you. 

[A  Tuckei  fiunis. 

Lmr.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet  r 
We  are  no  cell-tales.  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Par.  This  night,  mechinks,  is  but  the  day-light 
iick; 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  *tis  a  day. 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 

Enter  Bafianio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their 
followers. 

Baff.  We  fhould  hold  day  with  ihit /htipodes^ 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fun. 

Por.  Let  me  give  light,  butlet  me  not  be  lights 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband  ^ 
And  never  be  Baffdnk  fo  from  me; 
But  God  fort  alt!  you're  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

Bajj.  I  thank  you.  Madam :  ^ve  wdrome  to  my 
friend  J 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Antbomaj 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 
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Par.  You  (hould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to 
himj 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
jlnth.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
Ppr.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe;      - 
It  muft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon,  I  fwear,  you  do  me  wrong;    . 
In  faith,  1  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk,      [fto  Neriffii. 
Would  he  were  gck  that  had  it,  for  my  parr, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 
P^r.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already !  what's  the  matter? 
Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring. 
That  fhe  did  give  me,  whofe  poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife  \  Ltrue  me^  and  leave  me  noi.  • 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  poefie^  or  the  value? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  -did  give  it  you. 
That  you  would  wear  it  'tiH  your  hottr  of  death. 
And  that  it  flioukl  Ij^  with  you  in  your  grave : 
Tho'  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths,       ' 
You  flaould  have  been  refpedUve,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  clerk !  but  well  I  know,  * 

The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face,  that  had  it. 
Gra.  Ht  will,  an'  if  \t  live  to  be  a  man. 
Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 
Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  than  thy  fetf,  the  Judge's  cfcrkj 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee: 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Par.  Yoii  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you,' 
To  part  fb  fliglidy  with  your  wife*s  firft  gift ; 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger. 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefli. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  iti  and  here  he  ftands,  ' 

N  3  I<lar» 
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I  dare  be  fwora  for  him,  he  woukiaot  leave  it. 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  inafters.    Now,  in  £iith,  CratioiM^ 
You  giv^  yoiir  wife  too  unkind  a  cau(e  of  grief; 
An  ;  twer«  to  me»  I  (hould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why»  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  leftliand  ofi^ 
And  fwear,  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it.  {/ifode. 

Gra.  My  lord  Baffams  gave  his  ring  aw^ 
^nto  the  Judg^.that  begg'd  it,  and,  indeed, 
Pefcrv'd  it  too  j  and  thcsn  the  boy,  his  clerk. 
That  took  iome  pains  in  writiqg.  He  begg'd  mine^ 
And  nfiUher  man,  nor  mailer,  woukl  take  aught 
But  the  two  riqg^ 

Per.  What  rii^ gave  you,  my  lord? 
^ot  that,  I  hope,  which  jrou  received  of  me. 

Bajf.  HI  coi^d  add  a  He  uoto  a  fault, 
JmKild  deny  it;  but  you  fee  ray  finger 
Hath  not  }Jie  ring  upon  JK,  it  is  gone. 

Por.  Eiredfe  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  tt:iMb« 
By  heaven,  I  mW  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  ice  tHe  rkig. 

iVar.  Nor  I  in  yours, 
'Till  I  agsiin  fee  tfiinc 
.  Buf.  Stm^t  Pmh^ 

Jf  you  did  know  to  whom  I  g^^^  the  rln^ . 
If  you  did  knQw  for  whom  I  g^ve  the  ring, 
Aod  would  ixxiceive  for  what  I  gave  the  rxf^. 
And  how  unwiUie^y  I  left  the  ring. 
When  ncught  would  be  aoeepced  bat  the  rii|g. 
You  would  abat€!  tiie  Areogth  of  your  diipleatiire. 
Por.  If  you  bad  koown  the  virtue  of  riite  rin^ 
^pr  h»lf  ,4)er  Wordunds  th^  gave  the  ring. 
Or  your-own  honour  to  retaki  the  rio^ 
You  wouU  wQf,  t^ti  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  tbere  ^  nHidi  tmirafonalie. 
If  yoa.had  pjeas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  aea],.  wanted  the  nopdefty 


To 
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To  urge  the  thing  liekl  «s  a  ceremony  i 

Nerijfa  ceaches  me  wbatiQ  believe; 

rjl  die  for't,  but  ibme  woman  had  the  ring. 

Baff.  No,  by  miae  honour.  Madam,  by  my  iixX^ 
No  woDQan  bad  it,  but  a  Civil  Dodtor, 
Who  did  refufe  three  thouiaixl  ducats  of  me, 
And  begg'd  the  ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him» 
And  fufFer'd  him  to  gp  di^leas'd  away; 
Ev*n  he,  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 
Of  niy  dear  frleiid.    What  fbould  I  lay,  fweet  Udy  ? 
I  was  enforced  to  iend  it  after  him ; 
I  was  befet  with  ihame  and  courtefie ; 
My  honour  would  not  kt  ingratitude.  ,  .  .     . 

So  much  b^isear  k.    Pardon  me,  good  lady. 
And  by  thefe  bielfid  candles  of  the  night, 
Htel  you  been  i^icre,  I  diink,  you  would  have  begg*d 
The  ring  of  me  f o  give  the  worthy  Do6lx)r. 

Por.  Let  not  that  Doctor  e'er  come  near  my  houfe, 
Since  he  hath  goC  the  jewel  that  I  ]ov*d. 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you ; 
Pll  not  deny  him  any  d^iog  I  have. 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband's  bed ; 
Know  him  I  fhall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  ifot  a  night  frcxn  home;  watch  me,  like  Argus: 
If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alcuse, 
Ndw,  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
Pll  have  that  Do&or  for  my  bedfdlow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  clerk;  therefore  be  well  advised,  ' 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  prote&ion* 

Gra.  Well,  do  youfo;  kt  me  not  take  him  then; 
For  if  I  do,  Pll  mar  the  younp  clerk's  pen, 

jhu.  I  am  th'  unhappy  fiibjed  of  tbefe  quarrek 

For.  Sir,  grieve  not  you ;  you  arc  welcome,  not- 
withftanding. 

Bajf.  Portia^  tor^ve  me  this  enforced  wrong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  tbefe  nuny  friends, 

N  4     .  1  fwear 
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I  fwear  to  thcc,  ev*n  by  thine  pym  ^r  eyes. 

Wherein  I  fee  myfelf  ■ 

Par.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  njint;  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf ; 
In  each  eye,  one ;  fwear  by  your  double  fclf. 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit  I  - 

JSaff.  JiJay,  but '.hear  me ; 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
1  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 
^    Jnt.  I  onqc  did  lend  my  body  for  his  weal  i 
Which  but  for  him,  that  had  your  husband's  ring, 

[fi?  Portia. 
|iad  quite  mifcarryfd.    I  dare  be  bound  again^ 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  adviiedly* 

Par.  Then  you  (hall  be  bis  furetyj  give  him  this. 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 
,'   J[»f.  Here,  lord  Bajpma^  fwear  to  keep  this  ring. 

Bajf.  By  hcav?n,  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Dofto^. 

Por.  I  had  i(  of  him :  pardon  mt^  Bajfonh  ^ 
For  by  fhis  ring  the  Do£^or  lay  with  me. 

tier.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Graiian^^ 
for  that  &me  fcrubbed  boy,  the  Dodor'^clerfc, 
In  lieuof  this,  laft  night  did  lye  with  me. 
•     Gra.  Why,  this  is'-like  the  nicnding  of  high-ways 
In  dimmer,  where  the  ways  aie  fair  enough :  > 
What!  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  dcferv^  it? 

Per.  Speak  not  To  grofslyj  you  are  all  ama^^^d  ; 
Here  is  a  letter^  read  it  at  your  leifurc ; 
it  comes  from  PaJua^  from  Beikria: 
,  There  you  (hall  find,  that  PorPin  was  the  Dodor  i 
Neri£a  there,  her  clerk.     Lorenzo^  here, 
'  Shall  witnels  I  fet  forth  as  (bon  as  you. 
And  even  but  now  returnW  :.  I  have  not  yet 
pnter'd  my  houfe.     Anth&nio^  you  are  welcome; 
j^nd  I  have  better' news  in  (lore  for  you, 
'^"^     •/■  •■  ^    •       '^  •     *    .,  .  ■      ...       Th^ 
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Than  you  expeft ;  unfeal  this  letter  fbon. 
There  you  ihdl  find,  three  of  your  Argofiei 
Are  richly  come  to  Harbour  fuddenly. 
you  fhaU  not  know  by  what  ftrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  letter. 

Jnt.  I  am  dumb. 

Baf.  Were  you  the  Doftor,  and  I  knew  you  not? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clerk,   that  is  to  make  me 
cuckold  i 

Ner.  Ay 9  but  the  clerk,  that  never  means  to  do  it,  ^ 
ynleis  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Baf.  Sweet  Do&or,  you  fhall  be  my  bedfellow  1 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lye  with  my  wife. 

yht.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  giv'n  me  life  zni  livings 
For  here  I  read  for  certain^  that  my  (hips 
Are  ikfely  conie  po  rMc|- 

Ppr.  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 
My  clerk  hath  fonie  good  comforts  too  fcN*  you. 

Ner.  Ay^  and  Til  give  them  him  without  a  fee; 
There  do  1  give  to  you  and  Jeffica^ 
From  the  rich  Jew^  a  fpecial  Deed  of  Gift, 
After  his  de^fh,  of  all  he  dies  po0els'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  ladies,  t  you  drop  Manna  in  the  waj 
Pf  ftarved  people. 

Por.  It  is  almoit  morning, 
And  yet,  I'm  fure,  you  are  not  iktisfy*d 
pf  thefe  events  at  flill.    Let  us  go  in. 
And  charge  us  there  upon  interrogatories. 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfiiUy, 

Gra.  Lee  it  be  fb :  the  firft  interr'^toryi 
That  niy  Neriffa  i)iall  be  (worn  on,  is| 

4  "—•^you  drop  Manna  i^  fhi  *»*)' 

Of  ftamjed pi9pli.\  Sbakefiiar  is  not  inore  txtSi  in  sny  thing, 
than  in  adapting  his  images  with  propriety  to  his  fpeakers;  of 
which  he  has  here  given  an  inftance  iq  making  the  yoong  Jiwifs 
call  good  fortane^  Manns. 

Whether 
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Whether  'cilltiie  naa  night  Ac  had  rather  ftay. 
Or  go  toabed  now,  being  tnio  hours  tn  dajr. 
But  were  the  day  oosfie,  f  GowMl  wifli  it  dark, 
'Till  I  wrnxoochifig  with  the  i^oftoP^  derk.    . 
Well,  while  I  live,  V\\  fear  notnhtr  chiog 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  iVi?r/^*s  xifig.         .  . 

{Exeunt  emus. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse^ 


^  FERDINAND,  King  of  Navarre. 

T  ^«  J.,.:it-   ?  ^^^^  Lords,  attending  upon  the  j^ng  in 

LongaviUc,  C      ^.^  retir^nf.    ^  '  ^ 

Dumain,      3 

Boyet,  7  L^r^,  atten£ng  upon  the  Princefs  of 

!4acard,       3      France. 

Von  Adriano  de  Armado,  afantaftual  Spaniarc|. 

Nathaniel,  a  Curate, 

Dull,  a  Conflable. 

Holofernes,  a  Scboolmqfter. 

Coftard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  ^age  to  Don  Adriano  de  Armado^ 

J  Forefter. 


Princefs  of  France. 

RolalinCy     1 

Mai^,         i  Ladies^  attending  on  the  Princeft. 

Catharine,    J 

Jaquenetta,  a  Country  Wench. 

Officers^  and  others^  Attendants  upon  the  King  and 
Princefs. 

SCENE,  the  King  of  Navarre'^  Palace^  and 
the  Qountry  near  it. 
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AGTL      SCENE L 

ne  PALACE. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain. 

King. 

[ET  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their fiveSj 
Live  rcgiftrcd  upon  our  brazen  tombs ; 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death : 
When,  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring 
time, 

Th*  endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy 

That  honour  which  fhall  'bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge ; 

And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  brave  Conquerors  \  for  fo  you  are. 

That  war  againft  your  own  AfFeftions, 

And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires  5 

Our  late  edict  fliall  ftrofagly  ftand  in  force. 

Nan^arre  fhall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world  j 

Our  Court  fhall  be  a  little  academy. 

Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 

You  three,  Biron^  Dumain^  and  Longaville^ 

Have 
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Have  fwom  ferthfce  years'  term  to  fire  with  tot^ 
M]rfetIow  Scholars;  WhA  to  keep  tfaofe Statutes, 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fthedule  here. 
Tour  oaths  are  paft,  and  cow  fobfcrtbe  your  names : 
That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  dsrnn^ 
That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein: 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fworn  to  do, 
SubTcribe  to  your  deep  oijchsx  and  keq)  them  toa^ 
.  I^»  I  am  re&Lr^$  'tisliuia>ahree  ytarsfaft: 
The  mind  fhall  banquet  tho'  the  body  pfaiei 
Ihx  paunchesiuve  lean  patesi  and  dainty  bki 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits. 

DumL  My  loving  lord^  Bimmn  is  mortify^d : 
The  grofler  manner  of  thele  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grois  world's  ba&r  flaves : 
To  love,  toweakh,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die; 
With  all  thele  living  in  philofophy. 

jftirofl.  I  can  but  &y  their  proteftation  over. 
So  much  (dear  liege)  I  have  already  fworn. 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years : 
But  there  are  other  ftrid  obfervances  \ 
As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term» 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food. 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide ; 
The  which,  I  hope»  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  deep  but  three  hoars  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ^ 
(When  I  was.  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night,  too  of  half  the  day ;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  theie  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep; 
Not  to  fee  ladies^  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 
King.  Your  Oath  is  pals'd  to  pafs  away  from  thcfc. 
Biron.  Let  me  fay,  no,  my  liegs,  an'  iif  you  pleafci 
I  only  fworc  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace,^ 
And-ftay  here  in  your  Court  for  three  years*  Ipacc. 
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Yen  fworem  t&aU  Bim^  and  ip  tfaeteft. 
Birott.  By  yea.aiidnaV|  Sir,  tt»il  fworeiivjeft 
What  is  tbe  end  of  flndf  ?  kc  me  knotr^ 
JSng.  Why,  dut  Uk  knaw,  which,  eife  we  fliauld 

not  know. 
Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  fitnn 

common  jfenfe. 
Kng.  Ay^  that  is  ftudy^  god Jike  recfttnpeoce. 
BitinL  GooM  oa  the%  i  vuUfwear  toAudy  %^ 
To  know  the  thii%  I  am  forbid  fio  know  $        '. 
As  thus ;  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine^ 
When  \  to  (a)  fcaftexptcflyam  forbidt 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  (bme  miftrels  fine. 

When  miftreiies  from  common  fenfe  are  hid: 
Or,  having  fworn  too  hasd-a^keeping  oatb^ 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troths 
If  ftudy's  gain  be  dsiis,  and  this  be  fo,  ^ 

Study  knows  that»  wluch  yet  it  doth  not  know:     .  S 
Swear  me  to  this»  and  I  wiU  ne'er  fty^  noi  J 

lOng.  Thefe  be  the  ftops,  that  hinder  ftudy  qaite ; 
And  train  our  Intdkfts  to  vain  delight. 

Bitm.  Why,  all  delights  are  vain ;  but  that  mod  vain^ 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  paia; 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  feek  the  light  of  troth  %  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  eyc-fight  of  his  look : 

Light,  feeking  lights  doth  light  of  light  beguile  \ 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknels  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazUng  fo,  chat  eye  fhall  be  his.  heed. 

And  give  him  %ht,  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  Hcavn's  glorious  Sun, 

That  will  not  be  deeplearch'd  with  fawcy  looks; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won,  ^ 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books, 
t  W  ^^^/  Mr.  n(Qbald^y\x\i.fafi  ] 

Thefc 
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Thde  earthly  god£tthers  of  hesMn's  lights^ 
That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar. 

Have  no  more  profit  of  their  ihining  nights. 
Than  thofe  that  walk  and  wot  not  wluit  they  are^ 

«c  >  Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought :  but 

feign; 
^  And  every  god&ther  can  give  a  name.*' 
JC^.  How  well  he's  nod,  to  reaibn  againft  reading! 
Dum.  P]t>ceeded  well,  to  ftop  all  goal  proceeding. 
iMg.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  ftill  let's  grow  thA 

weeding. 
Birm.  The  fpring  is  near,  when  green  geefe  are  a 

breeding. 
JDum.  How  follows  that? 
Birm.  Fit  in  his  place  and  timCi 
Dum.  In  reaibn  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  rbime.- 
Lfn^:  BiroH  is  like  an  envious  fn<;aping  fro(^. 
That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 

I  7^  much  to  know,  is  to  knovf  nought  but  fame; 

Jnd  ivery  Go^mtbtr  can  givi  m  name  J**}, Th9  firft  line  h 
this  readiAe  is  abfurd  and  impertinent.  There  are  two  ways  of 
fetting  it  right.     The  firft  is  to  read  it  thus, 

?oo  much  to  inowt  is  to  knovo  nought  but  s^H  Aiuf  B ; 
This  makes  a  fine  fenfe,  and  alludes  to  Adam*%  Fall,  which  casift 
from  the  inordinate  jMiifion  of  knowing  too  ihach.    The  other 
way  is  to  ready  and  point  it  thus» 

foo  much  to  know,  is  to  knoiv  nought:  butTEiGv,  i.  e.  fi 
fiign.  As  much  as  to  fay,  the  affe^ng  to  know  too  much  is  the 
way  to  know  nothing.  The  fenie,  in  both  thefe  readings,  is 
equally  good:  But  with  this  difference ;  If  we  read  the  firft  way, 
the  following  line  is  impertinent ;  and  to  fave  the  correction  we 
muft  judge  it  fpurious.  If  we  read  it  the  fecond  way,  then  the 
following  line  compleats  the  fenfe.  Confequently  the  corredion 
of /r/Vff  is  to  be  praerred.  To  know  too  much  (fays  the  fpeakerj 
is  to  know  nothing ;  it  is  only  feigning  to  know  what  njue  do  not : 
giving nsim^ /or  things  ^without  knowing  their  natures;  ivhichit 
fiilfe  know/edge :  And  this  was  the  peculiar  defefl  of  the  Pieripate- 
tic  Philofophy  then  in  vogue.  I'hefe  philofophers,  the  poet, 
with  the  higheft  humour  and  good  fenfe,  calls  xht  Godfathers  ^ 
Nature,  who  could  only  ^ive  Uiings  a  name,  but  had  no  manner 
of  actjuaintance  with  their  eflences, 

Biron. 
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hirm.  Well ;  fiqr,  I  ami  why  fhould  proud  funi* 
mef  bbaft. 

Before  the  bi|:ds  have  any  cauie  to  fing  ? 
iV'hy  fhouid  t  joy  in  an  abortive  birjh? 
At  Obrifimas  t  lio  more  defire  a  rofe» 
Than  wifli  a  fnpw.in  Mqy*s  new-fangled  ihows! 
But  like  of  each  thin^  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  iludy  now  it  is  too  late^ 
Climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  lit  you  out — Go  home,  Bir^:  Adieu! 

Bircm.  No,  my  good  lord,  Tve  fworn  to  ftay  with 
you.  •        ^  * 

And  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more. 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  ypa  can  ^y  i    .    -. 
Yet  confident  Til  keep. what  I  have  fwore^ 

And  *bide  the  peiiance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  papei*,  tet  me  read  the  fame ; 
And  to  the  ftritt'ft  decrees  Til  write  my. ngjne. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  refoies  t^  from^ 
fliamel  ,  .       ^ 

iiron.  Itern^  That  no  woman  Ihall  coqne  within*! 
mile  of  my  Courts  [readings 

Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Voxxt  days  ago* 

Biron,  LeVs  fee  the  penalty^ 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  tongue:—-^    .        [ftdding^ 
Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  t 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  p^ 
nalty^ 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  againft  gentility !  . 

Itewy  [reading.]  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  With  a 
woman  within  ttre  term  of  three  Years,  he  (hall  len- 
dure  fucb  publick  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  can 
poffibly  devife. 
.   Vol.  II.  O  This 
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This  artidc,  my  liege,  your  (Mf  muft  break  \ 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embafiy 
The  French  King's  daughter  with  your  felf  to  Ipeak^ 

A  maid  of  grace  and  complcat  majefty. 
About  Surrender  up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-rid  father  r 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  Princcfi  hither. 

JCfVjf .  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite 
'  foi^t. 

-    Btfon.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  ov«"lhot ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  (hould : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 
*Tis  won,  as  towns  with  Fire;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  filttfti  of  force,  difpenfii  with  this  decree, 
0he  muft  lye  here  on  mere  necdfity. 

*  Biran.  Neceflity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

.    l*hree  thou&nd  times  within  this  three  years* 
i  (pace: 

For  every  man  with  his  aflfefts  is  born : 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace^ 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fliall  fpeak  for  met 
I  am  forfworn  on  meer  njeceflSty. 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

A&d  he,  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree. 
Stands  in  Attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggcftions  are^  to  others,  as  to  me  \ 
But,  I  believe,  although  I  fcem  fo  loth, 
i  ani  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted? 
King.  Ay,  that  there  is ;  our  Court,  you  know^  is 

*  -      haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain^ 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  faftiion  planted. 
That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  bis  brain : 

*«  Onp, 
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^<  One,  whom  the  muficlc  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

*^  Doth  ravi(b«  like  inchanting  harmony : 
*^  *  A  onan  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

**  Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
*«  This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 

*^  For  interim^  our  Studies,  fhSl  relate 
^  '  In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight 

**  From  tawny  ^^,  loft  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  yOQ  ctelight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I  ^  ^ 
But,  I  proteft,  I  lovcto  hear  him  lie ;  % 

And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minflrdfie.  ) 

1  ^M'man  of  eomplemeitts^  tvhm  right  and  nvnng 

Have  thfi/e  as  umfin  of  ihnr  muHftf.']  M  vtty  bad  a  Plajr 
as  this  35,  it  was  certainly  $bak0iar%  at  appears  oy  nuny  fine 
maftor^ftrokes  fcattered  .  up  and  down.  An  exceffive  complai- 
£uice  is  here  admirably  painted,  in  the  perfon  of  one  who  was 
willing  to  make  even  riglft  and  wrong  friends :  and  to  perfaade 
|)ie  one  to  Mcede  from  the  ^ocaftomoi  ftabbdrnneis  of  her  na- 
ture, and  wink  at  the  libmia  of  her  oppofite»  rather  than  l^e 
woald  incur  the  impntation  of  ill-breeding  in  -keeping  up  the 
qtiarrel.  And  as  oar  author,  and  John/on  his  contemporary, 
are»  confefledly,  the  two  greateft  writers  in  the  Drama  that  our 
nation  could  ever  boafl  of»  this  may  be  no  improper  occaiioii  io 
.take  notice  of  one  material  diffsr^nce  between  SbahJ^uur^  woril 
plays,  and  the  other's.  Our  author  owed  all  to  his  prodigious 
natund  genius ;  and  Johnfon  moil  to  his  acquired  parts  and  learn- 
ine.  This,  if  attended  to,  will  explain  the  difference  we  fpeak 
dfT  Which  is  this,  that,  in  JobnfoiCi  bad  pieces,  we  do  not  dif* 
cover  the  ieaft  traces  of  the  author  of  the  Fox  and  AJcbemifi  %  but, 
in  the  wikieft  and  moil  extravag^t  notes  of  Shake/fear^  you  every 
now  and  then  encounter  drains  that  recognize  their  divine  com- 
poftr.  And  the  reafon  is  this,  that  Johnfon  owing  his  chief  ex- 
cellence  to  art,  by  which  he  fometimes  ftrain'd  himfdf  to  an  un- 
common pitch,  when  he  unbent  himfelf,  had  nothing  to  fupporc 
him  J  but  fHl  below  all  likenefs  of  himfelf:  while  Shake/pear,  in- 
debted more  largely  to  nature  than  the  other  to  his  acquired 
talents,  could  never,  in  his  moft  negligent  hours,  fo  totally  diveft 
himfelf  of  his  Genius  but  that  it  would  frequently  break  out  with 
amazing  force  and  fplendour. 

3  In  kigb-b»m  n»ord$  thi  W9rfb  ofmanf  a  Knighi 
From  tawny  Spain,  ioft  in  the  world* s  debati7\  i.e.  hefhall 
relate'  to  us  the  celebrated  ftories  recorded  in  the  old  romances, 
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Siron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight,    ' 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fafliion*s  own  Knight. 

Long.  Coftard  the  Twain,  and  he,  (hall  be  our  (port  t 
And,  lb  to  ftudy,  three  years  are  but  fhort.    ' 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Dull  and  Coftard  mtb  a  Utter. 

"  Dull.  Which  is  the  King's  own  perfon? 

Biron.  This^fdlow,  what  would'ft?    . 

Bull.  I  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am 
his  Grace's  Tharborough:  but  I  would  fee  his  own 
•perfon  in  fleih  and  blood. 
•     J/r^ir.  This  is  be. 

Dull.  Signior  ^r«^,—--^nw^— commends  you. 
There's  villany  abroad ;  this  letter  will  cell  you  more. 

Ofi.  Sir,  cne  Contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Jrmado. 

Biron.  How  low  ibever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God 
for  high  words. 

Long,  k  high  hope  for  a  low  (aj  having)  God 
grant  us  patience! 

Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly.  Sir,  to  laugh  moderately, 
or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  Sir,  be  it  as  the  Stile  (hall  give  us 
caufe  to  climb  in  the  merrinels. 

Coft.  The  matter  is  to  me.  Sir,  as  concerning  Jo- 
menetta. 

The 

and  in  their  very  ftilc.  Why  he  fays  from  tawny  Spain  is,  bc- 
caufe  thefe  romances  being  of  Spanifi  oxmxa\^  the  Heroes  and  the 
Scene  were  generally  of  that  country,  why  he  iays,  loft  in  the 
vAJorWs  dthati  is,  becaufe  the  fabje^t  of  thofe  romances  were  the 
.  crufades  of  the  European  Chriftians  againft  the  Saracens  of  Jfia  and 
Jfriea,    So  that  we  fee  kei«  is  meaning  in  the  words. 

*    *(a)   [  Mr.  Tbeotald,  having.'-^Y\x\g.biavin.  J 
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The  manner  of  it  i%  I  was  ^  takw  in  the  nunner.    , 

Birm.  In  what  manner  ? 

Qfi.  In  manner  and  form,  folio  wing, ^Ir^  all  thofe 
three.  \  was  {(^n  with  her  in  the  Manor- houfe,  (it-, 
ting  with  her  upon  the  Form,  and  taken  following 
her  into  the  Parle  \  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner 
and  form  following.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  manner :  it 
is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  &  for  the 
form,  in  fome  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following.  Sir? 

Cofi.  As  it  (ball  follow  m  my  correflkm;  and  God 
defend  the  right ! 

King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 

BirM.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Ofi.  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
the  flelh. 

King  mds.r^  R  EA  t  depufy^  the  weUdffs  vice-gerent^ 
^J^  and/ok  dominaforofNayatre^  my/oul*s 
earth* s  God^  and  ho^ sfojiring  fair on^'^-^""^^ 

Cofi.  Not  a  word  of  Gj^tfr^  yet. 

KinZn  SoUis^ 


Cqft.  It  may  b?  fo;  but  if  lie  (ay  it  is  (b,  he  is,  in 
telling  true,  (a)  but  fof  (b. 

King.  Peace— 

Coft.  Be  to  me,  and,  every  man  that  dares  not  fight! 

King.  No  words  ■  ^ 

Cdft.  Of  ofher  men's  fecrets,  I  be(eech  you. 

King.  So  it  is^  Befteged  with  fable-coloured  melancho* 
^,  /  Sd  commend  the  bkck  oppr^g  humour  to  the  moft' 
wbolefome pbyftck  of  thy  health* givmg  airi  and  as  lam. 

4  taken  with  iie  manner, 2  The  following  queflion  ariiing' 
from  thefc  words  fhcws  wc  fhould  read — taien  i  n  fife  manner^ 
And  this  was  thephraie  in  ufe  to  £gnify,  taken  in  the  fad.  Sa 
Dr.  Dfnne  in  his  letters,  But  if  I  melt  into  melancbofy  while  I 
*ivrite,  Ifljall  he  taken  in  the  ihanner;  and  I  fit  hy  one,  too  ten- 
der  ta  the/e  imfrejpons. 

[  (a)  hut/o,  >.]  A  quibble  reftored  by  the  Oxford  Editor.r^^ 
Vttig.  butfi.  ]  .      . 

O  3  agen- 
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a  gSntleman^  hefd^k  my  filf  /^  wdk :  7 be  Hmey  Vfbm  # 
about  tbejixtb  boufj  wben  besifts  mofi  grazSj  birds  hefi 
petky  and  men  fit  down  /«  tbait  nour^bment  wbkh  is 
caM^d  /upper:  fo  much  for  tbt  time^  wben.  New  far 
tbe  ground^  wbicb  :  wbieb^  I  mean^  Iwalkt  upon ;  i$  is 
ycleped^  thy  park.  Tbenfor  ibe  place  j  wbere\  wbere^  I 
mean^  I  did  encounter  tbai  obfcene  and  moft  prepqfi&r&us 
events  tbat  drawetb  from  wrf  fiunv^wbite  pen  tbe  eban^ 
coloured  ink^  wbicb  bere  tbou  viewe/fy  bebolde/lj  furvey* 
efij  orfeeft.  But  to  tbe  place  ^  where ;  ItftandHb  north- 
nortb-eqfi  and  by  eaftfram  tbe  wefi  comer  of  tby  curious* 
knotted  garden.  Tbere  did  I  fee  tbat  low-Jpiritedfivain^ 
tbat  bafe  minow  of  tby  mirtb^  {Coft.  Me  ?)  tbat  unkt- 
ter'*d  fmaWknowing  fouly  (C^.  Me?)  tbat Jhaffow  vaf 
fah  (Co/i.  Still  mc?)  wbicb^  as  I  remember,  bigbt 
Coftard ;  (Coft,  O  mc ! )  forted  and  conforted^  contrary 
to  tby  efiabl^bed  proclaimed  ed0  and  continent  canon, 
witby  with^^-'-^Owitby'-^-^but  with  this  Ipaffiom  to 
fay  wberewitb : 

Coft.  With  a  wench. 

King,  ffitb  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  fe^ 
maloi  or  for  tby  more  underfianding,  a  woman  ^  him, 
J  (as  my  ever-efteenfd  duty  pricks  me  on)  have  fent  to 
thee,  to  receive  tbe  need  of  punifbmmt,  by  tby  fweet 
Grace* s  officer,  Anthony  Dull,  a  man  of  good  repute^ 
iarriage,  bearing  and  eftimation. 

jyull.  Mc,  an't  (hall  pleafe  you:  I  2m  ArUbony 
Dull. 

King.  For  J^ucntttz,  (fo  is  tbe  weaker  veJ/elcaB^d) 
which  J  apprehended  with  the  aforefaid  fwain,  I  keep 
her  as  a  vaffal  of  thy  law* s  fury,  andfhall  at  tbe  k^ 
qf  tby  fweet  notice  bring  her  to  tryal.  Thine  in  all 
complements  of  devoted  and  beart-bumis^  beat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  (b  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the 
bed  tbat  ever  I  heard. 

King. 
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Km.  Ays  the  bed  for  the  word.  But,  firrah, 
what  Aiy  you  to  this? 

Cqft.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Cofi.  I  do  confels  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  lit* 
tie  of  the  marking  of  it. 

.  King.  It  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprifonment  xq 
be  tal^n  with  a  wench. 

Cofi.  I  was  taken  with  none.  Sir,  I  was  taken  with 
;a  damofeh 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel. 

Coft.  This  was  no  damofel  neither.  Sir,  ihe  was  a 
virgin. 

Kit^.  It  is  (o  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaimed 
.virgin. 

Coji.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  :  I  was  taken 
with  a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn.  Sir. 

Cqft.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn.  Sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  proDOunce  fentence  %  you  Ihall  fad 
a  weelc  with  bran  aiKl  water. 

Coft.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
jporridge. 

King.  And  Dm  Armado  (hall  be  your  keeper.   Nfy 
lord  hiron^  fee  him  delivered  o'er. 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  pra&ice  tha^ 

Which  each  to  other  hath.fo  ftrongly  fworn. 

^    Birtm.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 

Thefe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  (corn. 
Sirrah,  .come  on. 

Cojl.  I  fuffcr  for  the  truth.  Sir:  for  true  it  is,  I  was 
taHen  with  JaqueneHaj  and  Ja^Xenetta  is  a  true  girl ; 
and  therefore  welcome  the  four  cup  of  profpcrity: 
affliAion  may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  until  then,  (it 
theedowDj  forrow,  [EMcunt. 

O4  SCENE 
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SCENE       III. 

Cboftges   to    ArmMoV  Houfe. 

Enter  Armado,  and  Moth. 

^».T5  OY,  what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  grcaf 
-D  fpirit  grows  melancholy  ? 
Moth.  A  great  fign.  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 

Arm.  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf^fame  thing-, 
dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no ;  O  lord.  Sir,  no. 

Arm*  How  can'ft  thoii  part  fadneis  and  melanchci^ 
ly,  my  tender  y^'y^/'/f? 

Motb.  By  a  familiar  demoqftratiQn  of  the  working, 
my  tough  Signior. 

Arm.  Why,  tough  Signior?  why,  tough  Signior? 

Moth.  Why,  tender  Jot^wV!??  why,  tender  5^^- 
nile? 

Arm.  I  fpoke  it,  tender  Juvenile^  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we 
is^ay  nominate  tender. 

Afptb.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  -title 
to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Motb.  How  mean  you.  Sir,  I  pretty,  and  piy  fay- 
ing apt?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 
•     Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

i^otb.  Littlel  pretty,  becaufe  little;  wherefore  apt? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

Motb.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praifei  matter  ? 

Arm.  In  thy  condijgn  praife. 

Motb.  I  will  praif^Q.eel  with  the  fame  praife. 

Arm.  What?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 

Motb.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Jirm.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers.     Thou 
Ijeat'ft  my  blood.. 
.  "' '         ;        '  Motb. 
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Moth.  I  am  anfwcr'd.  Sir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Mitb.  He  Ipeaks  the  clean  contrary,  erodes  love 
not  him. 

Arm^  i  have  promised  to  itudy  three  years  with  the 
King. 

M(itb.  You  may  do  it  ip  an  hour.  Sir. 

Arm.  Impoliible. 

fideth.  How  many  is  one  thric^  told  ? 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  r^koning,  it  fits  the  ^rit  of  a 
ppfter. 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamefter. 

Arm.  I  confeis  both;  they  are  both  the  varnifl)  ol 
^  compleat  man. 

Motb.  Then,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much  the 
grois  fum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth,  Whiph  the  bafe  vulgar  call,  three. 

Arm.  T^P* 

Motb.  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ftudyf 
now  here^s  three  ftudied  ere  you*ll  thrice  wink  \  and 
how  eafie  is  it  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftady 
three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing-horle  will  tel| 
you. 

Arm.  A  moft  fine  Qgure. 

Motb.  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confeis,  lam  in  love;  and^ 
as  it  is  ba(e  for  a  foldier  to  love,  fb  I  am  in  love  with 
a  bafe  wench.  If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  hu- 
mour of  afieAion  woulc}  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate 
thought  of  it,  I  would  takeDelire  prifoner;  and  rao- 
fom  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  a  new 'devised 
curt*fie.  I  think  it  fcorn  to  figh ;  methinks,  I  (houki 
out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me,  boy ;  what  great  men 
have  been  in  love  ? 

Motb.  Hercules^  matter. 

Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercuks!  More  authority,  dear 

boy. 
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boy,  name  more;  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be 
men  of  good  repute  and  carriage* 

Moth.  Sampfonj  mailer ;  he  was  a  man  of  good 
carriage ;  gre^t  carriage ;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates 
on  his  back  like  a  porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon^  ftrong-jointed  San^fm! 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft 
me  in  carrying  gates.  I  am  in  love  too.  Who  was 
SafK^foffslovCf  my  dcdx  Moib? 

Moth,  A  woman,  matter. 

jirm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  tbrcQ»  or  the  two, 
cr  one  of  the  four. 

'  Arm.  Tell  me  precifcly  of  what  complexion  ? 
.;  Moth.  Of  the  lea-water  green.  Sir. 
^   Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions? 

Moth,  As  I  have  read.  Sir,  and  the  beftof  them  too. 

Anai.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers  \  but 
to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Swipfon  had 
ifmall  reafon  for  it.  He^  furely,  aScAed  her  for  her  wit. 

Moth.  It  was  (b.  Sir,  for  fhe  had  a  green  wit. 
;    Arm.  My  love  is  mod  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Moil  maculate  thoughts,  Mailer,  are  mask'd 
under  fuch  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
alBftme! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  and 
pathetical ! 

Moth.  If  fhe  be  made  of  white  and  red. 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  s 
For  blulhing  checks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale-white  fhown  j 
Then  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 
By  this  you  fhall  not  know  %. 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  poflefs  the  fame, 
Which  native  fhe  doth  owe. 
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white  and  red. 

Arm.  Is  theit  not  a  bsdlad,  bojr,  of  the  King  and 
the  Beggar  ? 

Moth.  ^*  The  world  was  guilty  of  fucfa  %  ballad 
^  fome  three  ages  fince,  but,  I  think,  now  *cis  noc 
^^  to  be  fbahd  v^  or  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  fenre 
for  the  writing,  nor  the  tune« 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  futgeft  newly  writ  oVr^ 
that  I  may  example  my  di^-dfion  by  fome  miglM 
prefident.  Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  i 
took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Cqfiari\  ihe 
ddcrvcs  wcll> 

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  mafter  ^  delervcs. 

Arm:  Sing,  boy  \  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel  loving  a  light  wetich^ 

Arm.  I  fay,  ling. 

Mo^.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  is  paft. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Coftard^  Dull,  Jaquenetta  a  Maid. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  Kingfs  pleaHire  is»  that  you  keq^ 
Oftard  iafe,  and  you  muii:  let  him  take  no  dehght^ 
nor  no  penance  i  but  he  muft  faft  three  days  a  week. 
For  this  damfel,  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  park,  (he  is 
allow'd  for  the  day-womani    Fare  you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blufhing:  maid,*-* 

Jaq.  Man,—— — 

Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by. 

Arm.  I  know,  where  it  is  fituate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wife  you  are! 

^rm.  1  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

5  ^^firvis.l  wUtd,  tlghtiy,  hj  the  Oxfirdt^tor. 
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Jaq.  With  that  Ercc? 

Arm.  I  love  thcc. 

Jof.  So  I  heard  you  tsj. 

Arm.  And  io  farewcl. 
,  Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you ! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetla^  away* 

{Exeunt  Dull  Mi  JaqueneCita. 

Arm.  Villain,  thou  (halt  fall  foe  thy  dience,  ere 
thou  be  pardoned. 

Cofi.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  fliaU  do 
it  on  a  full  ftomach. 

Arm.  Thou  ihalt  be  heawly  punifh*d. 

Coft.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  followers  \ 
fer  they  are  but  lightl]r  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain,  ihuthimup. 

Motb.  Come,  you  tranfgreffing  Oave,  away. 

C^.  Let  me  not  be  pentup.  Sir;  I  will  fad,  be- 
ing looie, 

Motb.  No,  Sir,  that  were  fad  and  loofe;  thou 
(halt  to  prifon. 

Coft.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  dc- 
ibiation  that  I  have  ieen,  fome  fliall  fee~— ^ 

Motb.  What  (hallibme  fte ? 

Cofi.  Nay,  nothing,  niafter  Motb^  but  what  they 
look  upon/  It  is  not  for  prifbners  to  be  filent  in  their 
word^,  and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  \  I  thank 
God,'  t  have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and 
therefore  I  can  be  quiet.  -  [Exeunt  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Arm.  I  do  affea  the  very  ground  (which  is  bafe)* 
where  her  flioe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot 
(which  is  bafeft)  doth  tread.  I  fhall  be  forlworn, 
which  is  a  great  argument  of  falfhood,  if  I  love. 
And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falfly  at- 
tempted ?  love  is  a  familiar,  love  is  a  devil;  there  is 
no  evil  angel  but  love,  yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted, 
and  he  had  an  exceltent  ilrength ;  yet  was  Solomon  lb 
(educed,  and  be  had  a  very  good  wit*    Ct^i^s  but- 

Oiaft 
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ihafc  is  too  hard  for  Hercuksh  club,  and  therefore 
too  much  odds  for  a  Spamard^s  rapier;  the  firft  and 
fecond  caufe  will  not  ferve  my  turn;  the  Pajfado  he 
refpefis  not,  the  DutUo  he  regards  not  \  his  diigrace 
is  to  be  callM  boy ;  but  his  gtory  is  to  fubdue  mm. 
Adieu,  valour!  ruft,  rapier  i  be  ftill,  dram!  for  your 
manager  is  in  love;  yea,  beloveth.  Affiftme,  feme 
excemporal  God  of  rhime,  for»  I  am  fiire,  I  (haH 
turn  fonnettter.  Devife  wit,  write  pen,  for  I  am  for 
whole  volumes  in  folia  \Eidt. 


A  C  T    IL     S  C  E  N  E   L 

Before  the  'King  of  Navarre*^  Palace. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Ca- 
tharine, Boyet,  Lords  and  other  Attendants. 

B0  7BT« 

NOW,  Madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirlts ; 
Confider,  whom  the  King  your  father  fends  \ 
To  whom  he  fends,  and.what*s  his  embaffy. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem. 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheriter 
Of  all  perfcftions  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre ;  the  plea,  of  no  left  weight 
Than  Jquitain^  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear. 
When  fhe  did  ftarve  the  general  world  befide. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 
Prin.  Good  lord  Bcyetj  my  beauty,  though  bi* 
mean. 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourilh  of  your  praift  5 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye. 

Not 
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Not  attefd  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmeni*  ttmgues^ 
I  am  left  proud  to  hear  yoa  tell  tny  worth. 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wiie» 
In  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now,  to  task  the  tasker  ^  gdod  Boyet^ 
You  are  not  ignomm:,  ali-telling  fiunc 
Doth  noile  abroad,  Neeuarre  bath  made  a  vow, 
'Till  painfol  ftudy  ihall  out-wear  three  years. 
No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court  ^ 
Therefore  to  us  feems  it  a  needful  courie, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates. 
To  know  his  pleafiire ;  and  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worthiods,  we  fingle  you 
As  our  beft-movins  fair  (bllicitor.-  ^ 

Tell  him,  the  dau^ter  of  the  King  of  France^ 
On  ferious  buiinefs^  craving  quick  di^tch. 
Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace. 
Hafte,  fignif]e  lb  much,  while  we  attend. 
Like  humble-vifagM  fiiitors,  his  high  will. 

Bcyet.  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I  go.  [Exit. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  foj 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  King  ? 

Lord.  Longaville  is  ont. 

Prin.  Know  ye  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  knew  him.  Madam,  at  a  marriage-feaft. 
Between  lord  Perigart  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Oijaques  Faukotwridge  fblemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavillcy 
A  man  of  ibvereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  \ 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms. 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  weli« 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
/If  virtue's  glols  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  (harp  wit,  matched  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whole  will  ftill  wills 
It  fhould  (pare  none,  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin. 
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Pm.  Some  merry-mocking  lord,  belike  j  iVtfe? 

Mar.  They  fey  fo  moft,  that  moft  his  humours 
know. 

Prin.  Such  fhort-livM  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow* 
Who  arc  the  reft  ? 

Catb.lVt  yomgDumain^  a  well.accompli(h*d  youth. 
Of  all  that  virme  love,  for  vircue  lov*d. 
Moft  power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill  j 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good. 
And  fhape  to  win  grace,  tho*  he  had  no  wit. 
I  iaw  him  at  the  Dnkc  jilanfiffs  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw, 
h  my  report  to  his  ^eat  worthincfs. 

Rofa.  Another  of  thdc  ftudents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth  ; 
Biron  they  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occalion  for  his  wi(i 
For  every  objea,  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft ; 
Wluch  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  s^ed  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales  % 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed ; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourle. 

Prin.  God  blcfs  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love. 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhed 
With  luch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praifc! 

Mar.  Here  comes^S^^/. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  Lord? 

Bcyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  5 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addrcft  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  canw:  marry,  thus  much  I've  learnt. 

He 
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He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field. 
Like  one  that  conies  here  to  befiege  his  0>urt, 
Than  feek  a  difpeniation  for  his  oath* 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe^ 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  the  King,  Loi^ville,  Dumain,  Biron,  and 
^tendants. 

King.  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  ta  the  Court  of 
Uavarre. 

Prin.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again  ^  and  welcome 
I  have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to 
be  yours ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bale 
to  be  mine. 

King.  You  fhall  be  welcome.  Madam,  to  my  Couft. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then ;  condudt  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  mt^  dear  lady,  I  have  fworn  an  bath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord !  he'll  be  forfworn^ 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  wilt. 

Prin.  Why,  Will  (hall  break  its  will,  and  nodiing 
clfe. 

King.  Your  ladyfhip  is  ignorant  what  it  IS. 

Prin.  Were  my  Lord  fo^  his  ignorance  were  wifr, 
Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe- keeping: 
•Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  Lordi 
Not  fin  to  break  it.—- ~— 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold : 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  beieemeth  me. 
Vouchlafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  Coming, 
And  fuddenly  reiblve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may, 

Prin.  You  will  the  fboner,  that  1  were  away  i 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  ftay. 

Birm^ 
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Birm.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Braiant  onctf 

Rof.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brobant  once  ? 

Birm.  I  know,  you  did. 

R^f.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  queftion  ? 

Birm.  You  mud  not  be  io  quick. 

Bj>f.  *Tis  long  of  you,   that  fpur  me  with  fuch 
queftions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpccds  too  fall,  'twill 
tire. 

Rof.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Bifon.  What  time  o*  day  ? 

Rof.  The  hour,  that  fools  Ibould  ask. 

Birm.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask ! 

Rof  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers! 

Birm.  And  fend  you  many  lovers! 

Rof.  Amen,  lb  you  be  none ! 

Birm.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  9  hundred  thoufand  crowns; 
Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  intire  fumt 
Disburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay,  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 
Received  that  fum ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  \  in  furety  of  the  which. 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  mony's  worth « 
If  then  the  King  your  fkther  will  reftore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  uniatisfy*d. 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Jtiuitam^ 
And  hold  fair  triendlhip  with  his  Majefty : 
But  that,  it  ieems,  he  little  purpofeth. 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns,  and  not  demands, 
(a)  On  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  \ 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 

r  (a)  On,  Mr.  TJf <?*«/,/— Vulg.  Ont  ] 

Vol.  II.  P  ^4 
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AvA  hay^  the  meny  by  our  fathef  lentt 

Than  JquiUiiM  k>  fckkd  as  it  is. 

pear  Pnncefs,  were  not  his  requefts  (6  far 

From  reafon's  yietdingi  your  fair  ielf  fliottU  (n^e 

A  yielding  'gainft  Tome  reafon  in  itiy  breaft ; 

And  &>  ^<^U  fiiti&ged  to  JFrJn^^  again. 

PnVv.  You  do  the  King  my  father  too  much  wrong, 
4^|[k1  wrong^  the  reputation  Of  your  nafla«» 
In  fo  unieeming  to  confers  receipt 
Of  that^  which  hath  fo  faithfuily  beet)  paid. 

King.  I  do  proteft,  I  never  heard  of  its 
And  it  you  prove  it,  PU  repay  it  back. 
Or  yield  upJquitafn. 

Prin.  We  arrcft  your  word : 
Bpy^U  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  fum,  fix)m  fpecial  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 
King.  Sati$Qt  me  fo. 

Bcyef..  Sppteaf^  ytxir  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  comt, 
Where  tliat  and  o|her  fpecialties  ^re  bound : 
To  morrow  you  (hall  have  a  f^ht  of  them. 

King.  It  (hal)  fu/iice  ipei  at  which  interview^ 
AH  liberal  r^fon  I  will  yield  unto : . 
Mean  time»  feceive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hahd, 
A^  honour  without  breath  of  hO(iour  may 
Make  tendfr  of^  Co  thy  true  worthineis. 
You  may  not^come^  fair  Prsace6».  in  m)r  gates  s 
But  here,  without,  you  fhall  be  fo  received. 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Tho'  fo  depyM  fair  harbour  in  my  hoiife : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewell 
To  morrow  we  jfhall  vifu  you  again. 
Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  ct>nibit  yoitr 

Grace ! 
King.  Thy  own  Wifli  wi(h  I  tbee,  in  every  place. 

lExit. 
Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 
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Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  thy  cdttimftiditiofisi 
I  wotfM  t)e  glad  to  ft€  k. 

Birmp.  I  vtould,  you  heard  it  groan* 

it0f.  Isthefoolfek? 

Biron.  Sick  at  the  heait.  •  ' 

i?<7/:  Alack,  let  hbl6od. 

^h^M.  Wodld  that  4o  it  good  ^ 

Rof.  My  phyfick  fays,  ay. 

Birafn.  Will  you.pricfe^t  >viA  yoiir  ^f 

Rof.  No^  pcynlj  with  my  knife. 

Biron.  Now  God  ftvfe  thy  life!    • 

Rof.  And  yours  from  long  living! 

B&*o^.  I  ^attnot  ftay  th^kfgivftrtg .  {kxH: 

Dxhk  Siir^  t  pray  ydq  » i/^ord  t  .what  kdy  h  iiM 

fame? 
Boyet.  The  hdf  of  Ataff/bn^  Rofdifie  hex  name. 
Di^iTi.  A  gallant  lady  %  Mon&nri  fare  you  well« 

[EkiU 
Long.  I  bcfeech  you,  AU^fd :  whit  is  fei  invrtrftc? 
Bcyet.  A  woman  Ibm^titiie^,  if  you  fenfr  -her  in  the 

Kght 
Z.^ifg'.  Perchance^  light  in  the  light;  I  de&e  her 

name. 
BuyH.  Shie  hath  but  otA  for  herielf ;  to  defif e  thi^ 

were  a  (haitie. 
ZiOBg'.  Pray  you.  Sir,  whofe  daughter? 
Boyet.  Her  tnothet*^,  I  have  heard. 
Long.  God's  bleffing  on  your  beard ! 
Bifyei.  Good  Sir,  be  hot  offended. 
She  is  an  heir  of  Fatdconbridge. 

Lojig.  Nay,  my  choMer  is  ended :     , 
She  is  a  moil  fweet  lady. 

B^yef.  Not  unlike,'  Sir ;  that  may  be.    [£^/  Long, 
BrrM.  What's  her  name  in  the  capl 
Btyef.  Ca^arine^  by  good  hap. 
Biron.  Is  (he  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyeti  To  her  .will,  Sir^  or  fe* 

P  2  Biron. 
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hiron.  You  are  welcome^  Sir:  adiea ! 

Boytt^  Farewel  to  me.  Sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

{Exit  Biron. 

Mar.  That  laft  is  Birm^  the  merry  mad-cap  lord  % 
Not  a  word  with  hia^  but  a  jeft. 

BoyeU  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 

Vrin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  uke  him  at  his 
word. 

Bcjet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 
board. 

yi/tfr.  Two  hot  flieeps,  marry. 

Boytt.  And  wherefore  not  ihips  ? 
No  Iheep,  (fweet  lamb)  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mau  Ycfu  iheep,  and  I  pafture)  (hall  that  finifli 
the  jeft  ? 

Boyet.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 

Mot.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft; 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
*   BojH.  Belonging  to  whom  } 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling  i  but,  gentles, 
-       a^ree. 

This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us'd 
pn  Navarre  and  his  book-men  i  for  here  'tis  abusM. 

Boyet.  If  my  obiervation,  (which  very  feldom  lies) 
By  the  hearifs  uili  rhetorick,  difcloied  with  eyes. 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infe&ed. 

Prin.  With  what? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle  affcdcd. 

Prin.  Your  rcafon  ? 

Bcyei.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their 
retire 
To  the  Court  of  his  eye,  peepirtg  thorough  defire  ; 
His  heart,  like  an  agat  with  your  print  imprefled. 
Proud  with  bis*  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprefled  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  (peak  and  not  fee. 
Did  ilunible  with  hade  in  his  eye- fight  to  be: 

All 
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All  fenfe  to  that  (enle  did  make  their  repair. 
To  fed  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair  \ 
Methought,  all  his  ienfes  were  lock'd  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  cryftal  for  fome  Prince  to  buy ; 
Who  tendring  their  own  wonh,  from  whence  they 

were  glafst, 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them»  along  as  you  pad. 
His  race's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes: 
rU  give  you  Atjfiitain^  and  all  that  is  his. 
An*  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  lovinjg  kifi. 

Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion:  Boyet  is  difpos*d«-« 

Boyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  word%  which  his  ey^ 
hath  diiclos'd  5 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rof.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fpeakeft 
skilfully. 

Mar.  He  is  Cupi^%  grandfather,  and  learns  news 
of  him. 

Raf.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother,  for  her  fa* 
ther  is  but  grim. 

Bejet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches? 

Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee? 

Rof.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Byet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [ExemiS. 


ACT    IIL     S  C  E  N  E    L    ' 

V^be  Park;  near  the  Palace. 

EfUer  Armado  and  Moth. 

'^'w.'lirrArble,  child ;  make  paffionatc  my  fcnfe  of 
'  V     hearing. 

P  3  Moth. 
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^;99.  Sweec  Air!  go^  tendcraefs  q£  ycv^i  ta^^ 
this  kqi:,  give  injaigei9t)fni;  to  the  iV^i^  \  briftg  Mm 
feftinatcly  hitl^ier :  I  muft  <iD.ploy  hti)[^  in  a  kit^r  to 
my  love. 

'  Moth.  Matter,  will  you  win  your  Iqvc  with  zFrencb 
brawl? 

Arnif  How  nnean'fi:  thou^  brawling  mFremb? 

M^k  No,  my  compteajt  maibr ;  but  to  jig  i^  a 
tune  at  the  tongue's  en^  canary  to  ic  wiih  your  feet, 
humour  it  with  turning  up  yoi^r  eyelids  s  figh  a  note 
and  ftng  a  note ;  fooKCimes  tbroygh  the  throat,  as  if 
y^  fwallow'd  love  v^ith  Bngiog  love;  fometicnes 
through  the  no(e,  as  if  you  fnuft  up  love  by  fmel- 
ling  love ;  with  your  bat  pemboufelike,  o'er  ttve  ihop 
of  your  ayta ;  with  your  urns  croft  on  your  tbio- 
idiy  dpubtet,  like  a  xabbec  on  a  fpit  &  or  your  hands 
in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the  old  paiDting ; 
md  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and 
away :  '  thefe  are  'complifhments,*  the(e  aie  humours  i 
«faefe  betuy  nice  w/encfaea that  mnAd  be  beir^y'd  wth- 
out  thefe,  and  make  them  men  of  noiie  ^q  you  note 
me  ?}  that  ape.naoft  aBSbfted  to  thefe  ? 

>dh».  How  haft  thou  purchased  this  iufipericnce  i 

Motb.  By  my  pen  of  obfwiiiatioo, 

•  Arm.  But  O,  biK  O  -mm  .■;  ■ 
,'  Molbj  The  hobby^horfe  is  focgor. 

Arm. 

1  tbefi  are  complements]  We  ihoald  re&d«  *coMPi.tsa- 
lctifT»»  f.  r.  a^.complifhmcntSt 

2  Ann.  But  t>,  tut  O— - 

Moth.  ?%#  Hobby-horre/V/<ir^0/.]  In  the  celebration  of  Jl£f)h 
day,  befides  the  fysitU  now  Ub*d  of  hanging  a  poje^ith  garlandsi 
and  dancing  roand  it»  formerly  a  boy  was  6,\t^  op  reprefenting 
Maid  Marian  i  another,  like  a  Fryar ;  and  another  rode  on  a 
Bobhy-bor/i^  with  bells  jmgling,  and' painted  fireamers.  After 
the  rffirmfition  took  place,  and  Pn^ifians  nmkiplkd,  thefe  lat- 
ter rites  were  lotik*d  upon  to  favour  of  ^^^ffi^fi'afi^ljien  maid 
Marian^  ^tfryar^  and  the  poor  Hoby-herfi^  were  tnm'd  ont 

of 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


Arm.  Cairft  thou  my  Ipve  hobfay-shorfe  ? 

Moth.  N09  liiaAer;  thiC  bobbynhocfc  is  but  a  oolt, 
and  ymt  love,  peri)ap3y  a  hackoey:  hue  have  yoo 
forgot  your  love  ? 

Jtr^^  AUnoft  I  bsid. 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  bcr  hy  heart. 

Jrfn.  By  heart,  aDd  i&  heart,  hpy. 

M<^b'  And  out  of  beart,  maOer :  ail  tbofe  three  I 
will  prove, 

u^w.  Wfa^t  wilt  thou  prove? 

M^.  A  man^  if  I  live :  And  this  by^  ul,  and  mT 
cf,  upon  the  inftant :  iy  heart  you  iove  her,  hec^i^ 
your  heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart  you  love  her, 
becauie  yqi]r  heart  is  io  love  with  her  \  and  out  of 
heart  you  love  her»  |?eing  oi^  of  heart  that  you  can- 
not enjoy  her. 

4m.  I  am  ^1  tbefc  thi:ec. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  moi:e;  and  yet  no- 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain,  he  muft  carry  me  a 
tetter. 

i4^.  A  meilage  well  fympatliiz'd ;  a  hode  to  be 
embaif^or  for  aaafs. 

Arm*  Ha»  ha^  what  lay- ft  tthou? 

M^^  Marry,  Sir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the 
bprfe,  for  he  is  very  flow-gated :  but  I  go, 

Ajrm.*  Thp  9¥ay  is  but  m>tt  \  away. 

Motb.  As  fwift  as  lead^  Sir. 

j^rm.  Thy  tmim^y  pretty  iogenUwi? 
Is  not  lead  of  metal  heavy,  dull  and  flow?  ; 

^4^.  Mmiiy  hQnfft.maftor  \  or  catber  mafter^  no. 

of  the  gmiBs.  So^  who. were  not  la  'mlftly  preciTe*  bot  tcgxeteed 
the  diluie  of  the  Hqhhyborfe^  no  doubt,  fatuia'd  this  faTpicV>n 
of  idolatry,  and*  archly  wrote  the  epitupb  above  alhided  to. 
Now  Mothj   hearing  Armado  gro^n  ridicokmily.  and  cry  oit. 

But  ob!  but  ob! ihMmonroiiAy  pieo»  oia  his.  excUw^tlbn 

with  the  fequel  of  this  ^.itajih.  Mr.  T^^bald* 

P  4  -^^^ 
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Jrm.  I  fay,  lead  is  flow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwife.  Sir,  to  (ay  fi>. 
Is  that  lead  flow.  Sir,  which  is  fiPd  from  a  gun  i 

Arm.  Sweet  fmoak  of  rhetorick ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that^s  he  : 
I  flioot  thee  at  die  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exii. 

Arm.  A  molt  acute  Juvenile^  voluble  and  free  of 
grace; 
By  thy  favour,  fwcet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face. 
Moii  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  returned. 

SCENE       II. 
Re-enter  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Motb.  A  wonder,  mafter,  here's  a  Qfiard  broken 
in  a  fliin. 

Arm.  Some  enigma,  ibme riddle;  come,  thy  Pem^j 
b^n. 

Cofi.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  Venvcy ;  no  falve  in 
the  male,  Sir.  O  Sir,  plantan,  a  plain  plantan ;  no 
ferrocy^  no  femoyy  or  felve,  Sir,  but  plantan. 

Arm.  By  vertue,  thou  enforced  laughter ;  thy  fiUy 
thought,  my  fpleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  pro* 
vokes  me  to  ridiculous  fmiling:  O  pardon  me,  my 
ftars !  doth  the  inconfiderate  take  lal ve  for  Penvty^  and 
the  word  Petrvoy  for  a  falve  ?  * 

Motb.  Doth  the  wiie  think  them  ott^r?  is  not 
Pemxy^bXwti 

Arm.  No,  page,  it  is  an  epilc^ue  or  difcourfe,  to 
make  plain. 
Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
I  will  example  it.    Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and 
do  you  follow  with  my  Veirocy. 
The  fox,  the^pe,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  ftiil  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

There's 
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There's  the  moral,  now  the  V envoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  Pemjoy ;  fay  the  moral  again. 

Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door. 
And  ftayM  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
A  good  Petivoy^  ending  in  the  goofe ;  would  you  dc» 
fire  more? 

Coft.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain  •,  a  goofe, 
that's  flat; 
Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an*  your  goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  fad  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  Petruoy ;  I,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm.  C6mc  hither,  come  hither ; 
How  did  this  ar^ment  begin  i 

Motb.  By  faying,  that  a  Coftard  was  broken  in  a 
(htn. 
Then  call'd  you  for  a  Penvoy. 

Q>fi.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantan ; 
Thus  came  the  ailment  in ; 
Then  the  boy's  fat  Pemoy^  the  goofe  that  you  bought. 
And  he  eiided^e  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  me;  how  was  there  a  Cofiard  broken 
in  a  ihin  ? 

Motb.  I  will  tell  you  fcnfibly. 

Cofi.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it.  Moth. 
I  will  fpeak  that  Petrvoy. 
Cofiard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within, 
Fdl  over  the  threfliold  and  broke  my  (hin. 

Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Coft.  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  (hin. 

Arm.  Sirrah,  Cofiard^  I  will  infranchife  thee. 

Coft.  O,  nmrry  me  to  one  Francis ;  I  fmell  Ibme 
Pitfuoy^  fome  go(^  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fctting  thee  at 
liberty ;  enfrccdoming  thy  perfon  i  thou  were  immur'd, 
rcilnanfid,  captivated,  bound. 

Coft. 
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Coft.  True,  true,  wA  now  fou  HfiU  fee  itiy  fiwrft^ 
cion^  and  lot  QOie  leofe. 

-rfnf  .  I  give  thee  tby  UbcKjr,  fet  thee  fisQmi  cj^^pcc, 
and,  in  lieu  thereof  impofi^  Oift  cir?  notfaingblit  tbU,; 
bear  this  fignificaat  lo  the  CQuntry-rmaiid  J^^fibeff^or/tf ; 
there  is  remuneration  i  for  tfie  boft  viard  c^  vm^  h^ 
noure  is  rewMding  my  dspeod^nift.  ik^,  folfew. — 

Af^Ab.  ^  Litce  the  fequele,  I.  SiigniQr  G^^r^,  adieu. 

[Exit. 

Qfi.  My  ftreert  ounce  of  nun's  flefji,  ♦  pvy  in-cony 
jewel !  Now  wHA  I  look  to  his.  Ketnuneraciori.  Re- 
muneration! O,  that's  the  Lafm  WjOrd  far  th«ee  fiar- 
things :  three  farfibii^s  renuinecacion :  Wh^'s  the 
price  of  this  incle  ?  a  penny.  *  No,  I'll  give  y^ou  a 
•remuneration:  why,  it  carries  ic.  RemunctEamon! 
—why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  than  a  French  QKHirn.  I 
will  never  buy  and  fell  oue  of  this  word. 

SCENE    IIL 
Enter  Bkoo. 

Biron.  O  my  good  knave  Co/lard^  exceedingly  well 

met. 

Coji.  Pray  you.  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

BiroH.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

3  Like  thi  fcqucl,  I'.]  Sequele,  in  fnnch^  fignifics  a  groat 
man's  train.    The  joke  is  that  a  fia^le  page.  v»s  nil  his  witu 

4  my  in-cony  jaw  I]  I^n^quf  ox  Aany  in  ^,»prtk  $gni^,  fine, 
delicate— as  a  hf^y. things  a  $n.e  ^hi^g.  It  is  plain  tjicrcforc,  wc 
.ftpiild  r^d,  my  in-cony  j£WEL. 

c  No,  rilgi*ve  you  a' remuneration :  Whff  It  earring,  its  r/- 
muneration.  Why  f  It  is  a  fairer  n^me  than  a  French.  €c^fw%] 
Thus  this  pafftge  h^s  bitkerto  bpen  wJ4t,  and,  pciiited^.  withoat 
fliny  rfgard  to  conwnon  fenfe,  or  meaning.  The  refqj-m,  dut  I 
liave  made,  flight  as  it  is,  makes  it  both  intelligible  and  Ira- 

np^uroos.  lAx,TbiobaU*  .-   — 

Cejl, 
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iSifvw.  O,  why  dmi  Dbrec  £»rdiiiigs  iKomh  of  iS^ 

C^.  I  idti90k  yo^  wciirihip^  God  be  with  you. 

Birm.  O  ftay,  fla^,  I  muft  employ  thoe: 
As  thou  w])(  wia  my  favour,  my  good  kAam^ 
Do  one  thing  for  me  (hat  I  fliall  increat. 

C^.  Whw  iKOuld  you  have  k  dooe,  Sir? 

Birtm.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Ofi.  Well,  I  wiji  do  ic.  Sir :  face  you  w«H. 

iB/r^.  O,  thou  knowdl  not  what  it  is. 

Cofi.  I  (hskU  know.  Sir,  when  I  have  doae  it. 

Biron*  Why,  viJJain,  thou  laouft  know  fvft. 

CS^.   I  will  come  to  your  worihip  to  oiprroir 
morniiog. 

Biron.  It  Tt^  be  done  this  afternoon. 
Harl^  Qa¥e»  it  is  buc  this : 
The  PrinceTs  coanes  to  hunt  hece  in  d»e  p^rk : 
And  in  hc^  tn^n  there  is  a  gcBtk  lady  \ 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweedy,   then  they  name  ber 

name. 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her;  ask  for  her. 
And  to  herfii^eec  hand  (ee  thou  do  cosnuoend 
TlM^feal^drUpcounfel.    Thece^s  thy  guerdon;  ga 

^.  GacFdon,«rr*^0  fweet  guerdon  I  better  thun 
remuneration,  eleven  pence  farthing  better:  moil 
fweet  guerdon !  I  will  do  it,  Sir,  in  print.  Guerdon, 
remuneration.——  \J^^it. 

Biron.  O!  and  I,  forfoojth,  in  |ave! 
I,  that  haviebecn  love's  whip; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh : 
A  criti^k;  nay,,  a  night-watch  conftable; 
A  dQsain^riog  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Tbsui  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy> 
This  ^  Signior  Juniors  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid^ 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 

4  iighhr  Junio*/]  By  this  is  meant  jm/j^  in  general 
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Th*  anointed  Sovereign  of  fighs  and  groans: 

Leige  of  all  loycerers  and  maleconcencs : 

Dread  Prince  of  plackets.  King  of  codpieces : 

Sole  loiperator,  and  great  General 

Of  trotting  parators:  (O  my  little  heart!) 

<  And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  File, 

And  wear  his  colours!  like  a  tumbler,  ftoop ! 

What?  1  love!  I  fue!  I  fcek  a  wife! 

A  Woman,  that  is  like  a  Gtrmm  clock. 

Still  a  repairing  \  ever  out  of  frame. 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 

But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  (till  go  right ! 

Nay,  to  be  peijur*d,  which  is  worft  of  all : 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all ; 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes ; 

Ay,  and  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 

Tho*  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard } 

And  I  to  (igh  for  her!  to  wacch  for  her! 

To  pray  for  her!  go  to: — It  is  a  plague. 

That  Cufii  will  impofe  for  my  negleft 

Of  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little.  Might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan : 

Some  men  muft  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan.  [EaAt. 

5  And  I  to  he  a  corporal  of  bis  Field, 

And  tuear  his  colours  Itkt  a  tumbler* s  hoop ! j  This  nonfenib 
maft  be  corredled  thus. 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  bis  File, 

Andiuear  bis  colours!  like  a  tumbler ^  ftoop f 
The  corporal  of  a  fie  is  a  military  term.    And  (b  afed  dfeiriMre 
hy  Sbakejpear.     Altsnvell,  &c. 

Great  Mars !  I  put  myfelf  into  tly  file.  And  to  ftoop  like 
a  tumbler  agrees  with  the  fervile  condefcenfions  of  a  lover.  Bat 
when  the  tranfcribers  once  hw  the  tumbler,  they  thought  hii 
boop  could  not  be  far  behind. 
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A  C  T    IV.      SCENE! 

A  Pavilion  in  the  Park  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Princefs^  Rofaline,  Maria,   Catharine, 
Ijirdsy  Attendants^  and  a  Forefter. 


w^ 


Princess. 

^A  S  that  the  King  that  fpurr'd  his  horfc  fb  hard 
Againft  the  ftcep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 
Byet.  1  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 
Prin.  Who  e'er  he  .was,  he  Ihew'd  a  mounting 
mind. 
Well,  lords,  to  day  we  (hall  have  our  dilpatch  > 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then  Forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufli. 
That  we  muft  ftand  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  i 
A  ftand,  where  you  may  make  the  faircft  (hoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair,  that  (hoot: 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  (hoot. 
For.  Pardon  me,  madam :  for  I  meant  not  (b. 
Prin.  What,  what?   firft  praife  me,  then  ag^ia 
fay,  no? 
0(hort-livM  pride!  not  fair?  alack,  for  wo! 
For.  Yes,  madam,  fair. 
Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now; 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true; 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 
For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that,  which  you  inherit. 
Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  herefie  in  fair,  fit  for  thcfe  days ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  (hall  have  fair  praife. 
But  come,  the  bow;  now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 
And  (hooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 

Thus 
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Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  (hoot. 
Not  wounding.  Pity  v^duld  not  let  rtic  dd*t : 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fhew  my  Skill ; 
That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  miikbt  td  kill. 
And,  out  of  queftion,  fb  it  is  ibmetimes ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefted  critinsi 
'  When  for  fome's  feke,  for  praHe^  an  okitward  pare. 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart. 
As  I  for  praife  alone  jnow  feek  to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  *  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 
J^oyet.  Do  not  curfl  wives  hold  that  fdf-(bvereigAt^ 
Only  for  praife-fake,  when  the^  flrive  to  be 
Ijords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

*  Prin.  Only  for  praife  5  and  praifi:  we  may  aidbrd 
^o  any  lady,  that  fubdues  her  lord. 

Enter  Coftird. 

Bojet.  ficre  comes  a  rtembet"  of  ihfe  c6ihfli6b^ 

wealth. 
''Ctfi.  God  dig-you-den  all ;  pray  yoO,  which  is  the 
head  lady  ? 

pYin.  Thou  fhalt  kiiot^^  her,  fefldW,  by  the  ftft 
that  hav^  kio  heads. 
Cdfi.  Which  is  the greateftlady,  thfchighdft? 
Ffin.  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 
G?/.  The  thickeft  and  the  tailed  ?  it  is  fo,  truth  is 
truth. 

*  An*  my  wafte,  miftrefs,  were  as  flcnder  As  your  wit. 
One  o'  thefe  maids  girdles  for  my  wafte  fliduld  bd  fit. 

Arc 

JVt  hewd  fQ  that  tU  nioorkin^  if  ibe  beVN.^  Tlife  HAritwtty 
of  the  meafur€»  the  eftfinefs  of  the  exf  rtifittn>  ami  the  good  {cnfe 
in  the  thought,  ell  concur  to  recommend  thefe  two  lines  to  the 
reatl^r^'s  botiCe.  , 

2  -THAT  my  heart  means  no  W,]  W6  ffibuld  i^ea^,  ¥h6' 

my  h^rt 

3  M  t^ysVL  *m)ufie^  mfiftrefs,  ^efe  asfie^dO'  as  |yiV  4tof/, 
One  «*  tbifi  maieb  fwMis  feft  ir eua  ^ap  flMi  he  ft,\ 

And 
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icTtf  BoC  you  the  chief  vi^txtoi  ?  you  ^ic  the  thidkeft 
here. 
Prm.  WhAt'sy<rtf will, Sir?  T^hafsyottrwHl? 
Qjfi.  I  haire  a  lettfr  frcAn  Moikfidiir  Efton^  to  oae 

Prin^  O  th)r  Jecter^  thy  letter:  he's  a  gdod  frkHiA 
of  miflfew 
Stand  afide^  go6d  bearer.<>^^  Soy^t^  you  can  carve  i 
Break  u^  this  ^^n. 

S^ef.  I  am  botttJd  to  ferte. 
This  letter  is  miftook^  it  iiibporteth  none  herc^ 
h  is  writ  to  Jofid^ttu. 

PHn.  We  will  read  it,  Ifwear. 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  eai**    . 

fioyet  feads. 

BT  heaven^  that  tbou  art  fair^  is  mofi  infallihlei 
truCy  that  tbou  art  beauteous  \  truth  itfelfy  that 
tbou  art  hOefy%  ibore  falfer  them  fair i  heMtifdihim 
kmteeuSytru^  tbaH  tmitb  H  fiif  \  hitve  tsn^tiiiferMion 
en  thy  beroical  Vffjfit/.  The  HnifgMmmmi  sml  ifuf/i  lA 
kiftrate  Kit^  Coplietim  fit  tye  upm  thep&mcims  iand 
induHtateheggar  Zemeicphon ;  and  be  it  it;as  that  migtt 
Tightly  fay y  vcni,  vidi,  vici  \  ivhich  /^  amUatnnee  in  tht 
tw^r^  (O  baft  and  eifnire  vu^l)  v^idelieet,  he 
catncy  fawy  and  overcame  \  be  came^  enei  fakjo^  two% 
mrcam^  three.    Who  tame?  the  Xing.    tVhy  didbt 

And  was  not  one  of  her  maid's  girdles  Et  for  her  i  It  is  plain  that 
^  and  jnwr  hare  all  thi^  way  changed  phices,  b^  fome  accidbiit  or 
other ;  and  that  the  lines  fhould  be  read  thus, 

M  tiT  niu'afity  ihiftrgfts  <was  nt  Jh^ir  nt  YOVR  ^h 
One  of  thefe  mai3s  girdles  for  M  Y  ijuajie  jhould  be  fit. 
The  lines  are  humourous  enough,  both  as  refleding  on  his  own 
V^i  fcape,  and  her  flender  i^it. 

4 Boyet,  you  can  car*ue ; 

Break  if  this  cs^KMl]  i.  e.  optti  this  letter.  Oar  fwk  nfis 
^"  meuphor,  as  the  French  do  their  Pou/et;  which  fignifiei 
both  a  young  fowt  and  a  love-letlet.  'Fontet^  euhttHria  Ittter^i 
tty»  ^cbeUt.  Mr.  Bijbof. 

comer 
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corned  to  fee.  Wbjdidhefief  to  overcome,  lowborn 
came  be  f  to  the  beggar.  What  faw  be  f  the  beggar. 
TFho  overcame  he  f  the  beggar.  The  concliifim  is  vi£lo^ 
ry ;  on  wbofefide?  the  Kin^s ;  the  captive  is  inricb^d: 
on  whofejide  ?  the  beggar's.  The  caicfiropbe  is  a  nup^ 
tial:  on  wbofefide  i  the  King's  f  no^  on  both  in  one^  or 
one  in  both :  I  am  the  King^  {Jor  fo  ftands  the  con^ari- 
fon)  thou  the  beggar^  for  fo  witneffetb  thy  lowhnefs. 
Shall  I  command  thy  hue  ?  I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  tbj 
love?  I  could.  Shall  I  entreat  thy  love?  I  wiU.  What 
fbdt  thou  exchange  for  rags  ?  robes  5  for  tittles  ?  titles  : 
for  thyfelf?  me.  Thus  expelling  thy  reply^  Ipropbane^ 
my  tips  on  thy  foot  ^  my  eyes  on  tfypiSure^  and  my  heart 
on  thy  every  part. 

Thine  in  the  deareft  defign  of  iodufti7» 

Don  Adriano  de  Armada. 

*  Thus  doft  thou  Hear  the  Neman  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  prey ; 
Submiffive  fall  his  princely  feet  before. 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play« 
But  if  thou  ftrive  (poor  foul)  what  art  thou  then? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den.     . 
Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited 
this  letter  i 
What  vane?  what  weathercock ?  did  you  ever  bear 
better  ? 
Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the 

ftilc. 
Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o*cr  it  ere 

while. 
Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  thu  keeps  here 
in  Court, 
A  phantafme,  a  monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  fporc 

5  Thus  dofi  tb9M  bear^  &c.]  Thefe  &x  linn  appear  to  be  a  qao 
tatioa  from  fome  ridiculous  poem  of  chat  time. 

To 
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To  the  Prince,  and  his  book*  mates. 

Prin.  Thou,  fellow,  a  word :' 
Who  gaveihcc  this  letter? 

Ooft.  I  tdld  you ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord  to  which  lady  ? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  Berowtiy  a  good  mafter  of  mine^ 
To  a  lady  oi  France^  that  he  call'd  Rafaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.  Come,  lords, 
away. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this ;  'twill  be  thine  another  day« 

{ExitVnnct^attendid^ 

BcyeL  Who  is  the  (hooter  ?  who  is  the  (hooter? 

Rof.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know? 

Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Hof.  Why,  (he  that  bears  the  bow.    Finely  put  off. 

Bpyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns:  but  if  dioa 
marry. 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  milcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rof,  Well  then,  I  am  the  (hooter. 

B(yet.  And  who  is  your  Deer? 

Rof.  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  your  (elf  i  come  not 
near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed.  * 

Mar.  You  fiill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet^  and  (he 
ftrikes  at  the  brow. 

Boyef.  But  (he  her  felf  is  hit  kmer.    Have  I  hit 
her  now? 

Rof  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying, 
that  was  a  man  when  King  P^n  of  France  was  a  lit* 
tie  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it? 

Bcyet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that 
was  a  won>an  when  Queen  Guifuver  of  Britain  was  a 
little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Vol.  II.  Q^  Rofi 
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Rof.  thou  can'P  mi  bU  Hy  bit  it,  bit  it.    [Singing. 
^ou  catffi  not  bit  itl  mj^  good  man. 

Boyet.  Aff  I  cannot y  cannot ,  cannot  \ 
JbC  icamot,  another  can.  [Exit  Rof. 

Coft.  By  my  troch,  moll  pleafant ;  how  both  did 

fit  it. 
Mar.  A  mark  marvcUous  well  IboC ;  for  they  both 

did  hit  it. 
Bpyet.  A  mark  i  O^  mark  but  that  mark !  a  mark, 
&ys  my.  lady ; 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't;  to  meet  at,  if  it 

maybe* 
,   Mar.  Wide  a'  tb*  bow-hand ;  i*faith,  your  hand  is 
out. 
Coft.  Indeed,  a'  mufk  Ihoot  nearer,  or  he^tt  ne^er  hit 

the  clout. 
Boyit.  An'  if  my  hand  be  out^  tfaen^  beHke^  your 

hand  is  in. 
Coft.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upfhot  by  cleaving  the 

pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily  %  your  lips 

grow  foul. 
Coft.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks^  Sir,  chal- 
lenge her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;  good  night  mv 
good  owl.  [Exeum  all  but  Coftaid 

Qfi.  By  my  iput,  a  fwain  *,  a  moft  fimple  clown  I 
Lord,  Lord !  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down ! 
O*  my  troth, .  moft  fweet  jefts,  moft  in>KX»ny  vulgar 

wit. 
When  it  comes  fi>  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfcenely  ;  as  it 

were^  lb  fit. 
Armado  o'  th*  one  fide,— O,  a  moft  dainty  man ; 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  hdy,  and  to  b(»r  her  fan. 
To  lee  him  kifi  his  hand,  and  how  moft  fweedy  he 
will  fwear : 

And 
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And  kis  Page  o*  toother  fide,  that  handful  of  Wit  \ 
Ab,  keav'ns)  ic  is  a  moft  pathetical  Nit. 

[fixi/Coftard. 

\&houtmg  wUbin. 
SCENE      II. 

^  Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,^  mi  Sir  Nathaniel. 

Natb^  Very  reverend  fport,  truly ;  and  done  in  the 
teftimohy  of  a  good  Conlcience. 

Holm 

6  £»^r-.— HolofernesJ  Theit  k  vtry  little  perfonal  re- 
flexion in  Shake/pear,  Either  the  rirtue  of  thojf^  times,  or  the 
candourof  our  author,  has  fo  effected*  that  his  fatirc  is»  for  the 
moll:  part^  gen^ial,  and  as  himfelf  fay8> 

his  taxing  Hke  a  wld  g9ofe  JHes^ 

Unclain^d  of  any  man,  ■■ 
The  place  before  us  feems  to  be  an  exception.  For  hy  Holofernet 
is  deiigned  a  particular  charader,  a  pedant  and  fchoolmafter 
of  our  author^s  time,  one  John  Fhrio,  a  teacher  of  the  Italian 
tongue  in  L9iid$nt  who  has  given  us  a  fmall  di^onary  of  that 
language  under  the  title  cS  A  world  of  words,  which  in  his  Epir 
ftle  D^icatory  he  tells  us,  is  of  liitU  lefs  value  than  Stephens*i 
treafure  of  the  Greek  tongue^  the  moft  compleat  work  that  was 
ever  yet  compiled  of  hs  &nd.  In  his  pre^ce,  he  calls  thofe  who 
had  eriticized  his  works  Sea-dogs  or  Land-eritics ;  Monfiers  of 
men^  if  not  heafis  rather  than  men  \  nuhofe  teeth  are  canihals^ 
their  toongs  addarsforks,  their  lips  ajpes-poifon^  their  eyes  haji^ 
Hskest  their  breath  the  breath  of  a  grave,  their  words  like 
frmrdes  of  Tuiks  thatfirive  which  pall  dive  deepeft  into  a  Chri- 
ftian  lying  boand  before  them.  Well  therefore  might  the  mild 
Nathanifi  defire  HoUfernes  to  abrogate  fcurrility.  His  pro^ 
feffion  too  is  the  reafon  that  Hokf ernes  deals  fo  much  in  Italian 
fentences.  There  is  an  edition  of  Love'' s  Labour' s  hfi^  printed 
1 598,  and  laid  to  htprefented  before  herHighnefs  this  laft  Chrifi- 
mas  15^7.  The  next  year  i  ^98,  comes  out  our  JohnFlorio  with 
\mfVorld  of  Words t  recentibusodiis;  and  in  the  preface,  quoted 
above,  falls  upon  the  comic  poet  for  bringing  him  on  the 
ibge.  There  is  another  fort  of  leering  enrs^  that  rather  fnarle 
than  bite,  v/hereof  I  could  infiance  in  one,  who  lighting  on  a  good 
foanet  of  a  gentlematCs,  a  friend  of  mine,  that  loved  better  to 
be  a  poet  than  to  be  counted  fo,  called  the  author  a  Rymer. — Let 
Ariiiophanes  and  his  comedians  make  plates,  and  fco%\!re  their 
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Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  kno^)fangms^  in  blood ; 
ripe  as  a  pom  water,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  ia 
the  ear  oiCalo^  the  sky,  the  welkin,  the  heaven;  and 
anon  falleth  like  a  crab  on  the  face  of  Terray  the  foil, 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  mafter  Holoftmes^  the  epithets  ar« 
fweetly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft :  butj  Sir,  I 
alTure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  firit  head. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel^  hand  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  haudcredo^  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation  5  yet  a  kind  of  in- 
finuation,  as  it  were  in  via^  in  way  of  explication ; 
facere^  as  it  were,  replication  5  or  rather,  oftentare^  to 
ihow,  as  it  were  his  inclination  5  after  his  undrefled, 
unpoliflied,  uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  ra- 
ther unlettered,  or  rathereft  unconfirmed  fafhioo,  to 
infert  again  my  baud  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull,  I  faid,  the  deer  was  not  a  baud  credo  \  *twas 
a  pricket. 

HoL  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  bisco£lus\  Othou  mon- 
fter  ignorance,  how  deformed  doft  thou  look  ? 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book.  He  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink.     His  intelleft  is  not 

[mouths  on  Socrates  ;  thofe  <very  mouths  they  maki  to  mlifie  Jball  hi 
jhf  means  to  amflijie  his  'virtue^  &c.  Here  Shakefpear  it  fo 
plainly  marked  out  as  not  to  be  miftaken.  As  to  the  fonnet  of 
fihe  Gentleman  his  friend ^  we  may  be  aiTured  it  was  no  other  than 
liis  own.  And  without  doubt  was  parodied  in  the  very  fonoet 
beginning  with  The  prai/efull  Princejs,  &c.  in  which  our  author 
makes  Holophernes  hy.  He  ijuillfomething  affea  the  letter ;  for  it 
argues  facility.  And  how  much  John  Florio  thought  this  affeQa- 
tiun  argued  facility^  or  quicknefs  of  wit,  we  fee  in  this  pre£ice 
where  he  falJs  upon  his  enemy,  H,  $,  His  name  is  H.  S.  Do 
not  take  it  for  /l^  Roman  H.  S.  unlefs  it  be  as  H.  S.  is  twice  as 
much  and  an  half  as  half  an  JS,  With  a  great  deal  more  tp 
the  fame  purpofe;  concluding  his  pre&ce  in  thefe  word«.  The 
re/olute  John  Florio.  From  the  ferocity  of  this  man's  temper  it 
was,  that  Shakefpear  chofe  for  him  the  name  vthkii  Rablait 
gives  to  his  Pedant  of  Tbubal  Holoferni., 
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repleniflied.  He  is  only  an  animal,  only  ienfible  in 
the  duller  parts;  ^  and  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  be- 
fore us,  that  we  thankful  ihould  be  for  thoie  parts, 
(which  we  tafte  and  feel,  inffradart)  that  do  fru&ify  in 
w,  more  than  He. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiicreet^ 

or  a  fool ; 
So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in 

a  fchool. 
But  &mne  bene^  fay  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind. 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind« 
Dull,  Tou  two  are  book-men  i  can  you  tell  by  your 
wit. 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain^s  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
Hoi.  Dt^ynnUy  good- man  Dulh^  DiSyma^  good* 
man  Dull. 

Dull.  Yfhzt  is  Di£lynm? 
Natb.  A  title  to  Phosbe^  to  Luna^  to  the  Mom. 
Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  "^htn  Adam  was 
no  more : 
And  rought  not  to  five  weeks^  when  he  came  to  five- 

fcore. 
•  Th*  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true,  indeed ;  the  coUufion  holds  in  the 
exchange. 

Hoi  God  comfort  thy  capacity !  I  fay,  the  allufion 
holds  in  the  exchange, 

7  and  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before  us^  that  ive  thankful 
fiould  be  5  'which  <we  tafte ^  and  feeling  zrtfor  thofe  parts  that  d9 
fruQify  in  us  more  than  he.]  The  Words  have  been  ridiculoufly, 

and  (tupidly,  tranfpos'^l  and  corrupted.  The  emendation  I  hav« 
offerM,  I  hope,  rellores  the  author :  At  leaft,  it  gives  him  fenfe 
and  grammar  :  and  anfwers  extremely  well  to  his  metaphors  taken 
bom  planting.  Ingradare  ,vin\iitie  Italians »  fignifies,  to  rife  higher 
and  higher ;  andare  digrado  in  grado^  to  make  a  progreifion  j  and 
fo  at  length  come  to  fru^ify^  as  the  poet  expreffes  it. 

8  W  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange,]  i.  e.  the  luddle  is  as  good 
when  I  ufe  \h»  name  oiAdam,  as  when  you  ufe  the  name  of  Sain, 

QL3  D^ 
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IhtB.  And  I  hy^  the  pollution  bolds  w  che  w* 
change;  for  ihe  moon  is  never  but  a  moiH^  old^  aad 
1  &y  befide,  chat  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  Princefs  kiU'd. 

Hoi  Sir  N$thMi^9  wiU  you  bear  an  ei^temporal 
epiuph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and  to  huoKmr  the 
jgacM-antt  I  hay)e  call'd  the  deer  the  Prlnce(9  kiird,  a 
pricket. 

N^tb.  Perge^  geod  mAtx HH^emfs^  ferg^i  bit 
fliall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrihty. 

Hal.  I  will  fonethifig  a0eft  thi  letteri  for  it  ar« 
goes  facility. 

fbe  praifefid  Prktcefi  pkr^d  and  pricks 

A  pretty  f  leafing  pricket  j 
S(nnefaj^  a  fore  \  butnotafire^ 

*Tillnow  made  fore  withfiooting. 
fbe  dogs  did  yell -^  put  L  to  fore j 

Then foreljumpt from  thicket*^ 
Or  pricket  forcy  or  elfe  forel^ 

The  people  fall  a  hooting. 
^  fore  be  fore y  then  L  to  fore 

9  Makes  fifty  fores^  O  forel! 
Of  one  fore  Ian  hundred  make^ 

By  adding  but  one  more  L^ 

J^atb.  A  rare  talent! 

Dull,  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him 
with  a  talent. 

HoL  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple ;  a 
foolilb  extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  '  forms,  figures, 
0iapes,  objedls,  ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revo- 
ludons.  Thefe  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  meaio- 
ry,  nouriOf d  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater ^  and  deli- 

9  Makes  fifty  fins,  Qfirei/}  We  (hould  read,  of  firef,  al- 
li^ding  CO  L  being  the  oumeral  for  f  o.  Cg/tcerning  tJbf  btafis  tf 
€hi\fi,  'ivher^f  the  Buck,  being  the  firfi,  is  called  as  fall^weth  i 
the  fir fi year  a  Fawn  |  the  focend year  a  Pricket  i  the  third y^ar^ 
f  Sorel ;  the  fourth  year. a  So^rc;  tbe^thyee^r^  a  buck  of  thefrft 
head,  &c.    Manhood  qf  the  Laws  of  the  FqreH,  p.  44. 
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verVI  tipM  the  meUowing  of  oooilfion ;  bat  the  gift 
is  good  in  thc^e  in  whom  it  is  acocei  and  I  am  thank- 
ful £or  it. 

N^*  Sir,  I  pmife  the  lord  for  you,  and  to  may 
my  porifliionen;  for  their  ibas  are  well  tutored  bf 
you,  and  their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under 
you;  you  are  a  gcxxi  member  of  the  common* 
wealth. 

Hoi.  MAercU^  if  their  fons  be  ingenuous,  they 
Ihall  want  no  inftru£tion :  if  their  daughters  be  capdi- 
blc^  I  will  put  it  to  them.  But  virfafitj  qui  fMC0 
kquUuri  A  »>ul  feminine  falutech  us. 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  Jaquenetta,  md  Coftard* 

Jaq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  mafter  Parfon. 

Hoi.  Matter  Parfbn,  quafi  Perfon.  And  if  one 
fliould  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one? 

Cfft.  Marry,  mafter  fchool-mafter,  he  that  is  likeft 
to  a  hc^lhead. 

Hd.  Of  piercing  a  hogihead,  a  good  Luftre  of 
conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth,  fire  enough  for  a  fitnt^  peart 
enough  for  a  fwine:  *Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  mafter  Parfon,  be  (b  good  as  read  me 
diis  letters  it  was  given  me  by  Coftard^  and  fent  me 
from  Don  Armatbo  \  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 

{^)  Hoi.  '  Faufte,  pretor^  g^Udd  qumdo  fecus  omm 
*         fub  umird 

Ruminaty 

I  Fauftif  precor  gilida^  &c.]  A  note  of  La  Monnofit  on  theft 
very  words  in  Les  Contes  its  Periirs^  Nov.  4a.  will  explain 
the  hamoar  of  the  qiiocation,  and  ihew  how  well  Sbake/fear  has 

fuHained  the  charader  of  his  pedant. 11  defigne  le  Carmt  Bat* 

tifttMantuaHt  sUmt  au  comiHencemmt  du  16  fiicU  9n  iifoit  puhii*. 
fuimmt  u  Paris  lis  Poifiis ;  Ji  ceUbra  ahrs,  qui,  comme  dit  plat* 
frmnunt  Farnabe,  dans  fa  fref ace  fur  Martial,  Ui  Pedaus  ntfai^   . 
0^4  fohm 

[  (a)  Hoi.    Dr.  «iW*y.— Vulg.  Sir  Natb.  ] 
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Rufmnat,  imd  fb  forth.    Ah,  good  old  Mantuan^  I 
may  fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice  \ 
Vinegiaj  Finegia!  qui  non  te  vedi^  ei  non  tt  pregia. 
Old  Maniuan,  old  Mantuan!  Who  underftandeth  diee 
not,  loves  thee  not:— ut  re  fol  la  mi  fa.    Under  par* 
don,  Sr,  what  are  the  contents?  or  rather,  2& Horace 
lays  in  his:  What!  my  foul!  verfes? 
N(Ub,  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  learned. 
HoL  Let  me  hear  a  ftaff,  a  ftanza,  a  verfe;  Lege^ 
Domine. 
Natb.  If  love  make  me  forfworn,  how  Ihall  I 
fweartolove? 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty 
vow'dj 
Tho*  to  my  felf  forfworn,  to  thee  Pll  faithful  prove ; 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like 
ofiers  bow'd. 
Study  his  biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine 
eyes; 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would 
comprehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fhall 
fuffices 
Well  learned  is  diat  tongue,  that  well  can  thee 
conimend, 
All  ignorant  that  Soul,    that:  fees  th^  without 
wonder: 
Which  is  to  me  fooie  praife,  that  I  thy  parts 
admire  5 
Thy  eye  Jove^s  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dread- 
ful thunder ; 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  muHck,  and  fweet 
fire. 

foient  fittUe  iifficuUe  de  freferer  a  P  Anna  virumqoc  cano.  It 
Fauftc  prccor  gelida,  eefi-adire^  a  /'  Eneidc  it  Virgilc  ks  Ev- 
kgues  it  Mantuan,  la  premUrt  defqutllit  commence  far  Fauftc 
precor  gtlida, 

Celeftial 
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Cdeftial  as  thoa  art.  Oh  pardon,  love,  this  witng. 

That  fings  heavVs  praife  with  fuch  an  earthly 
tongue. 

ffol.  You  find  not  the  Apojtropbes^  and  io  mils  the 
accent.  *  Let  me  fupcrvifc  the  canzonet.  Here  arc 
only  numbers  ratify'd  5  but  for  the  elegancy,  facility, 
and  golden  cadence  of  poefie,  caret :  »  Ovidius  Nafo 
was  the  man.  And  why,  indeed,  Nafo\  but  for 
fmellinff  out  the  odoriferous  flowery  of  fancy?  the 
jerks  of  invention?  (tf)/«wVtfri,  is  nothing:  ♦lb  doth 
the  hound  his  mafter,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  try*d 
horle  his  rider :  But  DamofeUa  Virgin^  was  this  diroSfc* 
ly  to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron^  to  one  of 
the  firange  Queen's  Ladies. 

Hoi.  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  ti$ 
fnovhwbite  band  of  the  moft  beauteous  lady  Roialine. 
I  will  look  again  on  the  intelled  of  the  letter,  for  the 
nomination  of  the  party  writing  to  the  peribn  written 
unto. 

2  Let  me/upirvi/i,  &c  ]  The  common  editions  give  this 
fpeech  to  Nathaniel.  Dr.  fbirlby  reftores  it  rightly  to  Hoi^* 
fernti. 

3  Oviditts  Nafo  nuas  thi  «ui«.]  Oar  author  makea  his  pedant 
zSkGi  the  being  converfant  in  the  beft  authors :  Contrary  to  the 
pradice  of  modem  wics,  who  reprefent  them  as  defpifers  of  all 
fach.  But  thofe  who  know  the  world,  know  the  pedant  to  be 
the  greateft  aftder  of  politenefs. 

4  fo  d9tb  the  bttund  his  mafier^  the  afe  bis  keeper,  the  tirbd 
borfe  bis  riderJ]  The  i>edant  here,  to  run  down  imiution,  ihewt 
that  it  is  a  quality  within  the  capacity  of  beafts :  that  the  dog  and 
the  ape  are  tausht  to  copy  tricks  by  their  matter  and  keeper ;  and 
fo  u  the  //rV  Aorfe  by  his  rider.  This  lafl  is  a  wonderful  in- 
ftance ;  but  it  happens  not  to  be  true.  The  author  mull  have, 
wrote— /it^  TUT  ED  bqr/e  bis  rider:  i,  e.  one,  exercis*d^  and 
brobe  to  the  manage  :  for  he  obeys  vrtry  iign»  and  motion  of  ch0 
rein,  or  of  his  rider.  So  in  the  Tivo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  tht 
void  is  nfed  in  the  fenfe  of  trained,  exercifed; 

And  bemf  be  cannet  be  a  perfect  man^ 
Not  being  try*d  and  tntor*d  in  the  ixjorld, 
[  (a)  imitarit  Mr.  Theobald. — Vulg.  imitmry.  ] 

Touf 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


234-  LoviV  Labours  loft. 

Twr  La^finp^'S  in  4iS  dffit^d  mpbyment^  t&ron. 

This  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the  King ;  and 
here  he  hath  fram'd  a  Jetter  to  a  lequeot  of  the 
ftranger  Queen's,  which  accidentally,  or  l^  the  way 
of  progrcffion,  hath  mifcarryM.  Trip  atid  go,  my 
fweet;  deliver  this  paper  int#  the  hand  of  the  King ; 
it  may  concern  much  ;  fiay  not  thy  compliment^  I 
forgive  thy  duty  :  adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Coftardy  go  with  me.  Sir,  God  lave 
your  life. 

Coft.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl 

{Exeuni  Cofk.  andjsic^ 

Natb.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God, 
very  religioufly:  and  as  a  certain  fether  fiuth— 

Hil.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  co- 
lourable colours.  Bur,  to  return  to  the  verfes;  did 
they  plcafe  you.  Sir  Nathaniel? 

Natb.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

HoL  I  do  dine  to  day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain 
pupil  of  mine;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  (hall  plcafe 
you  to  gratifie  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my 
privilege  I  have  with  the  parents  of  the  aforelaid 
child  or  pjpil,  undertake  your  ^Mi;m«/tf;  where  will 
I  prove  thofe  verfes  to  be  very  unlearned,  neither  6- 
vouring  of  poetry,  wit,  nor  invention.  I  befeech 
your  focicty. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too :  for  fociety  (£uch  the 
text)  is  the  happineis  of  life. 

HoL  And,  ccrtes,  the  text  moft  infallibly  con- 
cludes it.  Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too;  [To  Dull]  you 
Ihall  not  lay  me,  nay:  Pauca  virba.  Away,  the 
gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  wc  will  to  our  re- 
creation. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Biron,  vnth  a  p^  in  bis  bani^  done. 

Biron.  The  King  is  huDting  che  deer,  I  am  courfiiig 
my  felf.  They  have  piccht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  a 
pitch;  pitch,  that  denies;  ^lefile!  a  foidword:  well, 
fet  thee  down,  forrow ;  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  iaid) 
and  fo  fay  I»  and  I  the  fool.  Well  prov'd  wit.  By 
the  Lord,  this  love  is  as  mad  as  Jpnc^  it  kilis  flxiepi 
it  kills  me,  I  a  ihe^.  Well  proved  again  oa  my  fuk. 
I  will  not  lo¥e;  if  1  do,  hang  me;  i*&ith,  I  will  not. 
0,  but  her  eye :  by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would 
not  love;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing 
in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  hea- 
ven, I  do  bve  I  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhime,  and 
to  be  melancholv ;  and  here  is  part  of  my  rhime,  and 
here  my  melancholy.  Well,  flie  hath  one  o'  my  fon- 
nets  already ;  the  clown  bore  it;  the  fool  fent  it,  and 
the  lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter  fool,  fweeieft 
lady !  by  the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the 
other  three  were  in.  Here  comes  one  with  a  pper; 
God  give  him  grace  to  groan !  [Htjlands  i^. 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  Ay  me! 

Biron.  Shot,  by  heav'n!    proceed,  fweet  Ct^d% 
thou  haft  thumpt  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the 
left  pap :  in  faith,  fecrets.— • 
King,  [reads.l  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fiin  gives 
not 
To  thofe  frefli  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe. 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their  frem  rays  have  fmote 
The  night  of  dew,  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows  s 
Nor  fhines  the  lilver  moon  one  half  (o  bright. 
Through. the  tranfparent  bqfom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light; 
Thou  ihin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep; 

No 
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No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee. 

So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 

Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  wiU  fhew  \ 
But  do  not  love  thy  fdr,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glades,  and  ftill  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel ! 
No  thought  can  think,  no  tongue  of  mortal  telL— « 

How  (hall  (he  know  my  griefe?  PU  drop  the  paper; 
Sweet  loaves,  (bade  folly.     Who  is  he  comes  here? 

\^he  King  Jieps  afide. 

Enter  Longaville. 

What!  Longaville!  and  reading!  liften,  ear, 
Birm.  Now  in  thy  likenefi  one  more  fool  appears. 
Long.  Ay  me  I  I  am  forfworn. 
Biron.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  Perjure,  wearing 

papers. 
King.  In  love,  I  hope ;  fweet  fellowfhip  in  (hame. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 
Long.  Am  I  the  firft,  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo? 
.    Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two  dut 

I  know  s 
Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  tbree-corner-cap  of 

focienr^ 
The  (hape  of  love's  fyburn^  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 
Long,  I  fear,  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move: 
O  fweet  A/^no,  £mpre(s  of  my  love, 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 
Biron.  O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupid*^ 
hofe: 
Disfigure  not  his  (a)  flop, 
Long.  The  fame  (hall  go.  [he  reads  tbefonnet. 

Did 
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Did  not  the  bea^eniy  rbetorick  of  thine  ye 

(^Gaif^  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Perfuade  ny  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury^ 

Vows  J  for  thee  broke  ^  deferve  notpumjhment : 
A  woman  Iforfwore^  hut  IwiUprove^ 

Thou  being  agoddefs^  Iforfwore  not  thee. 
My  vow  was  earthy^  thou  a  heav*nfy  love: 

Thy  grace  being  gain%  cures  all  difgrace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breathy  and  breath  a  vapour  is ; 

Then  thou  fair  fun^  which  on  my  earth  d^flme^ 
Exhal^ft  this  vapour-vow  5  in  thee  it  is ; 

If  broken  tbAi^  it  is  no  fault  of  minei 
If  by  me  broke^  what  foot  is  notfo  wife 
uolofe  an  oath  to  win  a  Paradifei 

Biron.  This  is  the  liver-vein,  which  makes  flcfh  a 
deity  -, 
A  green  goofe  a  goddefs :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'  th* 
way. 

Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  fliall  I  fend  this?—  company? 

ftay. — ;- 
£iron.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play ; 
Like  a  demy-god,  here  fit  I  in  the  sky. 
And  wretched  fools*  fecrets  headfully  o'er- eye : 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wiih; 
Dumain  transform* d  four  woodcocks  in  a  dilh  ? 
Dim.  Omoft  divine^/^/ 
Biron,  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb  ?  [afide. 

Dum.  By  heav'n,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye! 
Biron.  By  earth,  ihe  is  {a)  but  corporal ;  there  you 
lie.  [^Jide. 

Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Biron.  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

\afidi. 
£  (a)  hui  corpral,  Mr.  TbeQiaU'-^Vdg,  n9i corporal. 

Dum. 
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Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Birm.  Scoop,  1  %  ; 
Her  Ihouldcr  is  With  ehiH.  {ajde. 

hum.  As&irasday. 
Biron.  Ay,  as  fome  days ;  but  fhcn  w^  fim  niuft 

fhine.  £^. 

Bum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifii  I 
Long.  And  1  had  mine !  [ajide. 

King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord!  [ajide. 

Biron.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine !  Is  not  that  a  good 

word  ?  [ii/Ue, 

Vum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  flie 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  wilJ  remembred  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood  \  why  then,  incifion 

Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,  fweet  mifprifion,  [afide. 

Dim.  Once  more  ril  read  the  ode,  that  I  have 

writ. 
Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark,  bow  love  caa  vary 

wit.  [afide; 

Dumain  reads  bis  fonneh 

On  ada^^  (alackj  the  daf!) 
Love^  wboji  month  is  ever  May» 
Sfy^d  a  hlojfom  p^ngfair^ 
Plying  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind^ 
Allunfeen^  *gm  paffage  find\ 
That  the  lover ^  fick  to  deaths 
Wiflfd  himfelf  the  beaven^s  breath. 
Atr^  (quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  may  Mow 
JiTy  would  1  mt^bt  triumph  fi! 
Buty  alack^  nr/band  is  Jworn^ 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn: 
Vow^  alack  J  for  youth  unmeet^ 
Toutbfo  apt  to  pluck  afiveet. 
Do  not  call  it  fin  in  me^ 
Thai  I  amforfwornfor  fhee  : 


Thou^ 
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?2rw,  for  whom  tifn  Jove  would  Jioear^ 
Juno  aut  an  Etbiope  were\ 
Jnd  derrf  bimfelf  for  ]oy% 
TMming  nwialfor  tby  love. 

This  will  I  feod,  and  ibmethiog  dfe  more  plain. 
That  (hall  exprefs  ^  my  true  love's  feftring  paio$ 
0,  would  the  Kittg^  Birom  and  Longannlley 
Were  lovers  too!  ill,  to  example  111, 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjured  note : 
For  none  offend,  where  all  auke  do  dote. 

Lmg.  Dumainj  thy  love  is  far  from  charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  defir'ft  feciety :     [commgforwarJU 
You  may  look  pale  ;  but  I  ihould  blu(h,  I  know, 
Tobe  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping io. 
King,  Come,  Sir,  you  blufli  ^  as  his,  your  cafe  is 
fuch ;  {cofmng  forward^ 

You  chide  at  him,  ofifending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ?  iMgamiUe 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile ; 
Nor  never  layM  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  boibm,  to  keep  down  his  heart: 
I  have  been  cloiely  fhrowded  in  this  bufh. 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufk 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  falhion; 
Saw  (ighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  pafliom 
Ay  me !  lays  one ;  O  Jove\  the  other  cries  j 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryftal  the  other's  eyes. 
You  would  for  Paradife  break  &ith  and  troth  9 
And  Jtfoe^  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  fhall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear? 
How  will  he  ftorn?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit? 
^  How  will  he  tfiumpb,  geap,  and  laugh  at  it? 

5  ' —  m^  trui  Uvi^s  hSang  fain  s]  I  fluoold  rather  abaft  to 

^^^fefiriug^  lankling.    . 

6  How  nvill  hi  triumph^  L  B  A  P,  and  laugh  at  it  f}  We  fiieuU 
^*^nty  wa4»  GBAr,  i.  #.  jeer,  ridicoie. 

For 
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For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  iee» 

I  would  hot  have  him  know  fo  much  by  nie, 

Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocride* 
Ah,  good  my  Liege,  1  pray  thee,  pardon  me« 

[coming  forvmi. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 
Thde  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  in  your  tears. 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears  ? 
YouMLnot  be  perjured,  'tis  a  hateful  thing; 
Tuih  I  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fonnetting. 
But  are  you  not  afham*d  ?  nay,  are  you  not 
Ail  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o*er-(hot? 
You  found  his  mote,  th6  King  your  mote  did  fee : 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

0,  what  a  fcene  of  fooIVy  have  I  feen. 

Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen? 

0  me,  with  what  drift  patience  have  I  lat» 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  Knot! 

To  lee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg. 
And  profound  Salomon  tuning  ajigg! 
And  rfefior  play  at  pu(h*pin  with  the  boys^ 
And  ^  Cynic  ^imon  laugh  at  idle  tojrs ! 
Where  lyes  thy  grief?  Q  tell  me,  good  Dumain\ 
And  gentle  LmgcmUe^  where  lyes  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Liege's?  all  about  the  breaft? 
A  candle,  hoa ! 

J^ng.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betrayed  thus  to  thy  over- view  ? 

Birtm.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betrayed  by  you. 

1,  that  am  honeft ;  I,  that  hold  it  (in 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in. 

1  am  betrayM  by  keeping  company 

*  Wi|th  vane-like  men,  of  ftrange  inconftancy. 

7  -—CRITIC  ^'ismff— p]  ought  cTidentiy  to  be  ctnic. 

8  With  MEN  like  W9«-^]  This  is  a  ftrange fenrdcTa  line,  and 
Ihould  be  read  thufi, 

With  VANS  liki  men,  rf  ftrange  intonftanqfi 

When 
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When  (hall  y<Mi  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime? 
Or  groan  for  Jomi  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pramng  me?  when  ihall  you  hear,  that  I 
Willpraifeahand,.afoot,  a  fece,  an  eye, 
A  gate,  a  ftate,  a  brow,  a  breaft,  a  wafte^ 
A  leg,  a  limb? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  io  faft? 
A  true  man  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  io} 

Birm.  I  pod  from  love  \  good  lover,  let  me  go. 

Enter  Jaqucnetta  md  Coftard. 

Ja^.  God  bleis  the  King  \ 
Kifg.  What  Prcfent  haft  thou  there  f 
Coft.^  Some  certain  Treafon. 
King.  What  makes  treafon here? 
C^f.  Nay,  it  makes  nothinjg.  Sir, , 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither. 
The  tr^fon  wid  you  go  in  peace  away  together* 

Jaq.  I  befeech  your  (Grace,  let  thi^  letter  be  read. 
Our  Parlbn  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

iffitg*.  Biron^  read  it  over.        {He  re0ds  the  letkr. 
Where  hadft  thou  it? 
Jaq.  Of  Cojiard. 
King.  Where  hadfl:  thou  it? 
Cqft^  Of  Dun  Jdramadioj  Dun  AdrammlieL 
King.  How  now,  what  is  in  you?  why  ooft  thott 

tear  it? 
Biron.  'A  toy,  my  Liege,  a  toy :  your  Grace  needs 

no^  fear  it. 
Long.  It  4id  nipve  him  to  paflion,  and  therefore 

let's  hear  it. 
Dim.  It  is  Biron^s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Biron.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were 

born  to  dp  me  (hame.  .  [To  Coftard, 

Guilty,'  my  lord,  guilty :  I  confefs,  I  confefi. 
A/^^.  What? 
Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack*d  me  fool  to  make 

up  the  meis. 

Vox,.  IL  R  He, 
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He,  he,  and  you;  andjrou,  my  liege,  and! 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  aod  we  defer?e  td  die« 
O,  difmils  this  Audience^  and  I  Iball  tdi  ycH  mora 
Dum.  Now  ebe  number  is  cvea. 
Biron.  True,  true  ;  we  arc  four  : 
Will  thefe  turdes  begone? 
King.  Hence,  Sirs,  away. 
Coft.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  kt  the  traitors 
ftay'.  [ExewU  Coft.  and  Jac{aen. 

Biron.  Sweet  lords,  fweet  lovers,  O,  lee  us  embrace: 
As  true  as  we  are,  as  Sefh  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  (hew  bi$  fiure: 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree. 
We  cannot  crols  the  caofe  why  we  were- born  ,• 
Therefore  of  all  hands  rtiuft  we  be  forfworn.  • 
King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  Unes  ihew»  ftme  lovt  of 

thine  ? 
Birm.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavcnty 
Ro/atine^  -    '     . 

That  (lUic  a  rwfc  and  lavage  man  of  Indk^ 

Ac  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eaft) 
Bows  not  his  vaflal  head,  and,  ftrucken  bHnd, 

Kifib  the  bale  ground  with  obedMit  breaft? 
What  peremptory  eagle-lighted  eye 

Dares  took  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
arhat  IS  not  Winded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

King.  What  zeal,    what  fury,  hath  infpir'd  thee 
noW? 
My  love  (her  miltrefs)  is  a  gracious  moon  i 
Sh&(an  attending  liar)  fearce  feen  a  light. 

Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  JRrrwr . 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  torn  to^ftight* 
Of  all  complexions  the  culPd  Sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  Fair,  in  her  lair  cheeky 
Where  fcveral  worthies  make  one  dignity  i 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felt  deih  ftek. 

Lend 
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Lend  me  the  flouriih  of  all  gentle  tongues ; 

Pie,  painted  rhetorick!  O,  fhe  n^s  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praife  belongs : 

She  pafies  praife ;  the  praife,  too  fhort,  doth  blot, 
A  withered  hermit,  fivefcorc  winters  worn. 

Might  (hake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye : 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  Age,  as  if  new-born. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle*s  infancy; 
O,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  fhine. 
King.  By  heav*n,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  ^  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine  f 
A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book. 

That  I  may  fwear.  Beauty  doth  beauty  lack. 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  P 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black  ? 
King.  O  paradox,  '  black  is  the  badge  of  hell: 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night  | 
^  And  beauty's  crete  b^omes  the  heavens  well. 
Biron.  Devils  fooneft  tempt,  refembling  fpiritg  of 
light : 

^' 

9  //  eUny  like  her?  O  word  di'oine !  ]  We  (hoald  read^  O 
wood  diiine. 

1  black  is  the  badge  of  bell: 

The  hue  of  dungeonsy   and  the    school   of  night}]    Wc 
ihpald  read,  the  scowl  of  night,  i.e.  the  fro^n. 

2  And  beauty*!  crest  hetomes  the  hea'vens  'well.'}  This  is  a 
contention  between  two  lovers  about  the  preference  of  a  black  or 
white  beauty.  But,  in  this  reading,  he  who  is  contending  for 
the  f^hite,  takes  for  granted  the  thing  in  difpute  ;  by  faying, 
that  luhite  is  the  crefl  of  beauty.  His  adverfary  had  juftasmach 
jeafon  tocall  black  fo.  The  queftion  debated  between  them  be- 
ing which  was  the  cre^  of  beauty,  black  or  white.  ShakeJ^ear 
^oold  never  write  fo  abfnrdly :  Nor  has  the  Oxford  Editor  at 
all  mended  the  matter  by  fubfiitoting  drefs  for  creft.  We  ihoald 
read. 

And  beauty* s  crbtb  becomes  the  heavens  well, 
h  e.  beauty's  white  from  creta.    In  this  reading  the  third  line  is  a 
Vp  I"  lU  R  a  proper 
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Of  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  decl^t. 

It  mourns»  that  raiDting  and  ufurping  Hair 
Should  ravi(h  doters  with  a  falfe  afpecl : 

And  therefore  is  £he  bpra  to  make  black  &ir. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafbion  of  the  days. 

For  native  blood  k  counted  pointing  now  ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife, 
Faints  itfelf  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
J)um.  To   look  like  her^  are  chimney-fweepers 

black* 
Long.  And  fince  her  timCj   are  colliers  counted 

bright. 
King.  And  Ethi&ps  of  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 
Bum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,    for  ^ark  is 

light. 
Biron.  Your  miftrefles  dare  never  come  in  rain, 
For  fear  their  colours  Ihould  be  walh'd  away. 
JGijf.  'Twere  good,  yours  did:    for.  Sir,  to  tell 
you  plain, 
1*11  find  a  fairer  &ce  not  wafh'd  to  day. 
Biron.  rU  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  'till  dooms-day 

here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as 

fhe. 
Vum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  ftuff  fo  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love ;  my  foot  and  her  face 

fee. 

BiroHi  O,  if  the  ftreets  were  paved  with   thine 

eyes. 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 

Dum.  O  vile !  then  as  (he  goes,  what  upward  lies 

The  ilreet  ibould  fee  as  ftie  walkt  over  head, 

cnMrjiiiistiiofis  to  the  irft.  I  fuppofe  the  blunder  of  thetnn- 
IciinBr  arofefiioiii  lieiice,  die  frtnch  word  crefie  in  chat  pronim- 
ciation  and  orthography  is  critic  which  he  undcrftanding,  and 
knowing  Aotfaing  -of  the'^Dber  iifnificaCion  of  creu  from  cnta^ 
arkMalljr.fillped  it  l»  Ihe  Engl^  WAy  of  fpelling,  crgftt. 

King. 
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King.  Bat  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat  j  and,  good  Biron^  now 
prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

Bum.  Ay,  marry,  there; fomc  flattery  for 

this  evil. 
Long,  O,  fome  Authority  how  to  proceed ; 
'  Some  trickis,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil, 
Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 
Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than*  need. 
Have  at  you  then,  AfFc6tion*s  Men  at  arms  i 
Confider,  what  you  firft  did  fwcar  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  ; 
Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft  ?  your  ftomachs  arc  too  young : 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow*d  to  ftudy,  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book. 
Can  you  ftilJ  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  Study's  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face? 
Whry,  univerfal  plodding  prifons  up 
*The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries; 
As  motion  and  iong-during  Adion  tires 
The  finewy  Vigour  of  the  traveller. 

,  3  ^ome  tricks^  fome  quillets,  bo^w  to  cheat  the  de*ui/.]  ^illi^ 
Is  the  peculiar  word  applied  to  law-chicane.  I  imagine  the  ori* 
pnal  to  be  this,  in  the  French  pleadings,  every  feveral  allegation 
w  the  plaintiiPs  charge,  and  every  difUndl  pica  in  the  defendanc't 
pwer,  began  with  the  words  ^'/7  efii- — from  whence  was 
rormed  the  word  quillet,  to  fignify  a  falfc  charge  or  an  evafive 
anfwer. 

^Jbe  nimble  fprnts  m  the  arteries ;]  In  the  old  fyftcm  of  phy- 
»c  they  gave  the  fame  office  to  the  arteries  as  is  now  given  to 
u    "^^nrcs ;  ai  appears  from  the  name  which  is  derived  from 

R  3  Now, 
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Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  Mforpan's  fee?. 
You  have  in  That  forlworn  the  ufe  of  eyes ; 
And  Study  too,  the  caufcr  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 
*  Teaches  fuch  duty  ^  a  woman's  eye? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjund  to  our  felf, 
And  where  we  are,  our  Learning  likewife  is. 
Then,  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  ladies  eyes. 
Do  we  not  likewifc  fee  our  Learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy,  lords  \ 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  t)Ooks : 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you^ 

*  In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 
Of  beauteous  tutors  have  cnrich'd  you  with  ? 
Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain ; 
And  therefore  finding  barren  pradifcrs. 
Scarce  Ihew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 

*  But  love,  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

*  Xives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 

*  But  with  the  motion  of  all  elenient3, 

*  Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  pQWcr  i 
«  And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

*  Above  their  funftions  and  their  ofBces. 

*  It  adds  a  precious  Seeing  to  the  eye : 

5  Reaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  ivoman^s  eyef^  This  line  is  ah- 
folate  nonfenfe.  We  fhould  read  puty,  «.  e.  etbks,  or  the 
offices  and  devoirs  that  belong  to  man.  A  woman's  eye,  fays  he, 
leaches  obfirvana  above  all  other  things. 

6  — /«  leaden  conUmflafitm  haixe  found  out 

Such  fery  numherst ]  Alluding  to  the  difcoverks  i» 

piodem  aftronomy  ;  at  that  time  greatly  improving,  in  which 
the  ladies  eyes  are  compared,  as  ufual  to  fars.  He  calls  them 
numbers^  alluding  to  the  PphagorMm  principles  of  aftroB(»ny, 
which  were  founded  on  the  laws  of  harmony.  The  Oseford 
editor^  who  was  at  a  lofs  for  the  conceit,  changes  members  tp 
nfitionSf  and  fo  lofes  both  the  fenfe  and  the  gallantry  of  th^  all^^ 
fion.  He  has  better  luck  in  tl^e  f<)llowing  Ime,  anc^  h»  xi^htjy 
^phanged  beaut/ s  to  keauteous* 

«  A 
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*  A  lover's  eyes  ivill  g^SB  an  eagle  blind! 
^  A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  ioweft  Sound, 

^  When  7  the  fiifpicious  head  of  theft  is  (i<^. 

*  Love's  Feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfiUey 

^  Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fiiaik 

Love's  TongAe  proves  dainty  Bacsbus  grofi  in  Tafte  1 

For  valour,  is  not  Love  a  Htrcuks^ 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  HcfferHes  ? 

Subtle  as  Sphinx  %  as  fweet  and  mufical 

'  As  bright  Apollo'^  ]Mt^  ftrung  with  his  hair: 

'  And  when  Love  fpeaks  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods, 

Mark,  Heaven  drowfie  with  the  harmony ! 

7  , —  the  fuj^icious  had  of  theft  isfitfi.]  i.  e.  a  lover  ia  po?- 
fmt  of  his  miflrefs  has  his  fenfe  of  hearing  quicker  than  a  tKief 
(who  fttfpeds  every  found  he  hears)  in  purfait  of  his  prey.  But 
Mr.  Thf^ksld  fayt,  there  it  no  contrafi  between  a  lover  and  a 
thief:  and  therefore  alters  it  to  thrifty  betwoen  which  and  lov0» 
he  fays,  there  is  a  remarkable  antitb^s.  What  he  means  by  r«9- 
iraft  and  antithefis^  I  confefs  I  don't  underftand.  But  'tis  no 
matter:  the  common  reading  n fenfe t  and  that  b  better  thun 
either  one  or  thft  other. 

'  8  Ai  bright  ApoUo*/  lute^  ftrung  vfi'tt  his  hair  {]  Thh  eacpref- 
fion,  like  Uiat  ouier  in  The  t<un  GentUmin  ef  Verona,  of-*- Or- 
fheui"  harp  *wa5 ftrung  with  poets ftnu^s,  is  extremely  beautiful, 
and  highly  figurative.  JpoiU,  as. the  fun,  is  reprefented  with 
goldea  hair ;  To  that  a  Inte  ilrung  with  his  hair  means  no  mote 
than  ftrung  with  gilded  wire. 
9  Md  nuhen  Lofvefpeaks  the  <veice  tf  all  the  Gois^ 
Make^  Hea'u'n  dro'-jufte  'with  the  harmony!^  Thi^  nonfcnfc  WC 
ihoald  read  and  point  thus, 

And  wohen  loye  /peaks  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods, 
Mark,  heav'n  drowfie  with  the  harmony. 
i.  e.  in  the  yoke  of  Uve  aloae  k  included  the  voice  of  all  the 
Gods,  Alluding  to  the  ancient  Theogony,  thjii  love  was  the  pa- 
rent and  fupporc  of  all  the  Gods. ,  Hence,  as  Suidas  tells  ••» 
i^a/f^^/^a/ttj  wrote  a  poem  called,  •A<^f(7crir*'<  Jt«i  ^^cc<roi  (pmn 
**i  hiyf^*  ne  voice  attdffeechofVen\i$  and  Love,  which  appears 
to  have  been  a  kind  of  Cofmogony,  the  harmony  of  which  is  jo 
.great  that  it  calms  arid  allays  all  klndof  diforders ;  alluding  again 
♦  the  ancient- ufe  of  mufic,  which  was  to  compofe  monarchs, 
when,  by  reafon  of  the  care?  of  empire,  they  ufed  to  pafs  whole 
nights  in  reftlcli  inquietude, 

E.  4  Never 
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Never  durft  Poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 
Until  bis  ink  were  tempered  with  Iove*s  fighs; 
O,  then  his  lines  would  ravilh  ikvage  ears. 
And  plant  in  tyrants  iiiild  humility.  — — 
From  womens  eyes  this  doftrine  I  derive  \ 
They  fparkle  ftill  the  right  Promethean  fire. 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academies. 
That  fhew,  contain,  and  ndurifh  all  the  world  $ 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent. 
Then  fools  you  were,  thde  women  to  forfwear : 
Or,  keeping  what  is  (worn,  you  will  prove  fooh. 
For  wifdom's  fake  (a  word,  that  all«men  lovt) 
Or  for  love*s  lake,  (*  a  word,  all  womealovej) 
Or  for  mens  fake,  (the  author  of  thefc  women;) 
Or  womens  fake,  (by  whom  we  men  are  men  i) 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felvess 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  Oaths« 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn. 
For  charity  it  felf  fulfils  the  law  5 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  f 

JS^.  Saint  Ci^^  then!  and,  foldiers,  to  the  field! 

Biron.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them. 
Lords  5 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them  i  but  be  firft  advis'd. 
In  conflia  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Jjmg.  Now  to  plain-dealing,  lay  thefe  glozes  by; 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  oi France? 

King.  And  win  them  too ;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  Tents. 

Biron.  Firft,  from  the  Park  let  us  condud  them 
thither; 
Then  homeward  every  roan  attach  the  hand 

J   ^.^m^aword,    THAT  J,OVBS  ALL    UEV  i]   Wc   fiioqld   mi^ 

A  njoard  all  women  hvt* 
tlie  fbUowiog  line  « 

Or  for  mens  fake  (the  author  of  thefe  n^jomen  \ ) 
wUch  refers  to  tbis  r^a^ingf  pats  it  oi;t  of  »11  ^uefi^n. 
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Of  his  fair  miftrcfi ;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrangc  paftime  folace  them. 
Such  as  the  fhortneis  of  the  titne  can  fhape: 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hoars. 
Foreran  fair  love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away !  no  time  fhall  be  omitted. 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Allans!  AUons!  *  fown  Cockle  rcap'd  no 
corn ; 

And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure  ; 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn ; 

If  fo,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.   {^Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E     L 

Jhe   S  T  R  E  E  T. 
Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel  and  Dull. 

HOLOFERNES. 

0^//V,  quod/ufficit. 

^  Natb.  I  praifc  God  for  yoo.  Sir,  your  reafbns 
at  dinner  have  been  fharp  and  Sententious  1  pleafant 
without  fcurrility,  witty  without  afFetftation,  auda- 
cious without  impudency,  learned  without  opinion, 
and  llxange  without  herefy :  I  did  converfe  this  quon- 
dam^day  with  a  companion  of  the  King's,  who  is 
endtuled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adriano  de 
Armado. 

Hoi.  Novi  hominem^  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is 
lofty,  hisdifcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his 
eye  ambitious,  his  gate  majefticai,  and  his  general  be- 

%  — fown  cockle  reafd  no  corn ;]  This  proverbial  expreffion 
hitiinatcs,  that  beginning  with  perjar/»  they  can  exped  to  reap 
nothing  but  &lflioo(i.    The  following  lines  lead  us  to  this  fenfe. ' 
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haviour  vain,  ridiculoiu,  and  thra&oical.  He  is  xxx% 
piqued,  too  fpruce,  coo  aifeded,  too  odd,  as  it  were ; 
too  peregrioace,  as  I  may  call  it. 

lf(ah.  A  mofl  iingular  and  choice  epithet. 

\draws  out  bis  tabU^haok. 

HoL  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verboficy 
finer  than  the  ftaple  of  his  arsunient*  I  abhor  fuch 
phanatical  phantafms,  fuch  inlociable  and  poinhdevife 
companions;  fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  do 
fpeak  dout  fine,  when  he fhould  lay  doubt;  det,  when 
he  ihould  pronounce  debc ;  d,  e,  b,  t ;  not  d,  e,  t :  he 
depech  a  calf,  cauf :  half,  hauf;  neighbour  vacatur 
oebour  *,  neigh  abbreviated  ne :  '  this  is  abominable, 
which  w«  would  call  abhominable:  ^  it  infinuateth  me 
of  (a)  Infanity :  Ne  inteliig;is^  Domine^  to  make  fran- 
tick,  lunatick? 

Nath.  Laus  deo^  hone^  inteUigo. 

Hoi.  (b)  Bone?'"'----  boue^  for  beni^^  Prifcian  a  little 
fcratch'd  5  'twill  fcrvc. 

S     C     E     N     E    11. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 

Nath.  Fidtfne  quis  vemi  ? 
Hoi.  Video^  Cs^gaudeo. 

I  this  is  ahominahht  ^c]  He  has  here  well  imitated  ths 
Iangaa{;e  of  the  moil  redoubtable  pedants  of  that  time.  On  fuch 
fort  of  occafions,  Jofeph  Scaliger  ufed  to  break  out,  Mominory 
ixuror,  Jfinitas  m»ra  ijt,  imfiitss,  kc,  and  Oi^s  kk  adver- 
iary  Lttium  fincote  ntaceratum^  Dam^niAcum  retrim^nSmm  in- 
Jcitia^  Stirquiliniumy  Stercus  Diabolic  Scarahaum^  larmam^ 
fgcus  foftremum  btftiarum,  infame  propudium^  x.A^a^fJLti. 

z  it  infinuateth  me  of  iswaiay  :]  There  is  no  need  to  make 
the  pedanc  woth  than  ShaAeJ^ear  made  faim;  who,  without 
doubt,  wrote  insanity. 

[  (a)  In/anie,  Mr.  Theoia/d --^yoig.  infamy,  ] 
#  [  (b)  Bone?  bmt  for  lent  i  Frifciim  a  little  fcrattlf  L  Mr. 

TiK^d«/</— VuJg.  Bom^  boQU^f^  hi^.  trijfi^n  a  Uttk  fcraHb.  ] 
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jjrm.  Chirra. 

Hoi.  ^uare  Chirra,  not  Sirrah  ? 
Arm.  Men  of  Peace,  well  cncountred. 
Hoi  Moll  military  Sir,  falutation. 
Mctb.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  language 
and  ftole  the  fcraps. 

Coft.  O,  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  Alms-baikct 
of  words.    I  marvel,  thy  matter  hath  not  eaten  rh^ 
for  a  word ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  a^ 
bonorificalntitudmtatibus :   thou  art   eaHer  fwaUow'd 
than  a  flap- dragon. 
Moth.  Peace,  the  p^al  begins. 
jfrtn.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered? 
Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he  tf aches  boys  the  horn-book : 
What  is  A  B  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  bis  bead  ? 
HoL  8^5  fueritioy  with  a  born  added. 
Moth.  Ba,  mod:  filly  fheep,  with  a  hora.    Tou 
bear  his  learning. 

Hot.  ^ms^  jfw,  thou  confonant? 
Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowolfe  if  you  rqpeaf 
them ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  tbcro,  a,  e»  h ^^  ■■ 

Moth.  The  (beep  \  the  other  two  concludes  it^ 
5  o,  u. 

Jnn.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  M^ditfrra^^um^ 
a  fweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit;   fnip,  fnap, 
quick  and  home ;  it  rejoiceth  my  intellei^ }  true  wit. 
Moth.  Offered  by  a  child  to  an  old  man :  which  is 
wit'old. 

Hoi  What  is  the  figure?  what  is  the  figure? 

Math.  Horns. 

Hoi  Thou  difputeft  like  aa  infant  5  go,  whip  thy 

gigg. 
Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  co  make  one,  and  I  will 

3  Of  u-l  A  poor  Conundrum,  as  Mr*  ^htobald  U^Iy  calk  \% 
jpeUored,  bjr  him^  toitsplacQ. — Vulg.  out. 
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whrp  about  your  infamy  ciram  circa\  a  gigg.of  a 
cuckold's  horn. 

Cofi,  An*  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
(houldft  have  it  to  buy  gingcr-bread  \  hold,  there  is 
the  very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  half- 
penny purfe  of  wit,  thou  pidgeon-egg  of  difcretion. 
O,  that  the  heavens  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert 
but  my  baftard !  what  a  joyful  father  wouldft  thou 
make  me?  go  to,  thou  haft  it  ad  dunghiU\  at  the  fin- 
gers' ends,  as  they  lay. 

HoL  Oh,  I  fmell  falfc  latine,  dunghill  for  utiguem. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  praamhula\   we  will   be  fingted 
from  the  barbarous.     Do  you  not  educate  youth  at 
the  charge- houfe  on  the  top  gf  the  mountain  ? 
'    Hel  Of,  Mms  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  your  (weet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 

UoL  l^Oi  fans  quejlion. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King*s  moft  fweet  plcafuce  and 
afieftion,  to  congratulate  the  Princels  at  her  Pavilion, 
in  the  pojieriors  of  this  day,  which  the  rudc  o^ulti- 
tude  call  the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The  fofierior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  Sir,  is 
liable,  congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  afternoon: 
/      the  word  is  well  cuU'd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do 
affure  you,  Sir^  I  do  aflure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gendeman,  and  my 
familiar  j  I  do  aflure  you,  my  very  good  friend ;  for 
what  is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs-^— I  do  be- 
leech  thee,  remember  thy  curtefie— I  befeech  thee, 
apparel  thy  head, — and  among  other  importunate 
and  moft  ferious  defigns,  and  of  great  import  indeed 

too — but  let  that  pals: for  I  muft  tell  thee,  it 

will  pleafe  his  Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean 
upon  my  poor  {houlder,  and  with  his  royal  finger 
thus  dally  wich  my  excrement,  with  mymuftachioj 
but  fWeet  heart,  let  that  pals.  By  the  world,  I  ro- 
count  no  fables  fome  certain  fpecial  honours  it  pleafeth 

his 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


LoveV  Labours  loft.  253 

his  Grcatncfs  to  itnpart  to  Armado^  a  foldicr,  a  man 
of  travel,  that  hath  fcen  the  world  i  but  let  that  pals 

the  very  all  of  all  is but  fwect  heart,  I  do 

implore  fecrecy* — -that  the  King  would  have  me 
prcfent  the  Princefs  (fweet  chuck)  with  fome  delight- 
ful oftentation,  or  fhow,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or 
fire- work.  Now,  underftancfing  that  the  Curate  and 
your  fweet  felf  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and  fudden 
breaking  oat  of  mirth,  (as  it  were)  I  have  acquainted 
you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  affiftancc. 

Uol.  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine. 
Worthies.  Sir,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment 
of  time,  fome  fliow  in  the  pofteriar  of  this  day,  to  be 
reridrcd  by  our  affiftants  at  the  King's  command,  and 
this  moft  gallant,  illuftratc  and  learned  gentleman,  be- 
fore the  Princefs :  I  fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the 
nine  Worthies.  . 
Natb.  Where  wiH  you  find  men  worthy  cnoug^h  to 

prefent  them  I 
Hoi.  Jojhua^  your  felf  5  this  gallant  man,  Jui4S 

kacaheusi  this  fwain  (becaufc  of  his  great  limb  or 

joint)  Ihall  pafs  Pompey  the  great;  and  the  p^c, 

Hercules. 
Arm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity  cnMgK 

tor  that  Worthy's  thumb;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end 

of  his  club. 
Hoi  Shall  I  have  audience?  he  (hall  prefent  flir- 

cules  in  minority :  his  Enter  and  Exit  fhall  be  ftran- 

gllnga^fnake;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that 

Moth.  An  excellent  device :  for  if  any  of  the  au- 
dience hifs,  you  may  cry  -,  "  well  done,  Hercules^ 
•*  ndw  thou  crulheft  the  fnake*,"  that  is  the  way  to 
make  an  ofience  gracious,  tho*  few  have  the  grace  to 
do  it. 

Arm.  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthier, — — 

Hoi  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 
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Moth.  Thfiee- worthy  gentleman! 

Arm,  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing? 

HoL  We  attend; 

/irm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  Antitk. 
I  befeech  you,  follow. 

Hoi.  Via!  good- mart  Dulh  thou  haft  fpoken  no 
word  all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nof  underffood  none  neither.  Sir. 

Hoi  Allons ;  we  will  employ  thee. 

Bull  V\\  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fd :  or  1  will 
pky  oft  the  taber  to  the  Worthies,  and  let  them  dance 
the  hay. 

HoL  Moft  dull,  honeft,  T>ult^  to  our  Sport  away. 

[Exeunt. 

S       C      E      N      E       HI. 

Before  the  P  RJNC  ESS' S  Pawlm. 

Enter  Princefsy  and  Ladies. 

Prin.Q^EET  hearts,  welhalj  berioh  ere wc depart, 

^  If  Fairings  come  thus  plcntiftilly  in. 
A  lady  wallM  about  with  diamonds! — 
Look  youy  what  J  have  from  the  loving  Kii^. 

Rof.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  abng  with  That  f 
Prin.  Nothing  but  this?   yes,  as  much  lore  in 
rhyme, 
As  would  be  cranf  d  up  in  a  Ihcet  of  paper. 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,,  margent  and  all  j 
That  he  w'as  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid*s  name. 

Rof.  That  was  the  way  £o.  make  his  God- head  wzXy 
For  he  hath  been  five  thouiand  years  a  boy. 
Catb.  Ay,  and  a  (hrewd  unhappy  gallows  torn. 
Rof  You*il  Ae'er  fc)e  friends  with  him  j  he  kiU'd 

your  filler. 
Catb.  He  made  her  melancho}y,i  iad  and  heary^ 
And  fo  (he died;  had  Ihe  been  lights  like  yoir. 
Of  fach  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit. 
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She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  fhe  dy*d 
And  fo  may  you )  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rof.  W  hat's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,   of  this 
light  word  ? 

Catb.  A  light  condition,  in  a  beauty  dark* 

Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Cath.  You'll  marr  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fnuff: 
Therefore  1*11  ddrkly  end  the  argument. 

Rof.  Look,  v^hat  you  do^  and  do  it  dill  i'th' 
dark. 

Ouh.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Rof.  indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  \  and  therefore  light. 

Cath.  You  weigh  me  not;  O,  that's,  you  care  not 
for  me. 

^^  Great  reafon  \  for  (a)  paft  Cure  19  flill  pafl: 
Care. 

Vrin.  Well  bandied  both ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
Bat,  RifaHnij  you  have  a  Favour  too: 
Who  fent  itp  and  what  is  kf 

Rof.  I  would^  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  wore  but  ds  ftir  d^  yours. 
My  favour  wetic  as  great;  be  witnefi  this. 
Nay,  I  have  Verfcs  too,  I  thank  J5/f^». 
The  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  toOt 
I  were  the  faireft  Godde&  on  the  ground. 
I  am  compared  to  twenty  thou&nd  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  pifture  in  his  letter. 

Frin.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof,  Much  in  the  ktcers,  nothing  in  the  praife. 

Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  conclu6on. 

Cath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rof.  Ware  pencils.    How.^  let  me  not  die  your 
debter,       , , 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter. 
O,  that  your  &ce  were  not  fo  full  of  Ocs ! 

[(«) — fafi  CuTM  U&iUpafi  Ofri.  Dr,  TiU-liy. V«lt.«» 

Care  UfitllPaft  Quri\ 

Cath. 
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Cath:  PoK  of  that  jeft,  and  I  bdhrcw  all  Ihrcwt: 

Prin.  But  what  was  fcnt  to  you  from  fair  Dumaine  f 

Catb.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Frin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain? 

Catb.  Yes,  Madam;  and  moreover, 
Some  thoufand  verfcs  of  a  faithful  lover, 
A  huge  tranQation  of  hypocrifie, 
Vildly  compiled,  profound  fimplicity. 
•     Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fcnt  LmgavUk', 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lefs  5  doft  thou  not  wifli  in  heart, 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  lettjer  fliort  ?  . 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  Qur  Jovcrs  for't. 

Rj^f.  They  are  worfe  fqols  to  purch^fc  mocking  fo. 
That  fame  Biron  V\\  torture,  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th*  week  I  ' 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek. 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  tit»^ 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes^ 
And  (hape^  his  feryice  all  to  my  behefts. 
And  make  him  proud  to  ;nake  me  proud  with  jcfts: 
♦So  portent-like  would  I  o'er-fway  his  ftatc, 
Tha;  he  Ihould  be  my  Fool,  and  J  his  Fate, 

4  -SoPertaun  T'tike  wpuld  lo'erfivi^  iujlati, 

Uat  hejhnuld  he  my  Fool,  and  I  his  FatcJ  In  old  fiir- 
ccs,  to  (hew  the  inevitable  approaches  of  death  and  dcftmy,  the 
FqoI  of  the  Yarcc  is  made  to  employ  all  his  flratagems  to  avoid 
Death  or  Fate:  Which  very  ftraiagcms,  as  they  arc  ordered, 
bring  the  Fool,  at  every  turn,  into  the  very  jaws  oiFaie.  Tp 
this  Shake/pear  alludes  again  in  Meafun  for  Meafun^ 

'• — merely  thou  art  Death'/  Foolj 

For  him  thou  labour^ ft  by  thy  flight  tojhutt, 
.  An  J  yet  runs  towards' him  ftill 
It  is  plain  from  all  this,  that  the  nonfcnfc  of ^pertaunt- like  (honld 
be  read  p  o  r  t  E  n  T-Z/i/,  /.  e.  I  would  be  his  fate  or  deftiny, 
and  like  a  pbrtent  hang  over,  and  influence  his  fbrtnues.  For 
portents  were  not  only  thought  to /^r#W#,  but  to  influewje.  So 
the  Latins  caUcd  a  pcrfon  deftincd  to  bring  toifchief,  fataUpf^- 
ientum.  •  ^  . 
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Prin.  None  are  fo  iurely  caught^  when  (hey  are 
cacch'd. 
As  wjt  nirn'd  fool ;  foUy^  in  wifdom  hatched. 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool  % 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fooL 

Rof.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefi^ 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefi, 

Mari  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  note, 
As  foolVy  in  the  wife,-  when  wit  doth  dote : 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Boyet^ 

Pfin.  Here  comes  B<yet^  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,  I  am  ftab'd  with  laughters  where's  her 
Grace? 

Prin.  Thynews>  Boyeif 

Bcyei.  Prepare,  Madam,  prepafe. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm ;  Encounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace;  love  doth  approach  dilguisM, 
Armed  in  arguments;  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mutter  your  wits,  ftandin  your  own  defence. 
Or  hide  your  heads  hke  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prm.  Saint  Dennis^  to  laint  Cupid!  what  afe  they. 
That  charge  their  breath  ^ainfl  us?  fay,  fcout^  lay. 

Buyet.  Under  the  cool  (hade  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour) 
When,  lo !   to  interrupt  my  purposed  Reft, 
Toward  that  fliade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  companions ;  warily 
I  ftolc  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by  j 
And  over-heard,  what  you  Ihall  over*hear  t 
That,  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  Herald  is  a  pretty  knavilh  Page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn*d  his  embaflagc. 

Vol.  II.  S  Aftioa 
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5^8  tdvE'i  LSoHf'i  lojt. 

Aftioh  ind  accent  did  they  te^ch  hiitt  diert ; 
Thus  muft  thou  fpcak,  and  thus  thy  body  b^^; 
And  ever  and  ^non  they  made  a  d6i)bt, 
Prefiiice  tnajcftical  Would  but  hitn  oUt :    ■ 
For,  quoth  the  King,  ah  Ari^l  Ihalt  thoU  fet  \ 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  (peak  audacioudy. 
The  boy  reply'd,  an  Angel  is  not  evil  \ 

I  (bould  have  fearM  her,  had  flie  been  a  Devil.. • 

With  that  ail  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  oA  the  (houlder. 
Making  thfc  bom  ^ag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 
One  rubb'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  Heer*d,  and  fworc, 
A  better  fpcech  was  never  fpoke  before. 
Another  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 
Cry'd,  ijial  we  will  do*t,.  come  what  will  come. 
The  third  he  caper'd  and  cry'd,  ill  goes  well : 
The  fbiirth  mrn*d  on  the  toc^  and  down  He  felt  *• 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  bn  the  gronnd. 
With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profdund. 
That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculbos  appean. 
To  check  their  foHy,  paflian's  fdemn  teai-s. 
T?rin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  tnf 
JJbj^,  They  do^  they  do ;  and  arc  appareird  tiw% 
^  Like  MoJc&iiHts^  or  Ri0ams  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is  to  psiricy,  court  and  dance  t 
And  every  one  his  Jove-fcat  will  advance 
|jFa«6  his  fev'«tl  miftreft  J  <vhich  they*ll  know, 
^,  Favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prm  And  will  they  fo?  the  gallants  (hall  bfe  t«&t5 
For,  iadies,  we  will  every  one  be  maskt : 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fliall  have  the  grace*, 
Defpight'Of  forte,  to  fee  a  lady*s  fece. 

5  Like  Mofcovitcs,  or  Ruffians,  as  Igui/s.]  The  fettling  com* 
jnerce  in  RuJ^a  was,  at  that  time,  a  matter  that  much  ingroffed 
the  concern  and  converfatibn  of  the  publick.  There  had  faeoi 
feveral  embaflies  employed  thither  on  that  occafion;  and  fcvod 
tra£ts  of  the  manners  -said  ftate  of  that  nation  written :  So  that  t 
mask  of  Mufi^'vites  was  as  good  an  entertainment  to  the  audience 
of  that  time,  as  a  coronation  has  been  fince. 

.       Hold, 
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Hold,  Rofatine ;  this  Favour  thoo  (hair  wear^ 
And  then  the  King  will  coure  thee  for  his  Dear : 
Hold,  take  you  this,  mj  fweet,  and  give  me  chine  1 
So  ihali  BiroM  take  me  ior  Rofaline^ 
And  change  your  Favours  too  %  fo  Ihall  your  Loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  thcfc  removes. 

Rof.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  Favours  moft  in  fight, 

Catb.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

'Prin.  Th*  cfFc6t  of  my  intent  is  to  crofi  theirs  1 ' 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment. 
And  nnock  for  mock  \^  onJy  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  counctis  they  unbc^m  ihall 
To  loves  miftook,  and  io  be  mockt  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occ^on  that  we  meet. 
With  viiages  difplay'd,  to  talk  and  greet. 

Rof^  But  (hail  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't } 

Prin.  No ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot  1 
Nor  to  their  pen'd  (peech  render  we  no  grace: 
Bat  while  'tis  Ijpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyef.  Why,  that  cootennpt  will  kill  the  Speaker's 
iicart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  Part* 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it  ^  and  I  make  no  doubt» 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  Sport,  as  Sport  by  Sport  o'erthrown^ 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  oar  own  j 
So  (hall  we  ftay,  mocking  intended  game  j 
And  they,  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  Q\3imQ,[SouHdt 

Bayet.  The  trumpet  founds;  be  maskt,  the  maskers 
come. 

S    C   E    N    E    V. 

Writer  the  King^   Biron,  LongaviUe,   Dumain,  uni 

AUtndantSy  difguisU  like  Mofcovites;  Modi 

wUh  Mufuk^  €^f^  A  maj([uerade. 

Motb.  All  haily  the  ricbefl  beauties  on  tbe  earth! 
Boyet.  Beauties,  no  richer  than  rich  tafiata. 

S  t  Moth. 
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Motb.  A  bohf  parcel  of  the  fair  eft  dames  ^ 
^at  ever  turrfd  their  bach  to  mortal  views. 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 

Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 
.    Motb.  Thit  ever  turifi  tbeir  eyes  to  mortal  views. 
Ota 

Biron.  True;  out^  indeed. 

Motb.  Out  of  your  favours  ^  beav^nly  Spirits^  voucbfafe 
Not  to  behold 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Motb.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes — • 
ff^ith  your  fun-beamed  eyes- 

Boyet.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithete; 
You  were  beft  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Motb.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me 
out. 

Biron.  Is  this  your  perfeftnefs  ?  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

Rof.  What   would  thefc  ftrangers?    know  their 
minds,  Boyet. 
IF  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  *tis  our  Will 
That  Ibme  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know,  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princels? 

Biron.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof  W  hy,  That  they  have ;  and  bid  them  fo  be  gon^ 

Boyet.  She  Tays,  you  have  it;  and  you  may  be  gone. 

King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  raeafur*d  many  miles. 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  her  on  the  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a 
mile, 
^To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  this  graft. 

Rof  It  is  not  fo.     Ask  them,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile:  if  they  have  meafur'd  many. 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  mea(ur*d  miles, 
And  many  miles;  the  Princds  bids  you  tell. 

How 
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How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  Tell  her,  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Bcyet.  She  hears  herfelf. 

R^f.  How  many  weary  fteps 
Of  many  weary  miles,  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  numberM  in  the  travel  of  one  mile? 

Birm.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpcnd  for  youi 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite. 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  (hew  the  fun-(hine  of  your  face. 
That  we  (like  favagcs^  may  worihip  it. 

Rof.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Bieiled  are  douds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefc  thy  ftars,  to  fliinc 
(Thofc  clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Rof.  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter  j 
Thou  now  rcqueft'ft  but  moon-lhine  in  the  water. 

Kif^.  Then    in  our  meafure  vouchfafe  but  one 
change; 
Thou  bid*ft  me  beg,  this  beting  is  not  ftrange. 

Rof.  Play,  mufick,  then ;  nay,  you  muft  do  it  fbon. 
Not  yet?  no  dance?  thus  change  I,  like  the  moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance?   how  come  you  thus 
eftrang*d?  v 

Rof  You  took  the  moon  at  full,  but  now  fhe*s 
changed. 

King.  Yet  ftill  flie  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  nlan.'. 
The  mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  jt    » 

Rof.  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it.  •  '^ 

King.  But  your  legs  fliould  do  it. 

Rof.  Since  you  arc  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chancejj 
^cMI  not  be  nice;  take  hands; — we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  you  hands  then!. 

Rof,  Only  to  part  friends ; 
Curt'fie^  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 

King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure ;  be  not  nice; 

Rof  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price.    ^ 

S  3  King. 
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JKing.  Prize  your  fejive^  then  i  ivhai;  buys  y oar  CMh 

pwiy? 

Rof^  Your  abfence  only. 

jKi>rpf.  That  can  never  bc^ 

RqJ.  Theo  cannot  we  be  boyght^  tod  k  adieu ; 
Twice  to  your  viibr,  and  half  once  Co  you. 

IQng.  If  you  deny  to  dafice,  kt'is  hold  ixx>re  cbtt. 

Rof.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pieas'd  with  That 

Biron.  White-handed  miftids,  one  fweet  word  with 
thee. 

Priu.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar,  there  is  three. 

Birm.  Nay  thea,  two  treys,  s  aodif  you  growfo 
nice, 
MethegUne,  wort,  and  malmfcy^*-^— wdlrofi^dke: 
Thcre'6  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin,  Seventh  fweet,  adieus 
Skice  you  can  ooig,  Til  play  no  moxt  witih  you^ 

Biron.  One  word  in  fecret, 

Pr>».  iLeit  it  not  be  fweet. 

ShrQU.  Thou  griev'ft  mygalL 

Pm.  Gall?  bitter— ~ 

fiirm.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum.  'Will  you  vouchfafe  with  mt  Do  ciiange  a 
word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Dnm.  Fair  lady,— ^ 

Mar.  Say  you  fo?  fair  lord: 
Take  that  for  your  fair  Ia4y. 

Dum.  Plcafeityouj 
As  mocb  in  private  i  and  Til  bid  adieu. 

Gatb.  What,  was  your  vjior  made  without  a  tongue? 

Long.  I  know  the  xeafon^  lady^  why  you  ask. 

Caib.  O,  for  your  reafon!  quickly.  Sir;  I  loi^. 

Long.  You  have  a  double  itongue  within  your  niaskf 
And  would  afibrd  my  fpeechJe6  yizor  half. 

Calk  Veal^  ^uoth  the  JOutcb  aa^n  %  is  fiotreal  calf? 

L(n%. 
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Lmg^  A  Nfi  f»ir  lady  ? 
Cfl^  No,  ^  fair  laf4  c^lf. 

.  (5f/*f  N^i  Vll  not  be  your  hajf  i 
Take  all,  and  we^a  it  j  \\  ip^y  prove  ^n  px, 
1>;/^,  Look,  how  you  butt  ypur  feif  jn  ri^eic  i}if rp 
mocks! 
Will  you  give  horns,  phafte  lady  ?  dq  pot  fq. 
(7^/if.  T^en  die  a  calf,  ii^efore  yoyr  horns  (lo  ^row, 
Z^^f.  One  word  in  private  witji  yqq,  ere  I  die. 
Ca/|.  Ble^t  foftly  then,  thp  but>:hcr  he^ra  yoij  q-y. 
Boji^,  The  tongues  pf  njqpkjng  wenches  fst  as  l^cen 

^s  19  the  razor's  jscfge,  invincible, 
Cutting  i^  im^lier  h,i\T  than  qjay  tje  feen : 
Above  the  fenljc  of  fep/e^  fqfcnfiWe 
Seemeth  their  cpijfcrcpce,  their  cpniccijC?  Jiavp  ffingf  1 
Fleeter  than  arrows^  bv^ll^ts,  wii>d,  ;:hoii|ght,  f^ift9 
things. 
Rof.  ^ot  f^  i^ovd  iiUDre^  my  \xm^,i  bre«)i:  pflp, 
J3rc^9|3r.  I 

jRir^i^,  %  h^javcn,  ^11  dry-beaten  wifh  pur/s  fcoff.->* 
Xlf»g.  Fatfe5V(e/,ffl»(jwpfl?bcsiypu|uvieuiBple,w^ 

§  c  e  N  E    yj. 

Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcmfss.        * 

Are  the&  the  Breed  of  wits  To  wondred  ati  .    ^ 

.  Bffi/ei.  Tapers  they  are  with  your  fweet  breaths  puft 

out.  - 

^(jf.  Well-likiing  wits  they  have.;  ^tofs^  grofi; 

fat,  fat.  *  '       . 

Prin,  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly  poor  Bout ! 

Will  they  not  (chink  you)  hangthcmfelves  tonight? 

Or  ever,  but  in  vizors,  fliew  tfieir  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 
i?^/  Ol  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes. 
The  King  was  we^ng-ripe  /or  4  good  word. 

S  4  Pr/». 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


264  tiOVt^s  Laheurs  Jafi. 

Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  hitnfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar.  I)xrmtf/»  was  at  my  femce,  and  hisiword: 
1^0^  pointy  quoth  I ;  my  fervant  ftralght  was  mitt. 

Catb.  Lord  Longavilk  faid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart  1 
And,  trow  you,  what  he  call'd  me  ? 
.  Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Qab.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin.  Go,  ficknefi  as  thou  art ! 

Rof.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  (tatute-caps. 
But  will  you  hear?  the  King  is  my  fovefworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 

Catb.  And  LongaviHe  was  for  my  fervice  born. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Soyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  miftrefies,  give  ear: 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  ihapes;  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digeft  this  harfh  indignky. 

Prin.  Will  thqr  return? 

Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows;  ^ 

And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows: 
Therefore,  change  Favours  j  and,  when  they  repair. 
Blow,  like  fweet  rofcs,  in  this  fummer  air. 

Prin.  How,  blow?  how,  blow?  fpeak  to  be  un-      [ 
derftood.  ^ 

Bcyet.  **  ^  Fair  ladies,  maskt,  are  roles  in  the  bud  \      S 
<«  Or  angels  veil'd  in  clouds:  are  roles  blown, 
^  Pifmaskt,  their  damask  fweet  Commii^ture  (hewn. 

PrtHn 

6  Fair  ladies t  majJtt,  art  r$/es  in  the  ludi 

J>ifmaiki^  their  ifamas^/'weet  commixmrejbewn^ 

Are  AnGeis  vbiling  chuds,  orro/es  W<?«m;«.]  This  fbange       ''^ 

BonfenfCy  made  worfe  by  the  jumbling  together  and  tranfpofinj;       - ' 

the  lines,  I  dire^ed  Mr.  fheobald  io  read  thus, 

fair  ladies  masked  are  re/es  in  the  hud; 

Or  An8BL9  vbil'o  IN  dou^s:  are  rtfis  hhrwn^  ^jj 

fli/maskt,  their  dasnasJtJhveet  commxture  ftie^n.  . ' 

But  he  willing  to  ftcw  how  well  \a  Qouki  improve  %  tho^gi^ti      % 

WQuWj>rinut,  n 

Mm        Or  ^^sl'veiUf^  Clouds^ 


i.  #.      'M 
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Prh.  AvHunt*  jlerptexFty !  what  (faaii  we  do^ 
If  thty  return  in  their  own  fliapes  to  woo  ? 

Rof  Good  Madatn^  if  by  me  youMl  be  adiris'^ 
Let's  mock  them  ft  ill,  as  wvU  knowO)  as  difguis'd  ( 
Let  us  complain  to  ttem  whait  feoh  were  here, 
Difguk'd,  like  MsfccfriPes^  in  *  Ihapcleft  gear  1 
And  wonder  what  they  Were^  and  to  what  eiid 
Their  (hallbw  Sho\^  and  Prologue  vildly  pen'd. 
And  their  rouj^h  t^arriagt  ib  ridiciulous^ 
Should  be  preioited  at  our  l>nt  to  uSv 

Bqyet.  Ladies,  withdraw^  the  Oalknts  arerat  hand« 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  rocs  run  o'ef  the  land. 

SCENE  VIL 

Before  the  PHnceJl^s  Pavilion. 

Enter  the  Xhig,  Biron,  Lofigaville,  and  Dutttain  in 
their  own  habits  \  Boyet,  meeting  them. 

Kino. 

FA  I R  Sir>  God  feve  you !  Where's  the  Princefs  ? 
Bayet.  Gone  to  her  Tent. 
fteafe  it  your  Majefty,  command  me  any  fcrvice  to 
her? 
iS^.  That  ihe  vouch&fe  me  audience/or  one  word. 

7.  t.  tlouds  which  veil  Aligds :  And  by  this  means  gave  09,  as  the 
old  proverb  feys,  a  chuifor  m  Juno.  It  was  Shake/pear* %  purpofe 
to  compare  a  "fine  lady  to  an  angel ;  it  was  Mr.  Thiobaid's  chance 
to  compare  her  to  a  cbud:  And  perhaps  the  ill-bred  reader  will 
iay  a  lucky  one.  However  I  fappofed  the  Poet  could  never  be  fo  non* 
fenfical  as  to  compare  a  marked  lady  to  a  cloud,  though  he  inig|ht 
compare  her  mask  to  one.  The  Oxford  Editor  who  had  (he  ad- 
vantage both  of  this  emendation  and  criticifm,  is  a  great  deal 
jAorc fubtile and  refined, and  fays  it  fliould notbtangils  'veiPd in 
tloudsj  bat  angels  veiling  clouds,  i.  e.  capping  the  fun  as  they  go 
by  bim,  jail  as  a  man  veils  his  bonnet. 

•  *■»         Shapelefs^gtfr;3    ShapeUfs,  for  uncouth^  or  what 
Shdk^nr  eUewhere  calls  diffufid. 

Vo  h.  11.  Boyet. 
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Bofet.  I  wills  and  fo  will  flic,  I  know  my  lord. 

[Exit. 

Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pidgeons  peas  5 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jcyvc  doth  pleafe: 
He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  wai&ls,  meetings,  markets,  fairs: 
And  we  that  fell  by  grols,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Haye  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  fliow. 
This  Gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  hisfleeves 
Had  he  been  Adam^  he  fead  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp :  why,»  this  is  he. 
That  kift  away  his  hand  in  courtefie  %         . 
,This  is  the  ape  of  form,  Monfieur  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms:  nay,  he  can  fing 
A  mean  moft  mainly ;   and,  in  ufhering. 
Mend  him  who  can ;  the  ladies  call  him  fwect  5 
,  The  fbirs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet; 
'  7  This  is  the  flower,  that  fmiles  on  every  one. 
To  (hew  his  teeth,  as  white  as  whale  his  bone.— - 

And 

"  7  nis  is  the  flower, '  that  fmiles  on  ev'ry  one,']  The  broken 
disjointed  meUphor  is  a  &ult  in  writing.  But  in  order  to  pais  a 
true  judgment  on  this  h\x\t,  it  is  ilill  to  be  obierved,  that  when 
a  metaphor  is  grown  To  common  as  to  defert,  as  it  were,  tfce 
figurative,  and  to  be  received  into  the  common  ilile,  then  what 
ta^y  be  aiErmed  of  the  thing  re^refented,  or  the  fubfiance^  may 
be  affirmed  of  the  thing  reprefenting,  or  the  image.    To  illuftrate 

.  this  by  the  inflance  before  us»  a  very  complaifant,  finical, 
over-gracious  perfon,  was  fo  commonly  called  xhejto^er,  or  as 
he  el  re  where  expre^es  it,  the  pink  ef  courtefie^  that  in  common 
talk,  or  in  the  lowed  Hile,  this  metaphor  might  be  ufed  with- 
out keeping  up  the  image,  but  any  thing  affirmed  of  it  as  of  an 
agnomen  :  hence  it  might  be  faid,  without  offence,  to  fmi/e,  to J!at' 
ter,  &c.  And  the  reafon  is  this ;  in  the  more  folemn,  lefs-afed  me- 
taphors, our  mind  is  fo  turned  upon  the  image  which  the  metaphor 
conveys,  that  it  expefls,  this  image  ihould  be,  for  fome  little 
time,  continued,  by  terms  proper  to  keep  it  in  view.  Andif>  for 
want  of  thefe  terms,  the  image  be  no  fooner  prefented  than  dif 
miiTed,  the  mind  fufFers  a  kind  of  violence  by  being  draws  off 
abruptly  and  anexpe£ledly  from  its  contemplation.    HcD«e  it  is 

that 
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And  €MCcieiices>  that  will  not  die  in  debt^ 
Pay  kim  the  due  of  honey-tonggecj  Boyet. 

King.  A  Mifter  on  his  «rcet  tongue  with  my  fieart. 
That  put  Jrmado^s  Page  out  of  Jiis  Parti 

SCENE      VIII. 

£«/«r^Princcfs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catherine, 
Boyet,  and  attendmts. 

Biron.  Sec,  where  it  comes;  '  behaviour,  whatwcit 
thou^ 
'Till  thi3  man  &ewM  thee?  and  what  art  thou  now 9 
King.  AU  hail^  fweet  Madam,  and  fair  time  of 
day  I 
Prin.  Fair  in  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
Xing.  .Con£brue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may« 
rrin.  Thai  wifh  me  better,   i  will  give  you 
kave. 

tliat  the  broken^^  disjointed,  and  mixM  inetapbor  fo  much  ihoclrft 
us.  But  when  it  is  once  become  worn  and  hacknied  by  com- 
xnon  afe,  then  even  the  very  firft  mention  of  it  is  not  apt  to 
excite  in  as  the  reprefentatf  v«  image ;  but  brings  immedtately  be* 
fore  us  the  idea  cSf  ^  thing  reprefented.  And  then  to  endea- 
vour to  Jeeq)  np  and  continue  the  borrowM  idea6^  by  right  adapt- 
ed terms,  would  have  as  ill  an  efFed  on  the  other  hand :  Becaufe 
the  mind  is  already  gone  off  from  the  image  to  the  fubllance. 
Grammarians  would  d»  weX  to  confider  what  has  been  here  faid 
when  they  let  lupoi  aneeding  Gr^ik  and  Riman  writings.  For 
the  much-ufed  hackniod  jnetaphors  beii^  now  ytxy  imperiedly 
known,  great  care  is  required  not  to  a£t  in  this  cafe  temerari- 
ottily. 

8  '         Maviourf  ^vshat  nvert  thouf 

^SaliihU  twnJbMHJiPd  theeP  and'ofbat  art  thou  now?']  Thefe 
are  two  wonderfully  fine  lines,  intimating  that  what  courts  call 
mannerly  and  value  themfelves  fo  much  upon  teaching,  as  a  thing 
no  where  jelfe  to  be  learnt,  is  a  modeft  filent  accomplifhment  un- 
der  the  direction  of  nature  and  common  fenfe,  which  docs  its 
oiRce  in  promoting  fecial  life  without  being  taken  notice  of.  But 
that  when  it  degenerates  into  (hew  and  parade  it  becomes  an  un- 
manly xontemptible  quality. 

King. 
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King.  We  come  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  Court;  vouchiafe  it  then. 
Pm.  This  field  fhall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your 
vow; 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjured  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  That,  which  you  provoke ; 

9  The  virtue  of  your  eye  mull  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue ;  vice  you  fhould  have 
fpoke: 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  mens  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  lilly,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I.  fhould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft ; 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heav'nly  oaths,  vowM  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in«defolation  here, 
Unieen,  uavilited,  much  to  our  ihame. 
Prin.  Not  fo,  my  lord  \  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwcar  5 
We  have  had  paftimes  here,  ^i\d  pleafant  g^me, 
A  mefe  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  Madam?  Ruffians.? 
Prin.  Ay,  in  trpth,  my  lord  \ 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtlhip,  and  of  ftate. 

Rof.  Madam,  fpeak  true.     It  is  not  fo,  my  lord : 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days) 
Jn  courtefie  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Ruffian  habit :  here  they  ftay*d  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace ;  aind  in  that  hour,  my  lord. 
They  did  not  ble£  us  with  one  happy  word, 

9  ll>i  'Virtue  of  your  eye  mvst  break  my  oath.l  Common  fenfc 
requires  us  to  read, 

—  MADE  ^rftf/f  «ff  tf/r/^, 

/.  e.  made  me.     And  then  the  reply  is  pertinent It  was  the 

force  of  your  beauty  that  made  me  break  my  oath,  therefore  yot 
ought  not  to  upbraid  me  with  a  crime  which  you  yoorfelf  was  the 
caufe  of. 

I  dare 
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I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,   fools  would  fain  have  drink. 
Btron.  This  jcft  is  dry  to  me.    Fair,  gentle,  fweet. 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifli  \  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye. 
By  light  we  lofe  light  5  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  natuse,  as  to  your  huge  ftore 
Wife  things  feem  foolilh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 
Rof.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich ;  for  in  my  eye— 
Birim*  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Efif.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong. 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poffefs. 
Rof.  All  the  fool  mine? 
Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefi. 
Rof.  Which  of  the^vizors  was  it,  that  you  wore? 
B%r(m.  Where?  when?  what  vizor?  why  demand 

you  this  ? 
Rof.  There,  then,  that  vizor,  that  iuperfluous  Cafe^ 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  (hew'd  the  better  face. 
Kng.  Wearedefcried;  they'll  mock  us  now  down^ 

right. 
T>um.  Let  us  confefi,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 
Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  why  looks  your  High- 

Jlefsfad? 
Rof.  Help,  hold  his  brows,  he'll  fwoon :  why  look 
you  pale? 
Sea-Gck,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  ftars  down  plagues  for  Per- 
jury. 
Can  any  lace  of  brais  hold  longer  out? 
Here  ftand  I,  lady,  dart  thy  skill  at  me ; 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout, 
Thruft  thy  Iharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit; 
And  I  will  wiih  thee  never  more  to  dance. 
Nor  never  moft  in  RsMan  habit  wait^ 

01 
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O !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpcetbet  |xeii*d, 

Nor  CO  the  motion  of  a  fcbool^boy's  toitgae  a 
Nor  never  come  in  vizor  to  my  friend. 

Nor  woo  in  rhime^  like  a  blind  harper's  ibiig^. 
TafTata-phrafes,  fiiken  terms  prectie^ 

Three  pil'd  hyperboles^  ipruce  aflfedbuion^ 
Figures  pedantkal,  thcfe  iiimmer-fliea^ 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  oftentation : 
I  do  forfwear  them  ;  and  I  here  protect 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  White  the  hand,  God 
knows  1 ) 
Henceforth  my  wooiag  mind  fhall  be  ej^reft 

In  ruflet  j^Af,  and  honeft  kerfieifp^x: 
And  to  begin,  wench,  (fo  God  help  me,  law!)  . 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fms  crack  or  flaw» 
R^f^  SmSj  fms.  I  pray  yoo. 
Birm.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick« 
I'll  kavc  it  by  degrees:  foft.  Jet  us  fie  1 
'W'rite,  L^  bave  mercf  m  us^  on  thofe  threei 
They  are  infefted,  in  their  hearts  it  lyes; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes: 
Theie  lords  are  vificed^  you  are  not  free  ^ 
For  the  lord's  tokens  on  you  both  I  lee. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thde  tokens 
;  tous, 

Biron.  CXir  ftates  are  forfeit^  feek  not  to  oodo  us. 
Rof.  It  is  not  £>;  for  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  (land  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  £ie  ?     « 
Biron.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  widi  you. 
Rof.  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 
Biron.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  wit  is  at  ai 

end. 
King.  Teach  us,  fwect  Madam,  for  ouriudetranf^ 
grcflion 
Some  fair  excufe. 
Prin.  The  iairefl:  is  amfeflion* 

Were 
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Wttt  ybii  not  beit^  bat  even  now»  diiijuVd  i 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 
.   Prin^  And  w^re  you  wtU  ndvii'd? 

King.  I  wa^  fair  Madam. 

Prin^  When  you  thtn  were  httCi 
What  did  ydU  whifper  in  youi*  lady's  ear  i 

Kit^^  That  more  than  lall  the  world  1  dtd  ivf^Mft 
her. 

Prin.  When  jfac  ihali  challenge  th&,  you  wall  M<. 
jeft  her. 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no^ 

Prin,  Pfcttte,  t)eate,  iforbear  : 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  fbroK  not  to  fbrfwcar« 

King.  DefpUe  me,  when  I  bttak  this  oath  cf  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.    R^Hm^ 
What  did  the  RtjgiM  whifper  in  your  ear  P 

Rcf.  Mtdam,  he  fwore,  that  he  did  hold  mt  dcat 
As  precious  eye-fight  |  end  did  Value  me 
Above  this  world ;  adding  thevieto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lovtr. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  t  die  noble  iotti 
Moft  bon^oiA-ably  doth  uphold  his  wo^d. 

King.  What  mean  you.  Madam?  by  my  life,  my 
troth, 
I  never  fwore  thb  lady  fuch  an  oath; 

Rof.  6y  heav'n,  you  did;  and  to  confirm  itpl^n. 
You  gave  me  this :  but  take  It,  Sir.  again. 

JSjng.  My  faitli,  and  this,  to  th'  rrincefs  I  did  gi^e^ 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  (leeve. 

Prin.  Pjardon  me,  Sh-,  this  jewel  did  ffae  wear : 
And  lord  J5^^»,  I  thank  him,  is  my  Dear. 
What?  will  you  have  me;  or  your  pearl  again? 

Biran.  Neither  of  either :  I  remit  both  twain. 
1  fee  the  trick  on'ti  here  was  a  conient, 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment) 
To  dafh  it,  like  a  Cbriftmas  comedy. 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pkafe-man,  feme  flight  zany. 

Some 
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Some  mumb]e*news»    fame  trencher^-knight^    Ibtne 

That  *  fmilcs  his  check  in  years,  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  nrty  lady  laugh,  when  flie's  difpos'd. 
Told  our  intents  before ;  which  once  difclos'd. 
The  ladies  did  change  Favours,  and  then  we. 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  (he : 
Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  are  again  forfworn  \  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is.— And  might  not  You  [f^Boyct. 
Foreftal  our  fport,  to*  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
I>o  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th'  fquier. 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye. 
And  ftand  between  her  back.  Sir,  and  the  fire. 

Holding  a  trencher,  jetting  merrily?    . 
You  put  our  Page  out :  *  go,  you  are  allow'd  % 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  ibtU  be  your  fhrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye. 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

Boytt.  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  Manage,  this  Career,  been  run.  * 

Birm.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftrait.  Peac^  I  have  doi)e« 

Enter  Coftarci. 

'  Welcome,  pure  wit,  thou  parteft  a  fair  fray. 
Co^.  O  lord,  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  Worthies  fliall  come  in,  or  no. 

1  ^^.^fmiUs  his  cheek  in  yean,  — ]  Mr.  Theobald  feyr,  ho 
tannpf,  fir  his  hearty  comprehend  the  fenfe  of  this  fhrdfe.  It 
was  not  his  heart  but  his  head  that  flood  in  his  way.  Imjears^ 
figni£es,  into  wrinkles.    So  in  The  Merchant  of  Venice, 

With  inirth  and  laughter  let  old  'wrinkles  comi. 

Sec  the  note  on  that  line. Bat  the  Oxfird  editor  was  in  the 

fame  cafe,  and  fo  alters  it  to  fleers. 

2  ^.^-^go^you  are  allo*w*d{\  i,  c/you  may  fay  what  you  will ; 
you  are  a  licenfed  fool,  a  common  jeiler.  So  Twelfth  Night. 
There  is  nojlander  in  an  i!^ovi*d.fooL 

Biron. 
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Birim.  What,  are  there  but  three? 

Coft.  No,  Sir,  but  it  is  vara  fine ; 
For  every  one  purfents  three. 

Biron.  And  three  times  three  is  nine  ? 

Cojt.  Not  fo.  Sir,  under  corredtion,  Sir^  I  hope, 
it  is  not  lb. 

Yoii  cannot  beg  usy  Sir^  I  can  aflure  you.  Sir,  we 
know  what  we  know :  I  hope,  three  times  thrice,  Sir-«« 

Bir9H.  Is  not  nine. 

Ofi.  Under  corredion.  Sir,  we  know  where  until 
it  doth  amount. 

Birm.  Bv  Jme^  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

Coft.  O  lord,  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  Ihould  get  your 
living  by  reckoning.  Sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it? 

Coft.  O  lord,  Sir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  aAors, 
Sir,  will  (hew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount  \  for  my  own 
part,  I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  perfect  one  man  in 
one  poor  man,  Pompion  the  Great,  Sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies? 

Coft.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pom* 
pion  the  Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the 
degree  of  the  Worthy  %  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Biron.  Go  bid  them  prepare. 

Coft.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  tak« 
Ibme  care. 

King.  Biron^  they  will  ihamc  us^  Jet  them  not  ap- 
proach. [Exit  Coft. 

Biron.  We  are  fhame*proof,  my  lordf ^  and  'tis 
Ibme  policy 
To  have  one  Show  worie  than  the  King's  and  his 
Company. 

JGng.  1  fay,  they  (hall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  kt  me  o'.er-rule  you  nowi 
That  fport  beft  pleafes,  that  dodx  leaft  know,  how. 
Where  zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Di^  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prdents  i 

Vol.  11.  T  Their 
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Their  form,  corrfbunded^  maka  mod  form  in  mirth  ; 
When  great  things,  labourii^y  pcrifh  in  thdr  burth. 
Birtm.  A  right  defcription  of  oor  ^ort^  my  knrd. 

S      C      E      N      E       IX. 

EfAir  Armada 

*  Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  ^o  much  cxpencc  of  thy 
royal  fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  wordi» 
Trin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 
Biron^  Why  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  h'ke  a  man  of  God^s  making. 
Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  hony  monarch  J 
for,  I  proteft,  the  fchoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantafti- 
cal ;  too,  too  vain ;  too,  too  vain  :  buc  we  will  put 
it,  as  they  fay,  to  fortuna  de  la  guerra.  I  wifh  you 
the  peace  of  mind,  moft  royal  coupplcment. 

Kmg.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prcfence  of  Wor- 
thies: he  pttknt^Heffor  of  Troyi  the  fwain,  Pofiipey 
the  Great  -,  the  parifh-curate,  Akxander ;  Armaiifi 
page,  Hercules  •,  the  pedant,  Judas  Machdbeus. 
And  if  thefe  four  Worthies  in  their  firft  Show  thrive, 
Thcfc  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other 

five. 
'"  Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  firft  Show. 
King.  You  are  deceived,  *ti»  not  fo. 
Birm.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-pricft, 
the  fool,  and  the  boy. 
A  bare  throw  at  Novum^  and  the  whole  world  again 
Cannot  prick  out  fiye  fuch,  take,  each  one  in*$  vein. 
^  'King:  l^he  Aip  is  undef  fail,  and  here  jlhc  comes 
amain. 

Enter  Cbftard  for  Pompcy. 

Cojl,  I  Pompey  am  r-*^ 
Boyet.  You  lye,  yoii  arc  Mt  hew 
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Bqyet.  '  With  Libkar^s  head  on  knee. 

5/r^».  Well  faid,  old  mocker :  I  muft  need*  be 
friends  with  thee. 

Coji.  IPompcyam^  Vom^tj  furnam^d  the  Big. 

Dum.  The  Great. 

CoJi.  It  is  Great,  Sir  j  Vomi^y^furnam^d  the  Greafi 
Tiai  oft  infield^  mtb  t^ge  andjhield^ 

Did  make  my  fife  to  fweat : 
And  travelling  akng  this  coaft^  1  here  mn  csme  iy  chance  % 
And  lay  nry  arms  kef  ere  the  kgs  of  this  fi»eei  Lafs  of 

France. 
If  your  ladylhip  vrould  fay,  **  thanks^— 'Ptwi^iry,  I 
had  done. 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Fomipey. 

Coft.  'Tis  not  lb  much  worth  5  but,  I  hope,  I  was 
pcrfeft.     I  made  a  little  fault  \n  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the 
bcft  Worthy, 

Enter  Nathaniel /(?r  Alexander. 

Natb.  When  in  the  world  I  Wd,  1  was  the  worlds 

Commander  \ 
By  eafi^  n/ueft^  north  tmdfouth^  I  ffread  my  ernqnefing 

might : 
My  ^Scutcheon plain  deckfiSy  that  lam  Alifander. 
Boyet.  Your  nofe  fays,  no,  you  are  nots:  for  it 

(lands  too  right. 
Biron.  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this,  mod  tender 

fmelling  Knight. 
Prin.  The  Conqueror  is  difmaid:  proceed,  good 

Alexander. 
Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  S^d^  I  was  the  world's 

Commander, 

3  ITitJIf  Libbard*/  htad  en  koeg.']  This  dkdes  to  the  old  heroic 
habits,  which  on  the  knees  and  (boulders  had  ufually,  bv  way  of 
ornaiienCf  the  refemblance  of  a  Leopard*^  or  IiWs  head. 

T  2  Boyet ^ 
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Beyet.  Mod  true,  *tis  right ;  you  were  io^  AUfanier. 

BiroH.  Potnpey  the  Great,— ^ 

Ctfi.  Your  fervant,  and  Ccftard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  Conqueror,  take  away  -^/Z- 
fsmder. 

Coji.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  Mfander  the  Con- 
queror. \to  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcrapcd  out  of  the 
painted  cloth  for  this;  your  lion,  that  holds  the  poll- 
ax  fitting  on  a  clofe-flool,  will  be  given  to  A^jax ;  he 
will  be  then  the  ninth  Worthy.  A  Conaueror,  and 
afraid  tofpeak?  run  away  for  ^2XCi^MJanaer.  There, 
an^t  fhall  pleafe  you ;  a  foolifh  mild  man ;  an  honcft 
man,  look  you,  and  (bon  dalhM.  He  is  a  marvellous 
good  neighbour,  infooth,  and  a  very  good  bowler ; 
but  for  Alifander^  alas,  you  fee,  how  'tis  a  little  o'er- 
parted :  but  there  are  Worthies  a  coming  will  Ipeak 
their  mind  in  fome  other  fort. 
*  Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holofernes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules. 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp, 
Wbofe  club  kill'd  Cerberus^  that  three-headed 
canus ; 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a*  child,  a  (hrimp^ 

Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferpents  in  his  manus  :^ 
Slffoniam^  he  ieemeth  in  minority ; 
ErgOj  I  come  with  this  apology,  -r— 
Keep  fome  (tate  in  thy  Exit^  and  vanifh.    [Exil  Moth. 
Hoi  Judas  /  am. 
Bum.  A  Judas! 
Hoi.  Hoc  Ifeariot^  Sir; 
Judas  /  am^  ycleped  Machabeus. 

Bum.  Judas  Machabeus  dipi,  is  plain  Judas. 
Biron.  A  kiflfing  traitor.     How  art  thou  prov*d 

Judas? 
Hoi.  Judas  lam. 
Dumi  The  more  fliame  for  you,  Judas. 

^Hol 
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Hoi.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

B(rf€t.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

HoL  Begin,  Sir,  you  are  my  eider. 

Biron.  Well  followed;  Judas  was  hangM  on  an 

Elder. 
Hoi  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 
Birm.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 
Hoi.  What  is  this? 
Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 
Uum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 
Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 
Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  ieen. 
Boyet,  The  pummel  of  Qefar^s  faulchion. 
Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask. 
Biron.  St.  George*^  half-cheek  in  a  brooch. 
Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 
Bkm.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer  1 
And  now,  forward ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  counte- 

nance. 
Hoi.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
Biron.  Falfe;  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'dthem  all. 
Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  fi>. 
Boyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  lb  adieu,  fweet  Jude\  nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 
Dwn.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Biron.  For  the^  to  x!titjudi\  give  it  him.  Jud-M^ 

away. 
Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  net  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boyet.  A  light  for-  monfieur  Ji^i  it  grows  dark, 

he  mtay  ftumble. 
Prin.  Alas !  poor  Macbabeus^  how  he  hath  been 

baited! 

Snter  Armado. 

« 

Biron.  Hide  diy  head,  AclnUes^  here  comes  HeQor 
in  arms» 

T  3  Vm. 
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Dum.  Tho'  my  mock$  tome  home  hy  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 

King.  HeSor  w«  but  a  itvjan  ia  relpeft  of  this. 
£oy^.  But  '^  this  He£hr? 
King.  I  think,  Heilor  was  not  fo  cleaa-^mber'd. 
Long.  His  1^  is  coo  big  for  Heffpr. 
Dum.  More  caif,  certain* 
Boyef.  No;  he  is  beft  indu'd  in  the  fmall. 
Biron.  This  can't  be  Heffor. 
Dum.  He*s  a  God  ox  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 
Arm.  The  armipotens  Mars,  'of  toMnces  the  Jlmigbty^ 
C4ve  Kfeaor  a  gifi^  — — . 
Dum.  A  giit  nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  lemon. 
Long.  Sttick  with  ctoves. 
Dum.  No,  cloven. 
^  Arm.  7j&^  armipoUnt  Mars,  oflmmces  fii  Jlmigi^^ 

G^w  Heftor  a  gift^  the  imrof  Ilion  % 
A  manfo  hreatVd^  Jbat  certain  he  would ^biy^ 

From  mam  UUl  nighty  out  of  bis  faviUon^ 
J  am  that  Fiou^r. 
Dum.  That  miot. 
Long.  Thac  cullambinc 
jirm.  Sweet  lord  Lof^mnlk^  rein  thy  tonguf . 
.  Ljo^.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the  rein>  ior  it  rum 
againft  HeSior^ 
Jhtm.  Ay,  and  H€0or*s  a  grey-hound. 
jirm.  The  fweet  War- man  is  dead  and  rotten  j 
S^kroec  chucks,  beat  not  the  biuies  of  the  bury*d ; 
But  I  will  forward  wifh.my  device  j 
Sweet  Royalty,  beftow  on  me  the  fcnfe  of  hearing. 
Prin.  Speak,  brave  HeSor ;  we  are  much  delighSw, 
Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace*?  fliffW. 
Boy^t.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 
Dum^  He  may  nor,  by  the  yard, 
i*w.  9*fj  HtAof  far  fiirmountei  Hanrtibal 
Coft.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  HeSlor^  ihe  is  gemc  j 

ihc 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


Lovb's  Im&outs  lofi.  279 

ihe  is  two  fQondis  on  her  way. 
Arm.  What  mean*ft  thou? 
G^.  Fakb,  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Trtjm^  the 
poor  wench  is  caft  away ;  ifae's  quick^  the  child  brags 
in  ber  beUy  alrady.    Tis  yours. 

Arm.  I>oft£houiiifafn0oizemeam(mgPoifencatesf 
Thou  (halt  die, 

Cofi.  Then  ihall  HeStor  be  whipt  for  JaqueneUa, 
that  is  quick  by  him ;  and  hang'd  for  Pmpey^  that  is 
dead  by  him. 

Dum.  Moft  rare  Pompey! 
Boyet.  RcnoYfncd  Poffjpeyi 
Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  jP^ 
fey!  Pon^ey  the  huge! 
Dum.  ffeSor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  movM;  moTQ /ifes^  more  Jtes\ 
ftir  them  on,  ftir  them  on. 

Dum.  He£lor  will  challenge  him. 
Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man*s  blood  in*s 
iselly  than  will  fup  a  flea. 

jtrm.  By  the  ncMth-pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 
Coft.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern 
man :  Til  ^Biafti  -,  Til  do't  by  the  Sword :  I  pray  you, 
let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 
Coft.  ril  do  it  in  my  ihirt. 
Dm.  Moft  refolute  Pompey! 
Moth.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower. 
Do  ye  not  fee,  Pomp^  is  uncafing  for  the  combat : 
what  mean  you  ?  you  will  loie  your  reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  foldicrs,  pardon  mej  I  will 
not  combat  in  my  ihirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  dej»y  it^  Pmp^  hath  made 
.   the  challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  Moods,  I  both  may  and  wifl. 
Biron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  I 

T  4  Am^ 
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Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  fhtn  i  1 
go  woolward  for  penance. 

Byet*  **  True,  and  ♦  it  was  enjoin'd  hioi  in  Rsme 
^^  fpr  want  of  linnen ;  fince  when,  Y\\  be  fwbra,  be 
^'  wore  none  but  a  difh-clout  of  Jaquemtta%  and 
f  <  thj^c  |m;  wears  next  his  heart  for  a  Favour/* 

SCENE      X. 

Enter  Macard. 

Mac.  God  fave  you,  Madam ! 

Prin.  Welcome,  Macard^  but  that  thou  intcrrupteft 
'6ur  merriment. 

Mac.  Ym  forry.  Madam,  for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  King  your  father—— 

Prin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mac.  Even  fo:  my  Talc  is  told. 
.  Bircn.  Worthies,  away  i  the  Scene  begins  to  doud. 

Arm.  For  my  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  ;  *  I 
have  ken  the  day  of  right  through  the  little  hdc  of 
difcretion,  and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  foldier. 

[ExewU  Worthies. 

4  it  tvas  injoin^d  him  in  Aomit/hr  tvsptt  of  Unntn ;]  This 
snay  pofiibly  allude  to  a  ftory,  wdl  kilowii  in  our  aathor*^  time, 
to  this  Efit£(.  A  Spaniard  at  K$mf  ftUiag  in  a  dud,  »  he  Yaj 
expiring,  ar»  intimate  friend,  by  chance,  came  by,  ani4  oiered 
him  his  bell  fervices.    The  dying  man  told  him  he  had  but  one 

•  reqaeft  to  make  to  him,  bnt  conjured  him  by  the  memory  of  their 
pail  friendihip  punfhially  to  comply  with  it^  which  was  not  to 
luSer  him  to  be  ftript,  but  to  bary  him  as  he]ay»  in  the  habit  he 
then  had  on.  When  this  was  promifed,  the  Spaniard  dokd  his 
eyes,  and  expired  with  great  comjpofure  and  reugnation.  Bot  his 
friend*s  curioiiry  prevaihng  over  his  good  fiuth,  he  had  him  ftript, 
and  found,  to  his  great  fvtprile,  that  he  was  withont  a  Ibirt. 

5  Ibame  fien  tbi  days  of  wrong  through  thf  little  hoh  9f 
difcretion^']  This  has  no  meaning,  we  Ihoold  read,  4he  day  of 
aiCHT,  i.  e.  I  have  forefeen  that  a  day  will  come  when  1  fhall 
have  juftice  done  me,  and  therefore  I  prudently  referve  myfeif 

.  ior  that  time. 
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K&if,  How  feres  your  Majcfty? 

Frm.  Bcyet^  prepare;  I  will  away  to  night. 

Kii^.  Madam,  not  fo;  I  do  befeech  you,  day. 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  fay.— I  thank  you,  gracious  lord% 
For  all  your  &ir  endeavours;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-iad  foul,  that  you  vouchlafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom  to  excule,  or  hid^ 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  4>irits ; 
If  over-boidly  we  have  b(»*ne  our  ielves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gendenefi 
Was  guilty  of  it.    Farewel,  worthy  lord ; 
An  heavy  heart  bean  not  a  (a)  nimble  tongue: 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fliort  of  thanks. 
For  my  great  Suit  fo  eafily  obtained. 

Kif^.  The  extreme  part  of  time  extremely  forms 
All  cauies  to  the  purpofe  of  his  f^ed| 
And  often,  at  his  very  loofe,  decides 
That,  which  bng  Procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  Progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefie  of  love, 
The  holy  iiiit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 
Tet  fince  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Im  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 
From  what  it  jporpo^d :  Since,  to  wail  friends  loft. 
Is  not  by  much  i^  whdeibme,  profiuUe, 
As  «>  rgoice  at  frioids  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Birrni.  Honeft  plain  words  hm  pierce  the  ear  of 
gricif; 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglefted  time, 
Play'd  foul  Play  with  our  oaths:  your  beauty,  ladies. 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  faihioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th*  oppofed  end  of  our  intents ; 
And  what  in  us  hath  feemM  ridiculous. 


[  (i^)  nimHf,  Mr.X&#9&iM-yBlg.  bumbU.  ] 
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As  love  is  full  of  uAhcSmog  ftninfl. 
All  waotoo  as  a  chiJdt  skipping  iq  vmn, 
For.m'4  by  the  vft^  and  t^enefore  Jifce  the  eyv.   . 
FyU  of  ftmyin^  ftapes,  «3f  liabks^  ^od  of  fonm^ 
Varying  in  iiibjieds  as  ^t  eycfloch  ro«d» 
To  every  varied  objed  in  iiis  gltnca ; 
Which  party;p)ated  prefooceaf.  loofeiove 
Put  on  by  us,  if»  in  your  heav'nly  cyics. 
Have  misbeccnn'd  our  oitfas  and  gnnricjes; 
Thofe  heav^iUy  ey^  diac  look  ioco  chefeiaoks, 
Suggefted  us  t0  make  them :  thtrefone,  IsKiaes, 
Our  k}ye  being  yours,  the  error  tfast  love  makes 
Is  like  wife  yours..   We  co  our  felnss  prove  falfc,  . 
By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  toj^e^troe 
T<>  t^fe  that  laakt  m  both ;  fair  ladies,  you : 
And  even  that,  falifaoody  in  it  ie^  a  fin. 
Thus  purifies  it  ieif,  and  turns  to  Oiaoe. 

Frin,  We  have  receiv'd  your  letteis,  fiillof  tore  5 
Your  Favours,  ihe  emfaafiadors  of  Joive : 
And  in  our  maiden  cooncil  rated  them 
At  courtihip,  pkaiant  jeft,  and  coufiisdle: 
As  bumbaft,  aod  as  liniog  t0  tlie  time : 
^  But  more  devoot  i^uu)  t£is,  ifisre  4Bmr  refpeds) 
Have  we  not  been ;  andtherefiocemet  ^or  loives 
In  theif  own  &lfami,  like  a  mernnaent. 

Bum.  Ourlettpis,  Madam,  iiieii^d  much  moictbiB 
jeft- 

i[>^r^.  Sodid  OBriooks;     

Rof.  ^  We  did  not  quote  them  h.    , .. 

c^j5«/  more  devout ^  than  these  are  our  reffe^s 
nave  ou^  not  been  ;] 
,     Tiiis  nonfenre  flumld  be  Mad  thOE^  . 

But  mere  devout  thmn  this,  X<  AyM'^ttr  refpSs^ 
Have  ive  not  been ;  ■  i 

i.  e.  favc  the  refpedt  wc  owe  to  your  m^ijefty's  ^uality^  your 
courtfhip  we  hare  laughed  at,  and  made  a  jell  of. 

6  We  did  not  COAT  tbemfi.yWp  flwuld read,   qvoTB, 
cfieem,  reckon,  •• 
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^^$ig.  Nqv7  at  tiielaceft  miouteof  die  hour» 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  (hart; 
To  make  a  wprkl-wichout-end  bargain  in  ; 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  tAucht 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs;  aod  therefore,  this <     ■  ■■■ 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  ihall  you  do  for  me ; 
Yom*  oath  I  will  notiruft^  but  go  withfpeed 
To  ibme  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pkafures  of  the  wwld  \ 
There  ftay,  until  the  twelve  oeieftial  Signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckonii^ 
If  this  auftere  infodable  life 
Change  not  your  oSer  made  in  heataf  bkxxl; 
If  frofts,  ard  fafts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  bloflbms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  tryal)  and  faift  love  ; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge  me^  challenge  n)e,  by  thefede(erta| 
And  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kifljng  thine^ 
I  will  be  thine ;  and  'till  that  infiant  (hut 
My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe. 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  rememtbrance  of  my  father's  death. 
If  this  thou  dQ  deny,  let  our  hands  part; 
Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart* 

J^g.  If  this,  or  vKxt,  than  this,  I  wouk)  deny, 

7  To  fetter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  xtSi  \ 
The  fudden  haad  of  death  cloie  up  mine  eye! 

Hence,  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaft. 

7  ?i  r  L  AT  T  EH  Mp  thtfe  fpMtrs  rf  mint  mtith  rtfii]  We 
ihould  read,  fetter  up^  i.  e.  the  turbulence  of  his  paffion» 
which  hindered  him  from  ^eeping»  while  he  was  uncercam  whe- 
ther fhe  would  have  him  or  not.  So  that  he  fpeaks  to  this  pur- 
pole.  If  IioouU  not  do  more  tbaB  tbh  io^tUH  nff  nu9iUfd  rtpofi^ 
fnaj  that  rifofi  end  in  my  death. 

BiroH. 
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Biron.  *  [And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  what  to 
me? 

Ro[.  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  fins  arc  rank. 
Your  are  accainc  with  fault  and  perjury ; 
Therefore  *if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twdve-month  fhall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft. 
But  feck  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick.] 

Dum.  But  what  to  me,  my  love?  but  what  to  me? 

Cath.  A  wife!  --a  beard,  fair  health  and  honefty  \ 
With  three- fold  love  I  wi(h  you  all  thefc  three. 

Dum.  O,  (hall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife? 

Cath.  Not  fo,  my  lord,  a  twelve-month  and  a  day, 
ril  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay. 
Come,  when  the  King  doth  to  my  lady  come^ 
Then  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  ibme. 

Dum.  I'll  fcrve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Catb.  Yet  fwear  not,  left  ye  be  forfworn  again. 

Lxmg.  What  fays  Afcr;tf?    . 

Mar.  At  the  twelve-month's  end, 
rU  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long.  I'll  ftay  with  patience;  but  the  time  is  long. 

Mar.  The  liker  you  \  few  taller  are  fo  young. 

Biron.  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me. 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  Suit  attends  thy  anfwer  there  % 
Impofe  fomc  fervice  on  me  for  my  love. 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron^ 
Before  I  faw  you ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks ; 
Full  of  comparifons  and  wounding  flouts  \ 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute. 
That  lye  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit ; 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain,  ' 

8  Andvohai  to  me,  nry  lonjef  &c.-^]  Thefc  fijc  lines  arc  mif- 
placed  and  ought  to  be  expung'd,  as  being  the  author's  firft 
draught  only^  of  what  he  afterwards  improved  and  nrtade  more 
perfcdt 
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And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafc, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won  5) 
You  fhall  this  twelve-month-tcrm  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  Sick,  and  (till  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches ;  and  your  task  fhall  be. 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
T*  enforce  the  pained  Impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of 
death  ? 
It  annot  be,  it  is  impoflible : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rof.  Why,  that*s  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  (pirit, 
Whofc  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace. 
Which  ihallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools: 
A  jeft*s  prolperity  lies  in  the  car 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it:  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
t)eaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans. 
Will  hear  you^  idlelcorns;  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal: 
But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  Ipirit; 
And  I  fhall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  Reformation. 

hiron.  A  twelve-month  ?  well ;  befall,  what  will 
befall, 
rU  jeft  a  twelve- month  in  an  Hofpital.  * 

frin.  Ay,  fwcet  my  lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

\to  the  King. 

King.  No,  Madam  5  we  will  bring  you  on  your 
way. 

Biron.  Our  wobing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play ; 
Jack  hath  not  7/7/;  thefe  ladies'  courtcfie 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  Comedy. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve-month  and  t 
day. 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  Play. 

Enter 
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Enter  Armado. 

Jrm.  Sweet  Majefty^  vouchfafe  me— -— 

Prin.  Was  not  that  Ht^cr  ? 

Bum.  That  worthy  Knight  of  "Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kifc  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave. 
I  am  a  Votary  5  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaqueneita  to  hold 
the  plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  years.  But,  moft- 
cfteem*d  Greatnefs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that 
the  two  learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praifc  of  the 
owl  and  the  cuckow?  it  fhould  have  followed  in  the 
end  of  our  Show. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 

^m.  Holla!  approach.? ^ 

Enter  ally  for  the  Song. 

This  fide  is  tliemSy  Winter. 

This  Ver^  the  fpring :  the  one  maintained  by  the  owl, 

The  other  by  the  cuckow. 

Ver^  begin. 

The    S   O   N   a 

SPRING. 

Jfhen  daizies  fied^  and  violets  blue^ 

And  lady-fmocks  allfiher  wbite^ 
And  cuckozv-iuds  of  yellow  biu^ 

9  Do  paint  the  meadows  mucihbedigbt  i 
^e  cuckow  then  on  every  Tree 
Mocks  marriedmen  j  for  thusfmgs  be^ 
Cuckow! 

Cuckow!  cuckow!  0  wordof  fedr^ 

Unpleafmg  to  a  married  ear! 

9  Do  faint  the  mtado^s  with  dritght }]  Tkis  is  a  pretty  rartl 
fcog,  in  wkich  the  images  are  drswn  with  great  force  from  na- 
ture. But  this  fenfelefs  expletive  oi  parting  with  delight^  I 
would  read  thus. 

Do  paint  the  meadvws  much-IsedicHT, 
«.  e,  much  bedecked  or  adorned*  as  they  arc  itt  fpdiig-Anc« 
The  epithet  is  proper,  and  the  compound  not  inelegant. 
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When  Jhepberds  pipe  on  oaten  Jiraws^ 

And  merry  larks  are  ploughmen* s  clocks: 
When  turtles  tread^  and  rooks  and  daws ; 

And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  fmocksi 
72>e  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 
Mocks  married  men ;  for  tbusftngs  he^ 
Cuckow! 

Cuckow!  cuckow!  O  word  of  fear^ 

Unpleaftng  to  a  married  ear! 

WINTER. 

HHjen  tficles  bang  hy  the  wall^ 

And  jyicVi  the Jhepherd  blows  bis  nail*. 
And  Tpm  bears  logs  into  the  bally 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail ; 
fVben  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  be  foulj 
5then  nightly  Jings  the  flaring  owl 
ftu'whit!  to-wboo! 

A  merry  note^ 

While  greajie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow^ 

And  coughing  drowns  the  Parfori'sfofw  \ 
And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  fnow^ 

And  Marian'i  nofe  looks  red  and  rafw\ 
When  roafted  crabs  bifs  in  the  bowl^ 
Then  nightly  Jings  the  flaring  owl 
Tu-whit!  to-^00! 

A  merry  note^ 

Wbik  greajie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harOi  after  the  Songs  of  ApoUo: 
You,  that  way;  we,  this  way.  {^Exeunt  ommu 
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Act  I.     Scene  I.  page  igg. 

fins  child  of  fancy,  that  Jrmado  higbt^  &c.]  This, 
as  I  have  (hewn,  in  the  note  in  its  place,  relates  to 
the  ftories  in  the  books  of  Chivalry.  A  few  words 
therefore  concerning  their  Origin  and  Nature  may  not- 
be  unacceptable  to  the  reader.  As  I  don't  know  of 
any  writer  who  has  given  any  tolerable  account  of  this 
matter :  and  efpccially  as  Monfieur  Huet^  the  Bijhop  of 
jivrancbes^  who  wrote  a  formal  treatife  of  the  Origin 
of  Romances^  has  faid  little  or  nothing  of  thefe  in  that 
fupcrficial  work.  For  having  brought  down  the 
account  of  romances  to  the  later  Greeks^  and  entered 
upon  thofe  compoled  by  the  barbarous  weftern  writers^ 
which  have  now  the  name  of  Romances  almoft  appro- 
priated to  them,  he  puts  the  change  upon  his  reader, 
and,  inftead  of  giving  us  an  account  of  thefe  books  of 
Chivalry,  one  of  the  mod  curious  and  interefting  parts 
of  the  fubjedl  he  promifed  to  treat  of,  he  contents 
himfelf  with  a  long  account  of  the  poems  of  the  Pro^ 
vincial  Writers,  called  likewife  Romances :  and  fo, 
under  the  equivoque  of  a  common  term,  drops  his  pro- 
per fubjed,  and  entertains  us  with  another  that  haa  no 
relation  to  it  more  than  jn  the  name. 

The  Spaniards  were  of  all  others  th«  fondeft  of  thefe 
fables,  as  fuiting  beft  their  extravagant  turn  to  galantry 
and  bravery ;  which  in  time  grew  fo  exceffive,  as  to 
need  all  the  efficacy  of  Cervantes^s  incomparable  fatire 
to  bring  them  back  to  their  fenfcs.  The  French  fuf- 
fered  an  cafier  cure  from  their  Doftor  Rabelais^  who 
enough  difcredited  the  books  of  Chivalry,  by  only 
ufing  the  extravagant  dories  of  its  Giants,  &fr.  as  a 
cover  for  another  kind  of  fatire  againfl  the  refined 
Politics  of  his  countrymen;  of  which  they  were  a^ 
much  poiTeflcd  as   the  Spaniards  of  their  Romantic 

*  Bravery^ 

[Placf  this  ziihecaiofLovt^sLahour  loft^  Vol.  2.  ptjc  288,] 
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Bravery.     A  bravery  our  Sbakefpear  makes  their  cha* 
rafteriltic,  in  this dcfcription of  a 4$]^»^ Gentleman: 

A  Man  of  iomplimentSj  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofc  as  Umpire  of  their  tnufiny  : 

"This  Child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  higbt^ 

For  interim  to  ourjiudies^  Jhall  relate^ 

In  high-born  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight j 

From  tawny  Spain^  loft  in  the  world's  debate. 

The  fenfe  of  which  is  to  this  efFeft :  J'his  Gentleman^ 
fays  the  fpeaker,  fhall  relate  to  us  the  celebrated  Stories 
recorded  in  the  old  Romances^  and  in  their  veryfiile.  Why 
he  fays,  fromtawny  Spain^  is  becaule,  thefe  Romances 
being  of  Spanijh  Original,  the  Heroes  and  the  Sctnc 
were  generally  of  that  country.  He  fays,  loft  in  the 
worlis  dehate^  becaufe  the  fubjeft  of  thofe  Romances 
were  the  Crufades  of  the  European  Chriftians  againft 
the  Saracens  of  jifia  and  Africa. 

Indeed,  the  wars  of  the  Chriftians  againft:  the 
Pagans  were  the  general  fubjeft  of  the  Romances  of 
Chivalry.  They  all  feem  to  have  had  their  ground- 
work in  two  fabulous  monkifti  Hiftorians :  The  one, 
who,  under  the  name  of  Turpin  Archbifliop  ofRbeimSj 
wrote  the  Hiftory  and  Atchievements  of  Charlemagne 
and  his  twelve  Peers  ;  to  whom,  inttead  of  his  father, 
t))ey  affigned  the  task  of  driving  the  Saracens  out  of 
Fra?ice  and  the  South  parts  of  Spain:  the  other,  our 
Qeoffry  of  Monmouth. 

Two  of  thofe  Peers,  whom  the  old  Romances  have 
rendered  moft  famous,  vittt  Oliver  and  Rowland.  Hence 
Sbakefpear  makes  Alanfbn^  in  the  firft  part  of  Henry  VF. 
lay,  '"ir^jy^r^,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records,  England 
^l  all  Olive)  s  and  Rowlands  bred,  during  the  timcEdward 
*'  theThird  did  reign.'*  In  the  Spanifli  Romance  of 
Bernardo  del  Carpioy  and  in  that  of  RoncefvalleSy  the 
feats  of  .Roland  are  recorded  under  the  name  of  Roldan 
el  encantador ;  and  in  that  of  Palmeirin  de  Oliva^  or 
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limply  Oliva^  thofe  of  Oliver:  for  Oliva  is  the  fame 
in  Spanijh  as  Olivier  is  in  French.  The  account  of 
their  exploits  is  m  the  higheft  degree  monftrous  and 
extravagant,  as  appears  from  the  judgment  paflcd 
upon  them  by  thcPrieft  in  Bon  ^xote,  when  he* 
delivers  the  Knight's  library  to  the  fecular-arm  of  the 
houfe- keeper,  '^  Exceptando  a  un  Bernardo  del  Carpio 
«  que  andaporay,  y  a  otro  llamado  Roncefvalles- 
««  que  eftos  en  llegando  a  mis  manos,  an  de  cflar  en 
«  las  de  la  ama,  y  dellas  en  las  del  fuego  fin  remiflion 
"  alguna".  '  And  of  Oliver  he  fays  ;  *<  effa  OJiva 
*^  fe  haga  luego  raxas,  y  fe  queme,  que  aun  noqueden 
«  della  las  cenizas.*"  The  reafonablenefs  of  this 
fentence  may  be  partly  fcen  from  one  ftory  in  the 
Bernardo  delCarpioy  which  tells  us,  that  the  cleft  called 
Roldan^  to  be  feen  on  the  fummit  of  an  high  moun-* 
tain  in  the  kingdom  of  Valencia^  near  the  town  of 
Alicante  was  made  with  a  fingle  back-ftroke  of  that* 
hero's  broad  fword.  Hence  came  the  proverbial  ex- 
preflion  oiour  plain  and  fenfible  Anceftors,  who  were 
much  cooler  readers  of  thefe  extravagances  than  the 
Spaniards^  of  giving  one  a  Rowland  for  his  Oliver^  that 
is,  of  matching  one  impoffible  lye  with  another:  as 
in  French^  faire  k  Roland  means,  to  fwagger.  Thi^ 
driving  the  Saracens  out  of  France  and  Spain^  was  as 
we  fay,  the  fubjed  of  the  elder  Romances.  And'the 
firft  that  was  printed  in  Spain  was  the  famous  Amadir 
de  Gaula^  of  which  the  Inquifitor  Prieft  fays ;  ««  fegun 
«  he  oydo  dezir,  efte  libro  fue  el  primero  de  Caval- 
«  lerias  que  fe  imprimioen  Efpana,  y  todos  los  demaj 
*^  an  tomado  principio  y  origen  deilej"'  and  for 
wRich  he  humouroufly  condemns  it  to  tht  fire,  coma 
a  Dogmaiizador  de  unafeila  tan  mala.  When  this  fub- 
je6l  was  well  exhaufted,  the  affairs  of  Europe  afforded 
ihem  another  of  the  fame  nature.  For  after  that  t\\€ 
weftern  parts  had  pretty  well  cleared  themfcJve«  of^ 
1   B.  X.  c.  6.  z  Ibi4.  3  Ibi4. 
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tKcfe  inhofpitablc  Guefts ;  by  the  cxcitementa  oC  the 
Hopes, they' carried  their  armsagainft  them  xnloGreece 
and  ^fta^  to  fop  port  the  Byzantine  empire,  and  re- 
cover the  holy  Sepulchre.    This  gave  birth  to  a  new 
trib?  of  Romances,  which  we  may  call  of  the  fecond 
race  or  cla(s.    And  as  Amadis  de  Gaula  was  at  the  head 
of  the  firft,  fo,  correfpondently  to  the  ftibieft,  Anuzdis 
deGrecia  was  at  the  head  of  the  latter.    Hence  it  is, 
we  find,  that  Trebtzonde  is  as  celebrated  in  thcfe  Ro- 
mances as  R(mcefvaUes  is  in  the  other;    It  may  bie 
worth  obferving,  that  the  two  famous  Italian  epic 
poets,  Ariofio  and  T'ajfo^  have  borrowed,  from  each 
of  thefe  clafies  of  old  Romances,  the  fcencs  and  fub- 
j^&s  of  their  feveral  ftories :  Ariofto  choofing  the  firft, 
the  Saracens  in  France  and  Spain  \  and  Taffo^  the  latter, 
the  Crufade  againft  tbem  in  AJia:  Ariofio^^  hero  being 
Orlando  or  the  French  Roland;  for  as  the  Spaniards^  by 
one  way  of  tranfpofing  the  letters,  had  made  it  FbU 
ikm^  fo  the  Italians^  by  another,  made  it  Orland. 
.  The  main  fub^cft  of  thefe  fooleries,  as  we  have  laid, 
had  its  original  in  Turpin^s  famous  hiftory  of  Char* 
itmagne  and  his  twelve  peers.    Nor  were  the  mon- 
ftrous  embcllifliments  of  enchantments,  ^c.    the  in- 
vention of  the  Romancers,  but  formed  upon  caftern 
tales,  brought  thence  by  travellers  from  their  crufades 
and  pilgrimages  i  which  indeed  have  a  caft  peculiar  to 
the  wildim^inations  of  the  eaftern  people.   We  have 
Z  proof  of  this  in  the  travels  of  Sir  J.  Maundevikj 
yrhofe  cxeeflive  fuperftition  and  credulity,  together 
with  an  impudent  monkifh  addition 'to  his  genuine 
work,  have  made  his  veracity  thought  mucK  worle  of 
than  it  deferved.    This  voyager,  ipeaking  of  khe  ifle 
of  Cpsy  in  the  Archipelago^  tells  the  following  ftory  of 
an  enchanted  dragon.    ^'^  And  alfo  a  zonge  Man,  that 
**  wifte  not  of  the  Dragoun,  went  out  of  a  Sthipp, 
^*  and  went  thorghe  the  ifle,  till  that  he  came  to  the 
t^.  Qftelle,  wi  c^m  into  the  Cave  ^  and  went  fo  longe 
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*«  till  ^hat  he  fond  a  Chambre,  and  there  he  fj^ughi* 
««  a  Damyfelle,  'that  kcmbcd  hire  Hedc,  and  lokede 
«*  in  a  Myrour:    and  fcHe  haddc  mcche  Trcfourc 
<«  aboutcn  hire :  and  he  trowed  that  fche  hadde  ben  a 
<«  comoun  Woman,  that  dwelled  there  to  refceyve 
«*  Men  to  Folye.    And  he  abode,  till  the  Damyfcllc, 
««  faughe  the  fchadewe  of  him  in  the  Myrour.    And 
««  fche  turned  hire  toward  him,  and  asked  him  what 
«*  he  wolde.    And  he  feyde,  he  wolde  ben  hireLim- 
**  man  or  Paramour^.    And,  fche  asked  him,  if  that 
**  be  were  a  Knyghte.     And  he  fayde,  nay.    And 
*«  then  fche  feyde,  that  he    myghte  not  ben  hire 
*<  Limman.    But  fche  bad  him  gon  azcn  unto  his 
«*  Fclowes,  and  make  him  Knightc,  and  come  azen 
«<  upon  the  Morwe,  and  fche  fcholde  come  out  of  her 
*«  Cave  before  him  ;  and  thanne  come  and  kyfle  hire 
*'  on  the  Mowthe  and  have  no  drede.     For  I  fchalle 
<^  do  the  no  maner  harm,  alle  be  it  that  thou  fee  me 
«*  in  lykenefi  of  a  Dragoun.     For  thoughe  thou  fee 
«*  me  hideoufe  aitd  horrible  to  loken  onne,  I  do  the 
««  to  wytene  that  it  is  made  be  Enchauntemcnt.    For 
«*  withouten  doute,  I  am  none  other  than  thou  feeft 
««  now,  a  Woman  ;  and  therefore  drcde  the  noughte. 
<«  And  zif  thou  kyffe  me,  thou  fchalt  have  alle  this 
'«*  Trefoure,  arid  be  my 'Lord,  and  Lord  alfo  of  all 
««  that  Ifle.     And  he  departed,  tfr.'*'  p.   29,  30, 
Ed.  1725.  .Here  we  fee  the  very  fpirit  of  a  Romance- 
adventure.   .  This  honett  traveller  believed  it  all,  and 
io^  it  fcems,  did 'the  people  of  the  ifle.    And  fome 
M^fiyti  (fayshe)'/i&^x/  in  ikeJ^  ^Lango  is  zit  the 
Dougbtre  of  Ypocras  in  forme  and  lykenejfe  of  agret 
Dragoun  y  that  is  an  hundred  Fadme  in  kngtbe^  as  Men 
feyn:  For  I  han)e  not  fern  hire.    And  thei  of  the  ^fles 
callen  hire,  Lacfy  of  ihe  Land.     We  are  not  to  think 
then j  thefe  kind  of  ftories,  believed  by  pilgrims  and 
travellers,  would  have  lefi  credit  either  with  the  writers 
or  readers  of  Roms^nces ;  which  humour  of  the  times 
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tberefort  may  well  account  for  their  birth  and  favour- 
able reception  in  the  world. 

The  other  nionkifli  hiftorian,   who   fupplicd  the 
Romancers  with  materials,  was  our  Geoffry  of  Mon- 
mmth.   For  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed,  that  thcfe  Children, 
ef  Fancy  (as  Shakefpear  in  the  place  quoted  above 
finely  calls  them,  infinuating  that  Fancj^  hath  its  /»- 
fancy  as  well  as  manhood)  fhould  flop  in  the  'midft  of 
fo  extraordinary  a  carrier,  or  confine  themfelvcs  with- 
in the  lifts  of  the  terra  firma.    From  Him  therefore 
the  Sfanijh  Romancers  took  the  ftory  of  the  Britijh 
Arthur^  and  the  Km^hU  of  his  round'tabkj  his  wife 
Gueniver^  and  his  conjurer  Merlin.    But  ftill  it  was  the 
fame  fubjed:,  (cffential  to  books  of  Chivalry)  the  Wars 
of  Chr0ians  againft  Infidels.    And  whedier  it  was  by. 
blunder  or  defign  they  changed  the  Saxons  into  Sara- 
cens.     I  fufpedt  by  defign:  For  Chivalry  without  a 
Saracen  was  fo  very  lame  and  imperfed:  a  thing,  that 
even  that  wooden  Image,  which  tiyned  round  on  an 
axis,  and  ferved  the  Knights  to  try  their  fwords,  and 
break  their  lances  upon,  was  called,  by  the  liaUans. 
and  Spaniards  J  Saracino  and  Sarazino ;  fo  cloiely  were 
thele  two  ideas  connedled. 

In  thefe  old  Romances  there  was  much  religious 
fuperftition  mixed  with  their  other  extravagancies ; 
as  appears  even  from  their  very  names  and  titles.  The 
firft  Romance  of  Lancelot  of  the  Lake  and  King  Arthur 
and  his  Knights,  is  called  the  Hiftory  of  Saint  Greaal. 
This  St.  Greaal  was  the  famous  relick  of  the  holy 
blood  pretended  to  be  coUefted  into  a  vcflfel  by  Jojeph 
of  Arimatbea.  So  another  is  called  Kyrie  Eleifon  of 
Montauban.  For  in  thofe  days  Deuteronomy  and  Para-- 
Upomenon  were  fuppofed  to  be  the  names  of  holy  men. 
And  as  they  made  Saints  of  their  Knights-errant,  fo 
they  made  Knights-errant  of  their  tutelary  Saints ;  and 
each  nation  advanced  its  own  into  the  order  of  Chivjilry^ 
^hus  ev^  thing  in  thofe  times  being  either  a  Saint 

or 
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or  a  Devil,  they  never  wanted  for  the  marvellous.  In 
the  oW  Romance  of  Lancelot  of  the  Lakcy  we  have  the 
doArine  and  difcipline  of  the  Church  as  formally  de- 
livered as  in  Bellarmine  himfclf.  "  La  confeffion  (fys 
<^  the  preacher)  ne  vaut  ricn  fi  le  coeur  n'eft  repentant  5 
^^  &  li  tu  es  moult  &  eloigne  de  I'amour  de  noftre 
«  Seigneur,  tu  ne  peus  eftre  raccordc  fi  non  par  trois 
**  chofes :  premierement  par  la  confeffion  de  bouche^^ 
"  fecondement  par  une  contrition  de  coeur,  tierce- 
"  mcnt  par  peine  de  coeur,  &  par  oeuvrc  d'aum6ne 
*'  &  charite.  Telle  eft  la  droite  voye  d'aimer  Dieu. 
"  Or  va  &  fi  te  confefle  en  cette  maniere  &  recois  la 
"  difcipline  des  mains  de  tes  confefleurs,  car  c*eft  le 

**  figne  de  merite. Or  mande  le  roy  fcs  eveftjues, 

"  done  grande  partie  avoit  en  I'oft,  &  vinrent  tous  en 
'*  fa  chapelle.  Le  roy  vint  devant  eux  tout  nud  en 
*'  pieurant,  &  tenant  Ion  plein  point  de  menues  verges, 
'*  fi  les  jetta  devant  eux,  &  leur  dit  en  foupirant, 
"  qu'ils  priflent  de  luy  vengeance,  car  je  fuis  le  plu? 
"  vil  pecheur,  6?^.— Aprcs  prinfl:  difcipline  &  d'eux 
"  &  moult  doucement  la  recent/*  Hence  we  find  the 
divinity-ledures  of  Don  ^ixote  and  the  penance  of  his 
Squire,  are  both  of  them  in  the  riiual  of  Chivalry. 
Laftly,  we  find  the  Knight-errant,  after  much  turmoil 
to  himfelf,  and  difturbancc  to  the  world,  frequently 
ended  his  courfe,  like  Charles  V,  of  Spain^  in  a  Mo- 
naftery  j  or  turn'd  Hermit,  and  became  a  Saint  in  good 
earneft.  And  this  again  will  Jet  us  into  the  fpirit  of 
thofe  Dialogues  between  Sancho  and  his  matter,  where 
it  is  gravely  debated  whether  he  Ihould  not  turn  Saint 
or  Jrchbijhtyp. 

There  were  feveral  caufes  of  this  ftrange  jumble  of 
nonfenfe  and  religion.  As  firft^  the  nature  of  the 
fubjed,  wJiich  was  a  reh'gious  War  or  Crulade :  2dly^ 
The  quality  of  the  firft  Writers,  who  were  religious 
Men :  And  3^/y,  The  end  in  writing  many  of  them, 
which  was  to  carry  on  a  religious  purpofc.   We  learn, 

that 
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that  Ctemnt  Y .  iTiitrd^di^  Jufts  and  Toumeaments^ 
feecaufc  he  uiidcrftood  they  had  much  hindered  the 
Crulkdc  decreed  in  the  Council  of  Vienna.    **  Tor- 
*«  neamenta  ipfa  &  Haftiludia  five  Juxtas  in  regnis 
^<  jfranciae,    Anglias,  &    Almannise,   &  aliis  non* 
«*  nullis  proyinciis,  in  qiiibas  ea  confuevcrc  frequen* 
«  tius  cxerceri,   fpeciahtcr  interdixit/*    Extrav.  de 
^orneamentis  C.mic.   temp,  Ed.  h     Religious  men, 
I    conceive,    therefore,    might    think    to    forward 
the    defign  of  the   Crufades  by    turning  the  fotid- 
ncfs  For   Tilts  and  Torneaments  into    that  channeJ. 
flence  we  fee  the  books  of  Knight-errantry  fo  full  of 
iolemn  Jufts  and  Torncaments  held  at  Trebizonde^ 
Bizdnce^  Tripoly^  &c.     Which  wife  projeft,  I  appre- 
hend, it  was  Cervantes^s  intention  to  ridicule,  where 
he  makes  his  Knight  propofe  it  as  the  beft  means  of 
fubduing  the  Turkf  to  affemble  all  the  Knights-errant 
together  by  Proclamation.  * 

4  5^/ Part  2.  1.  5.  c.  I. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

DUKE. 

Frederick,  Brother  to  the  Duh^  and  ufurpcr  of  bis 

dukedom. 
Amiens,)   Lords  amending  upon  the  Duke  in  bis  bani/b* 
Jaques,  3       ment. 

Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attending  on  Frederick. 
Oliver,  eldeji  fin  to  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  wbo  bad 

formerly  been  afervant  to  the  Duke. 

Adam,  an  oldfervant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  now 

fbllowing  the  fortunes  of  Orlando. 
Dennis,  fervant  to  Oliver. 
Charles,  a  wrefiler^  and  fervant  to  the  ufurpingDuke 

Frederick. 
Touchftone,  a  clown  attending  on  Cclia  tf»JRo&lind. 

A  Clownj  in  love  with  Audrey. 

William,  another  clovm^  in  love  ipitb  Audrey, 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  a  country  curate. 

Rofalind,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 
Gelia,  Daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phebe,  a  Jhepherdefs. 
Audrey,  a  country  wench. 

I/^ds  behi^ing  to  the  two  Dukes ;  with  pages ^  former Sy 
and  other  attendants. 

The  SCENE  lyes,  fir fl,  near  Oliver'^  houfes 
and,  afterwards,  partly  in  the  Duke's  Court, 
and  partly  in  the  Foreji  of  Arden. 
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ACT    i      S  C  E  N  E  L 

0  L  I  FE  R's    Orchard. 
Enter  Orlando  arii>  Adam. 

Orlando. 

IS  I  remember,  Jdam^  it  was  upon  this» 
my  Father  bequeathed  me  by  Will,  but 
a  poot  thoufand  crowns ;  and,  as  thou 
fay'ft,  charged  rhy  brother  on  his  Blef- 
fmg  to  breed  me  well  5  and  there  begins 
My  brother  Jaques  he  keeps  at  fchool, 
and  report  fpeaks  goldenly  of  his  profit  \  for  my  part, 
he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  home  \  (or,  to  ipeak  more 

pro- 

l  As  I  remember,  Adam,  //  tvas  upon  this  fashion  hg» 
queatbed  me  by  Willy  but  a  pour  thoufand  crowns^  &c  ]  The 
Grammar,  as  well  as  fenfe, .  fuffers  cruelly  by  this  reading. 
There  are  two  nominatives  to  the  verb  be^athed,  and  not  10 
much  as  one  to  the  verb  charged:  and  yet»  to  the  nominative 
there  wanted,  [his  bleffing]  refers.  So  that  the  whole  fentence  ia 
confufed  and  obfcure.  A  very  fmall  alteration  in  the  readings 
and  pointing  fets  all  right.— —^i  /  remember^  Adam,  it  was 
upon  this  MY  FATHER  bequeathed  me,  &c.  The  Grammar  is 
now  ref^ifiedy  and  the  fenfe  alfo;  which  is  this,  Orlando  and  Mam 
were  difcourfing  together  on  the  caufe  why  the  younger  brother  had 
U  z  bat 


my  fadnefs. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


292  As  YOU  Like  it. 

properly)  *ftys  me  here  at  home,  unkept;  for  call 
you  that  keeping  for  a  gendeman  of  my  birth,  that 
differs  not  from  the  ftalling  of  an  ox?  his  horfes  are 
bred  better ;  for  befides  that  they  are  fair  with  their 
feedins,  they  are  taught  their  manage,  and  to  that 
end  riders  dearly  hired :  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  no- 
thing under  him  but  growth ;  for  the  which  his  animals 
on  his  dunghills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  L  Be- 
fides this  Nothing  that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the 
Something,  that  Nature  gave  me,  '  his  difcountenance 
fecms  to  take  from  me.  He  lets  me  feed  with  his 
hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother,  and,  as  much 
as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility  with  my  educati- 
on. This  is  it,  /fdam^  that  grieves  me^  and  the 
Spirit  of  my  father,  which,  I  think,  is  within  me, 
begins  to  mutiny  againft  this  fervitude.  I  will  no 
longer  endure  it,  tho'  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy 
how  to  avoid  it. 

S    C    E    N    E      IL 

Enier  Oliver. 

JJam.  Yonder  comes  my  matter,  your  brother. 
Orla.  Go  apart  Adam,  and  thou  (halt  hear  how  he 
will  Ihakc  me  up. 

OS. 

but  a  thoufand  crov^ns  left  him.  They  agree  upon  it ;  and  Or- 
lando  opens  the  fccne  in  this  manner.  As  I  remember^  it  was  itfn 
this,  i,  €.  for  the  reafon  we  have  been  talking  of,  that  my  father 
left  me  but  a  thoufand  crowns;  however,  to  make  amends  for  this 
fcanty  provifion,  he  charged  my  brother  on  his  blefiing  to  breed 
me  well. 

2  STAYS  me  here  at  home,  unkept  {]     We  fliould  read  stys, 
i.  e.  keeps  me  like  a  brute.    The  following  words — for  call  you 

that  keeping that  differs  not  from  the  flailing,  of  am  ox,  con- 

nrm  this  emendation.  So  Caliban  fays. 

And  here  you  srr  me  in  this  hard  rock .  '     *     * 

3  his  COUNTENANCE  /eems   to  take  from  «#.]     Wc  ihould 
certainly  xesidhis  discountbnancb. 
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OIL  Now,"  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orla.  Nothing:   I  am  not  taught  to  make  any 
thing. 

OIL  What  mar  you  then.  Sir  ? 

Orla.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  That 
which  God  made;  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours, 
with  idlenefs. 

OIL  Marry^  Sir,  ♦be  bettter  employed,  and  be 
nought  a  while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  husks  with 
them?  what  Prodigal's  portion  have  I  (pent,  that  I 
ihould  come  to  fuch  penury  ? 

OIL  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir ! 

Orla.  O,  Sir,  very  well ;  here  in  your  Orchard. 

OIL  Know  you  before  whom.  Sir  ? 

Orla.  Ay,  better  than  he,  I  am  before,  knows  me, 
I  know,  you  are  my  eldeft  brother  $  and  in  the  gemie 
condition  of  blood,  you  fhould  fo  know  me;  the 
courtefie  of  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you 

4  ie  hitter  employed,  and  be  nought  a  while.]  Mr.  TheohaU 
has  here  a  verv  critical  note ;  which,  though  his  modefty  fufier* 
cd  him  to  withdraw  from  his  fecoiid  edition,  deferves  to  be  per- 
petoatedy  i.  # .  (fays  he)  be  better  employed,  in  my  opinion^  in  being 
and  deing  nothing.  Tour  idlenejs  as  you  call  it  may  he  an  exer^ 
eifi,  byfwhi(hy9u  may  make  a  figure^  and  endear  your  felf  to  tbi 
njQOrld:  and  J  bad  rather  you  'were  a  contemptibU  Cypher.  Thi 
poet  feems  to  me  to  ba<ue  that  trite  prwerhial  fentiment  in  his  eye 
quoted,  from  Attilius,  by  the  younger  Pliny  andotherii  fatii  eft  otio« 
fum  effe  qoam  nihil  agere.  But  Oliver  in  the  femferfene/s  of  his 
difpofition  tuould  reverfe  the  doSrine  of  the  proverb.  Does  the 
Readier  know  what  all  this  means?  But  'tis  no  matter.  I  will 
aiTare  him— j<  nought  a  while  is  only  a  north-country  prover- 
bial  carfe  equivalent  to,  a  mifchief  on  you.,  So  the  old  Poet 
Skelton, 

Corre^firft  thy  felfe^  walke  and  bi  nought, 
Deeme  what  thou  liftf  thou  knowejl  not  my  thought. 

But  what  the  Oxford  Editor  could  not  explain ,  he  woiild  a|nci}d» 
and  reads, 

■  i^nd  do  aught  a  while. 
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are  the  firft-born;  but  the  fame  tradition  t^koi  not 
away  my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt 
us.  I  have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you ; 
'  albeit,  I  confefs  your  coming  before  mc  is  nearer  to 
bis  revenue* 

Oh.  What,  boy! 

OrU.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too 
young  in  this. 

OIL  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orla.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  iba  of 
Sir  RowUmd  4e  Beys ;  he  was  my  father^  and  he  is 
thrice  a  villain,  that  fays,  fiich  a  father  begot  vil- 
lains. Wert  thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this 
hand  from  thy  throat,  'till  this  other  had  pullM  out 
thy  tongue  for  laying  fo ;  thou  haft  rail*d  on  thyfelf. 

Jdam.  Sweet  mafters,  be  patient  i  for  your  Cher's 
remembrance,  be  at  accord. 

OIL  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Qrla.  1  will  not,  'till  I  pleafe :  you  &all  hear  iQe. 


My  father  charg'd  you  in 


lis  Will  to  give  me  good 


education :  you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peaiant,  ob- 
fcuring  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentleman-like  quali- 
ties •,  the  Spirit  ot  my  father  grows  ftrong  i/i  me,  and 
i  will  no  longer  endure  it:  therefore  allow  nie  fiich 
cxercifes  as  may  become  a  gentleman,  or  give  me  the 

Soor  allottery  my  father  left  me  by  teftament ;  with 
lat  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes, 

5  albeit^  I  conftfs  your  coming  htfore  me  is.  nearer  to  bis  W* 
yWENCjE.]  This  is  fcnfc  indeed,  and  may  be  thus  underilpod, 
-—The  reverence  due  to  my  father  is,  in  fome  degree,  derived  to 
you,  as  the  firft-born — But  I  am  perfuaded  that  Orlamio  did  not 
here  mean  to  compliment  his  brother,  or  condemn  himielf ;  (op^e- 
thing  of  both  which  there  is  in  that  fenfe.  I  ra;!^  think 
he  intended  a  fatirical  reiiedUon  on  his  brother,  who  by  letting 
him  feed  ivith  his  hinds  treated  him  as  one  not  To  nearly  related 
vi  old  Sir  Robert  as  himfelf  was.  I  imagine  therefore  Shakejfear 
might  write,— «/^#//j>««r  coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  bis 
aivgKVS,  I.  /<  though  you  are  no  nearer. in  Uood^  yet  it  muft 
he  owned,  indeed,  you  are  nearer  in  eftate. 

OiSf. 
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OS.  And  ^hftt  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg^  when  that  is 
fpenc?  well.  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be 
tf^otded  Vrich  you :  you  fhall  have  ibme  part  of  your 
will.    I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Ork.  1  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes 
me  for  my  good. 

OIL  Oec  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Aiam.  Is  old  dogtny  reward?  mod  true,  I  have 
loft  my  teeth  in  your  fcrvice.  God  be  with  my  old 
niAfter^]  he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

\Exeunt  Orlando  and  Adam* 

SCENE       III. 

OH.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  b^in  you  to  grow  upon  me  ? 
I  will  phy/ick  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thou- 
fand  crowns  neither.    Holla,  Demis  I 

Enter  Dennis. 

Den.  Calls  your  Worftiip  ? 

OU.  Was  not  Charles^  the  Duke's  wreftfcr,  here  t6 
Q)eak  with  me  ? 

Ben.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and 
importunes  acceis  to  you. 

OU.  Call  him  in  ;--^' twill  be  a  good  way;  and  tO 
morrow  the  wreftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cbi^.  Good  morrow  to  your  Worfliip. 

OH.  Good  Monfieur  Cbarksj  what's  the*  new  new* 
at  the  new  Court  ? 

Cba.  There's  no  news  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the 
old  news ;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banifli'd  by  hij 
youngdr  brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  lov- 
ing lords  have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile 
with  him ;  whofc  lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new 
Duke,  thoiefoie  he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 
U  4  OU. 
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OIL  Can  you  tell,  if  Rofalindj  the  Duke*s  daugb* 
tcr,  be  banilh*d  with  her  father  ? 

Q>a.  O,  no;  *  for  the  new  Duke's  daughter  her  coufin 
fo  loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  toge- 
ther, that  ihe  would  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have 
died  to  (lay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  Court,  aod 
no  leis  beloved  of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter  ^ 
and  never  two  ladies  loved,  as  they  do. 

Olu  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cba.  They  fay,  he  is  already  m  the  forefl:  of  Ar- 
den^  and  a  many  merry  men  with  him ;  and  there  they 
live  like  the  old  Robin  Hood  oi  England ^^  they  lay,  many 
young  gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet 
the  time  carelefly,  as  they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

OH.  What,  you  wreftle  to  morrow  before  the  new 
Duke? 

Cba.  Marry,  do  I,  Sir ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint 
you  with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  Sir,  fccredy  to  un- 
derhand, that  your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a 
difpofition  to  come  in  difguis'd  againft  me  to  try  a  Fall ; 
to  morrow.  Sir,  I  wreflile  for  my  credit;  and  he,  that 
efcapes  me  without  Ibme  broken  limb,  fliall  acquit 
bim  well.  Your  brother  is  but  young  and  tender, 
and  for  your  love  I  would  be  loth  to  foil  him  ;  as  I 
muft  for  mine  own  honour,  if  he  come  in ;  therefore 
out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you 
withal ;  that  either  you  might  fl:ay  him  from  his  in- 
tendment, or  brook  fuch  dilgrace  well  as  he  fhall  run 
into ;  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  iearch,  and  alto- 
gether againft  my  will . 

OH.  Charles^  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me, 
which  thou  ftialt  find,  I  will  moft  kindly  requite.  I 
had  my  fclf  notice  of  my  brother's  purpoie  herein, 
and  have  by  underhand  means  laboured  to  difliuade 
him  from  it  -,  but  he  is  relblute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles^ 
he  is  the  ftubborrieft  young  fellow  of  FrMce ;  full  of 

6  far  tbi  Duki^s  daughter  her  eoufin']  rezd,  iht  KB  w  Dukf*f 
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ambition,  an  envious  emulator  of  every  man*s  good 
parti,  a  fccret  and  villanous  contriver  againft  me  his 
natural  brother;  therefore  ufe  thy  difcretion;  I  had 
as  lief  thou  dift  break  his  neck,  as  his  finger.  And 
thou  wcrt  beft  look  to't;  for  if  thou  doft  him  any 
flight  diigrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  him- 
felf  on  thee,  he  will  praftife  againft  thee  by  poifon  ; 
entrap  thee  by  fome  treacherous  device;  and  never 
leave  thee,  *till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life  by  fome  indirect 
means  or  other ;  for  I  affure  thee,  (and  almoft  with 
tears  I  Ipeak  it)  there  is  not  one  fo  young  and  fo  vil- 
lanous this  day  living.  I  /peak  but  brotherly  of  him ; 
but  fhould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  muft 
blufh  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale  and  won- 
der. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad,  I  came  hither  to  you :  if 
he  come  to  morrow,  PU  give  him  his  payment ;  if  ever 
he  go  alone  again.  Til  never  wreftle  for  prize  more; 
and  foj  God  keep  your  Worlhip.  [£;v//. 

Olu  Farewel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftir  this 
gamefter:  I  hope,  I  fhall  fee  an  end  of  him ;  for  my 
foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than 
he.  Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  fchoord,  and  yet  learn- 
cd  J  fuH  of  noble  device,  of  all  Sorts  enchantingly 
beloved  9  and,  indeed,  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the 
world,  and  efpecially  of  my  own  people  who  beft 
know  hiai,  that  I  am  altogether  mifprifed.  But  it 
ihall  not  be  fo,  long;  this  wreftler  fhall  clear  all; 
nothing  remains,  but  that  I  kindle  the  boy  thither, 
which  now  I'll  go  about.  \^Exit. 

S    C    E    N    E     IV. 

Changes  to  an  Open  fTalk^  before  the  Duke's  PaJace. 
Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia* 

Cel.  T  Pray  thee,  Rofalind j  fweet  my  coz,  be  merry. 
4    Rofi  Dear  Celia^  I  fhow  more  mirth  than  I 
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am  miftrefi  of^  and  would  you  yet  I  w^e  meiritr? 
unlefs  you  could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banilh'd  father, 
you  mud  not  learn  me  how  to  remember  any  extra- 
ordinary pleafure. 

Cel.  Herein,  I  fee,  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the 
full  weight  that  I  love  thee.  If  my  uncle,  thy  ba- 
nifhed  rather^  had  banilhed  thy  uncle  the  Dnke^  my 
father,  fo  thou  hadft  been  ftiU  with  me,  I  couM 
have  taught  my  love  to  uke  thy  father  for  mine;  lb 
would*{l  thou,  if  the  truth  of  thy  love  to  me  were 
fi>  righteoufly  tempered,  as  mine  is  to  thee» 

R^.  Well,  1  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftatt, 
tp  rejoice  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know,  my  father  hath  no  child  bat  I, 
nor  none  is  like  to  have }  and,  truly,  when  he  dies, 
thou  ihak  be  bis  heir ;  for  what  he  hath  taken  away 
from  thy  father  perforce,  i  will  render  thee  agam  in 
affedion^  by  mine  Honour,  I  will;  ^d  when  I 
break  that  oath,  let  me  turn  monfter :  therefor^  my 
£weet  Rofe;^  my  dear  Ro/e^  be  merry. 

Rof^  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devife  Sports: 
let  me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falhng  in  love? 

Ol.  Marry,  I  pr'y thee,. do,  to  make  Iport  withal: 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earned,  nor  no  further  in 
fport  neither,  than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufh  thoa 
may'fl:  in  honour  come  off  again. 

Rcf  What  (hall  be  our  Sport  tten  ? 

Cel  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife 
Fortune  from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  hence- 
forth be  beftowed  equally. 

Rof.  I  would,  we  could  do  fo ;  for  her  benefits  arc 
mightily  mifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman 
doth  moft  miftakc  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  *Tis  true  y  for  thofe,  that  fhe  makes  fair,  ibc 
fparce  makes  honeft ;  and  thofe,  that  fhe  makes  honeft, 
ihe  makes  very  ill-favoured. 

Rof.  Nay,  now  thou  gpeft  from  fortune's  office  to 
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nature^s:  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  thq  voiki,  not  ia 
the  lineaments  of  nature* 

JSftfer  Touch^one^  a  Q^m* 

Ceh  No!  when  nature  hath  made  a  fair  crearure^ 
may  fhe  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire?  tho'  nature 
hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  for* 
tune  fent  in  this  Fool  to  cut  off  this  argument? 

Rof.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  natures 
vihtn  fortune  makes  Nature's  natural  the  cutler  off 
of  nature's  Wit. 

Cel:  Peradvcnture^  this  is  not  fortune^s  work  neither^ 
but  nature's)  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  t09 
dull  to  reafon  of  fuch  Goddeiles,  hath  (ent  this  Na* 
tural  for  our  whetftone :  for  always  the<lulnefs  of  the 
fool  is  the  whctftone  of  the  wits.  How  now.  Wit, 
whither  wander  you  ? 

Clo,  Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  ypur  fi^^lier. 
Cel.  Were  you  made  the  meflengcr  ? 
Clo.  No,  by  mine  honour;  but  1  was  1^4  tf>  cqqm 
for  you. 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that;  oatb»  fool  il 
Clo.  ^^  Of  a  certain  Knight,  th^^  fv(^ore  by  his  hOi- 
^^«  nour  they  were  good  pancakes,  and  ftvore  by  his 
*'  honour  the  muflard  was  naught: "  Now  I'll  ftand 
to  it,  the  pancakes  were  naught,  and  the  muiiard 
was  good,  and  yet  was  not  the  Knight  forfwom. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  youp 
knowledge  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  nnarry  •,  now  unmuzdc  your  wifdom. 
Ch.  Stand  you  both  forth  now?  ftroke  your  chins, 
;md  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave, 
Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them^  thou  art, 
Gh.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  5  but 
ife  you  fwear  by  That  that  is  not,  you  are  not  for* 
fworn ;    no  more  was  this  Knight  fwearing  by  his 
honour^  for  be  never  h^di  9Ayv  Qi*  iS  hfthftd^  he  had 
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(worn  it  away,  before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or 
that  muftard. 

Cel.  Pr'y thee,  who  is  that  thou  mean*ft  ? 

Qo.  One,  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves. 

Rof.  My  s  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him 
enough ;  fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for 
taxation  one  of  thefe  days. 

Clo,  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  fpeak  wifely 
what  wife  men  do  foolifhly. 

Crf.  By  my  troth,  thou  lay* ft  true;  for  fince  the 
little  wit  that  fools  have  was  filenc*d,  the  little  foolery 
that  wife  men  have  makes  a  great  Show ;  here  comes 
Monfieur  Le  B^u. 

S     C     E     N     E     V, 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news, 

Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pidgeons  feed 
their  young. 

RoJ\  Then  Ihall  we  be  news-cram*d. 

Cel.  All  the  better,  we  (hall  be  the  more  market* 
able.    Bonjour^  Monfieur  le  Beu  \  what  news? 

Le  Beu.  Fair  Princels,  you  have  loft  much  good 
Sport. 

Cel.  Sport;  of  what  colour? 

Le  Beu.  What  colour,  Madam?  how  fliall  I  ant 
fwer  you  ? 

Rof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Clo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 

Cel.  Well  faid  ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank|— • 

Rof,  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

Le  Beu.  You  amaze  me,  ladies;  I  would  have 
told  you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the 
fight  of. 

Rof  Yet  tell  us  the  manperof  the  wreftling. 

Z>  Beu, 
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Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,*  if  it 
pleafe  your  Ladyfhips^  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the 
befl:  is  yet  to  do;  and  here  where. you  are,  they  arc 
coming  to  perform  it. 

Cel.  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Le  Beu.  There  comes  an  old  man  aod  his  three 
fons,  ■ 

01.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beu.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent 
growth  and  prefence ;       '  '  ■ 

^  Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks. 

Clo.  Be  it  known  unto  all  men  iy  tbefe  frefentS'^—^ 

Le  Beu.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftlcd  with 
Charles  the  Duke's  Wreftler ;  which  Charles  in  a  mo- 
ment threw  him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that- 
there  is  litde  hope  of  life  in  him :  fo  he  fcrv*d  the 
Second,  and  fo  the  Third  :  yonder  they  lie,  the  poor 
old  man  their  father  making  fuch  pitifijl  Dole  over 
them,  that  all  the  beholders  take  his  part  with  weep- 
ing. 

Rof.  Alas! 

Clo.  But  what  is  the  Sport,  Monfieur,  that  the  ladies 
have  loft? 

Le  Beu.  Why  this,  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  •  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day !  It  is 
the  fir  ft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was 
iport  for  ladies. 

Cel  Or  I,  I  promifc  thee. 

7  With  BILLS  on  their  necks:  Be  it  known  unto  all  men  ly 
thefe  prefentf.']  The  ladies  and  the  fool,  according  to  the  mode 
of  wit  at  that  time,  are-at  a  kind  of  cro/s  purpo/es.  Where  the 
words  of  one  fpeaker  are  wrefted  by  another,  in  a  repartee,  to  a 
difFdrcnt  meaning.  As  where  the  CUwn  fays  jaft  before-—  Nay, 
if  I  keep  not  nty  rank,  Rofalind  replies — thou  iofefi  thy  old  finili. 
Sd  here  when  Rofalind  hzii  {aid,  With  hi/Jj  on  their  necks,  the  Clown^ 
to  be  quits  with  her,  puts  in,  Know  all  men  hy  thefe  prefents. 
She  fpoke  of  an  inilrument  of  war,  and  he  turns  it  to  an  inftru- 
ment  of  law  of  the  fame  name,  beginning  with  thefe  words :  So 
that  they  muH  be  given  to  him. 

Rof. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


302 


As  YOU  Like  it. 

Mb/.  BiK  ^  is  there  any  elfe  k>ng»  to  fet  thh  brdken 
tHiifick  in  hid  (ided  ?  b  there  ^ec  mother  doats  upon 
rib^breaking  P  (hall  i^e  fee  this  wreftling^  Gbufm  ? 

i>  5^«.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here,  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreftling;  and  they  are  ready 
CO  perform  it. 

Cel  Yonder,  fure,  they  arc  coming;  let  ua  noW 
ftay  arid  fee  it^ 

s    c   E   N   E    vr. 

Fbmrijb.    Enter  D»y  Frederick,  Lordsi  Orlando, 
Charles  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Come  on,  fince  the  Youth  will  not  be  eo- 
tfeated  *,  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardne(s. 

Rof,  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 

Le  Beu.  Even  he,  Madam. 

C$1.  Alas^  he  is  too  young ;  yet  he  looks  fuccdt 
fully. 

Duke.  How  now.  Daughter  and  Coufin ;  are  you 
crept  hither  to  fee  the  wreltling  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  plcafe  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell 
you,  there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  men :  in  pity  of  the 
challenger's  youth,  I  would  fain  difiuade  him,  but 
he  will  not  be  entreated.  Speak  to  him,  ladies,  fee 
if  you  can  move  him. 

Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beu. 

Duke,  Do  fo ;  I'll  not  be  by.       [Duke^^^j  e^t. 

Le  Beu.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the  Frincefib 
call  for  you. 

8  Is  tbire  any  elfe  longs  t$  si  e  this  brtiken  mufickin  hisJUitf\ 
A  dupkl  error  in  the  copies.  The;^  are  calking  here  erf*  foilie 
who  had  their  ribs  broke  in  wreftlkig :  and  m  plea&ntry  of 
R^falind^i  repartee  muft  confift  in  the  aHniion  (he  makes  tt>  r»M- 
f^g  in  mufick.  It  neceffarily  foliowfe  therefore,  Aat  tbe  poet 
wrote  —  SET  this  broken  mufick  in  hit  Mis. 

Ork. 
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Orla.  I  Attend  the^  with  all  rcfpeft  and  dutf  . 

Rof.  Young  cnao,  have  you  chaliengM  Charles  the 
wrcftlcr  ? 

Qrla.  No,  fair  Frinceffr;  he  is  the  general  challen- 
ger :  I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him 
the  ftrcngth  of  my  youth. 

Ctl  1  omg  Gentkman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold 
fcf  your  years:  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this^ 
man's  ftrength.  »  If  you  faw  your  fclf  with  our  eyes. 
Or  knew*  your,  fclf  with  our  judgment,  the  fear  of 
your  adventure  would  coimfel  you  to  a  more  equal 
enterprise.  We  pray  you,  for  your  own  fake,  to 
embrace  your  own  fafety,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Ruff.  Do,  young  Sir-,  your  reputation  fhall  not 
therefore  be  tnifprifed  5  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to 
the  Duke,  that  the  wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Ork.  I  befeech  you,  punilh  me  not  with  your  hard 
thm^cs,  wherein  I  confefs  me  nfiuch  guilty,  to  deny 
h  fair  and  excelled  ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your 
fair  eyes  and  gentle  wifhes  go  with  me  to  my  tryal, 
wherein  if  I  be  fdil'd,  there  is  but  one  fham'd  that 
was  never  gracious ;  if  kilPd,  but  one  dead  that  is 
wilting  to  be  fo :  1  IhaU  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for 
I  have  none  to  lament  me  \  the  world  no  injury,  for 
in  it  I  have  nothing ;  only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a 
place,  which  may  be  better  fupplied  when  I  have 
made  it  empty, 

Rof.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it 
were  with  you. 
CeL  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers. 
Rcf.  Fare  you  wclh  pray  heaven,  I  be  deceived 
in  you. 

9  Ifjou  fanji  your  felf  nioUh  youR  #y//,  w  knenv  your  felf 
'ivitb  YOV%  jnJgmtnt,']  Abfurd !  The  ifcnfe  requires  that  we 
ihould  read,  our  ey^,  aad  ova  judgment.  The  argument  is^ 
^our  fpirits  are  to§  bold^  and  therefore  your  judgment  deceives 
you ;  iut  did  you  fee  and  inotv  your  feif  *witb  our  more  impartial 
jtuigm$n^jou^  woiJd  forbear, 
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Orla.  Your  hearts  defires  be  with  you  f  — — 

Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  Gallant,  that  is  fo 
defirous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth? 

Orld.  Ready,  Sir  j  but  his  Will  hath  in  it  a  more 
siodefl:  working. 

Duke.  You  (hall  try  but  one  Fall. 

Cba.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grace,  you  ihall  not  en- 
treat him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  {o  mightily  perfuaded 
him  from  a  firft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  n)ock  me  after  $  you  Jhould  noC 
have  mockt  me  before ;  but  come. your  ways. 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man! 

Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifibie,  to  catcli  the  flrong 
fellow  by  the  leg !  [Tbejf  vjr^le. 

Rof.  O  excellent  young  man  I 

Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell 
who  (hould  down.  [/boui. 

Duke.  No  more,  no  more*        \Chas\ei  is  tbrawn. 

Orla.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace;  I  am  not  ycC 
well  breathed. 

Duke.  How  doft  thou,  Charles  ? 

Le  Beu.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away.  What  is  thy  name,  young 
man? 

Orla.  Orlando  J  my  liege,  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir 
Rowland  de  Beys. 

Duke.  I  would,  thou  hadft  been  ion  to  ibme  man 
clfe! 
The  world  efteemM  thy  Father  honourable. 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy : 
Thou  (hould'ft  have  better  pleased  me  with  this  deed, 
Hadft  thou  defcended  from  another  Houie. 
But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  youth ; 
I  would,  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  father. 

[^Exit  Duke,  mtb  bis  tram. 
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S      C      EN      E       VII. 
Manent  Celia^  Rofalind,  Orlando. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowland^%  fon. 
His  youngeft  fon,  and  would  not  change  diat  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Rof,  My  father  lov*d  Sir  Rowland  as  his  foul, 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind ; 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fofi, 
I  (hould  have  giv'n  him  tears  unto  entreaties. 
Ere  he  Ihould  thus  have  ventured. 

Cel.  Gentle  Coufin, 
Let  us  go  thank  him  and  encourage  him ; 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.  Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd  j 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promife. 
Your  miftrefi  fhall  be  happy. 

Rof  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me  5  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune. 
That  could  give  nwre,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ?      \Giving  him  a  Chain  from  her  Neck. 

Cel.  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orla.  Can  I  notfiy,  I  thank  you? my  better 

parts 
Are  all  thrown  down  5  and  that,  which  here  ftands  up, 
'  Is  but  a  quintaine,  a  meer  lifelefs  block. 

Rof 

I  Is  hut  a  qttintaine>  a  meer  lifeUfs  iloci.J  A  ^inuine  was  a 
Pojt  or  Butt  fet  up  for  feveral  kinds  of  martial  exercifes^  againft 
which  they  threw  their  darts  and  exercifed  their  arms.  The  al- 
laiion  is  beaudfol.  lam,  fays  OrUmlo^  anfy  a  quintaine,  a  lifelefs 
block  en  nvbich  kve  oitfy  exercifes  bis  arms  in  jeft  j  the  great 
dijhmrity  of  condition  betnveen  Rofalind  and  me,  not  fuffering  me 
to  bope  tbat  lovt  wll  emer  make  aferious  matter  of  it.    The  fa- 
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Rof.  He  calls  us  back :  my  pride  fell  with  my  for* 
tunes, 
m  ask  him  what  he  would.     Did  you  call.  Sir  ? 
Sir,  you  have  wrellled  well^  and  overthrowa 
More  than  your  enemies. 
CeL  Will  you  go,  coz? 
Rof.  Have  with  you :  fare  you  well. 

{^Exeunt  Rof.  andCcl 
Orla.  What  paffion  hangs  thefe  weights  upon  my 
tongue  ? 
I  cannot  fpcak  to  her ;  yet  flie  urg'd  conference. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

O  poor  Orlando!  thou  art  overthrown  ; 

Or  Obarles^  or  fomething  weaker,  matters  thee. 

Le  Beu.  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counftJ  you 
To  leave  this  place.     Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition. 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous;  what  he  is,  indeed, 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  ipeak  o£ 

Orla.  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  and,  pray  you,  tell  nac 
this ; 
Which  of  the  two  was  Daughter  of  the  Duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wreftling  ? 

Le  Rtu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  man- 
ners; 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  fhorter  is  his  daughter  5 
The  other's  daughter  to  the  baniih'd  Duke, 

mous  fatiriil  Regnur^  who  lived  about  the  time  of  our  author,  nfo 
the  fame  metaphor,  on  the  fame  fubjeft,  tho*  the  thought  K 
^ffisrent.' 

Et  qui  depuis  dix  ans^  jufqidnfes  derniers  jours, 
Afoutenu  le  frix  en  f  ef crime  d"  amours ; 


Laffe  en  Jin  de  fervir  au  peupie  de  qrjiVLTAii^^f 
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And  here  detainM  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter  company ;  whofe  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  fitters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 
Hath  ta*en  difplcafure  *gainft  his  gentle  Neicej 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument. 
But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  virtues. 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  lake ; 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  *gainft  the  lady 
Will  luddenly  break  forth.     Sir,  fare  you  well  j 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 
I  fhall  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.    [ExiL 
Or  la.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you:  fare  you  wcllf 
Thus  maft  I  from  the  fmoke  into  the  fmotherj 
From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tyrant  brother: 
But,  hcav'nly  iJ^//W/— — —  [ExU^ 

SCENE      VIIL 

Ci/anges  to  an  Jpartment  in  th€  Palace. 

Re-enter  Celia  tf»iRofalind. 

CeL  Why,  Coufin  5  why,  Rofalind-^  Cupid  have 
mercy;  not  a  word! 
Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog* 
CeL  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away 
upon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them, at  me;  come,  lame 
me  with  reafons. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  two  Coufins  laid  up ;  when 
the  one  fhould  be  lam^d  with  Reafons,  and  the  other 
mad  without  any. 

Cet,  But  is  all  this  for  your  father? 
Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  niy  father's  Child.  Cih, 
how  foil  of  briars  is  this  working-day-world ! 

CeL  They  are  but  burs,  coufin,  thrown  upon  thee 
in  holiday  foolery;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  troddea 
paths,  our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them, 
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Rof.  I  could  fhake  them  off  my  coat ;  thefe  burs 
are  in  my  heart. 

Cel  Hem  them  away. 

RoJ\  1  would  try,  if  I  could  *  cry,  hem,  and  have 
him. 

Cel  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  affeftions. 

Rof,  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  Wrcftlcr 
than  my  felf. 

CeL  O,  a  good  wifli  upon  you !  you  will  try  in 
time,  in  dcfpight  of  a  Fall ; —  but  turning  thefe  jefts 
out  of  fervice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earneft :  is  it  pd"- 
fible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you  fhould  fall  into  fo  ftrong  a 
liking  with  old  Sir  Rowland's  youngeft  fon  ? 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  father  lov'd  his  father  dearly, 

CeL  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  fliould  love 
bis  fon  dearly  ?  by  this  kind  of  chafe,  I  fhould  hate 
him ;  for  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly  i  yet  I 
hate  not  Orlando, 

Rof.  No,  faith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  fake. 

CeL  Why  fhould  I?  doth  he  not  defervc  well? 

SCENE      IX. 

Enter  Duke,  wUb  Lords. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that;  and  do  you  lovc 
him,  bccaufe  I  do.  Look,  here  comes  the  Duke* 

CeL  With  his  eye^  fiall  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefi,  difpatch  you  with  your  fiifcft  hafte. 
And  get  you  from  our  Court. 

Rof.  Mc  Uncle! 

Duke.  You,  Coulin. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'ft  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  miles. 
Thou  dicfl  for  it. 

2  rrjr,  hem,  and banji  iim.}  A  proverbial  expreffion  fignif^ing, 
banking  fir  asking, 

Rof. 
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Rof.  1  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
\jtt  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  wixh  me : 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  dcfires ; 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  truft,  I  am  not,)  then,  dear  Uncle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  traitors ; 
If  their  purgation  did  conlift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  it  felf: 
Let  It  fufRce  thee,  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor  ; 
Tell  me  wherein  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's  enough. 
Rof.  So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Duke- 
dom; 
So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefe  banifli'd  him  j 
Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord ; 
Or  if  we  did  dcfive  it  from  our  friends, 
"What's  that  to  me?  my  father  was  no  traitor : 
Then,  good  my  liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much. 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 
Cel.  Dear  Sovereign,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Duke.  Ay,  Celia^  we  but  ftaid  her  for  your  (akc; 
Elfe  had  fhc  with  her  father  ranged  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay ; 
It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  Kcmorfc  •, 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her ; 
But  now  1  know  her ;  if  fhe  be  a  traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I ;  we  ftill  have  (lept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inftant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together ; 
And  wherefoe'er  we  went,  like  Junoh  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 

Duke.  She  is  too  fubtlefor  thee;  and  her  fmoothnefi. 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience. 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her : 
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Thoo  art  a  fool ;  fhe  robs  tbee  of  thy  name, 

^  And  thou  wilt  ihow  more  bright;  and  fhinc  moie 

virtuous. 
When  (he  is  gone;  then  open  not  thy  lips: 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom. 
Which  I  have  pad  upon  her ;  (he  is  banifh'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me,  my  Uegpi 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Duke,  You  are  a  fool ;  you,  Neice,  provide  your  fclf  5 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  muie  Honour, 
And  in  the  Greatncls  of  my  word,  you  die. 

lExettnt  Duke,  iffc. 

SCENE      X. 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofalind%  where  wilt  thou  go? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers !  I  will  give  thee  mine: 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 

Mofe,  I  have  more  caufc. 

CeL  Thou  haft  not,  coufin  5 
Pr'y thee,  be  cheerful ;  know'ft  thou  not,  the  Dake 
Has  banifliM  me  his  daughter? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 

Cel.  No?  hath  not?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  love, 
*  Which  tcacheth  me  that  thou  and  I  am  one : 
Shall  we  be  fundred  ?  Ihall  we  part,  fweet  Girl  ? 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me,  how  we  may  fly ; 

3  And  thou  nA}iitJh(m)  more  bright ^  and  s^em  more 'uirtmuSt'] 
This  implies  her  to  be  fbine  how  remarkably  defedbive  in  virtue  i 
which  was  not  the  fpcaker's  thought.  The  poet  douhtlefs  wrote^ 

■■  and  SHINE  more  ^virtuous, 

I.  e.  her  virtue^  would  appear  more  fplendid,  when  the  luftie  of 
her  coufm^s  was  away. 

4  Which  ttaehetb  rnz^ — ]  The  poet  cartainly  wrotse— «/i&K* 
ieaehith  MB.  For  if  Rofalind  had  learnt  to  think  Celia  one  part  of 
herfelfy  me  could  not  kcl^  that  love  which  Qelia  complains  (he 
does. 
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Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  as ; 
And  do  not  feck  to  take  your  charge  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out : 
For  by  this  heav*n,  now  at  our  forrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  can'ft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 
Rof.    Why,  whither .fhall  we  go  ? 
Cd.  To  feck  my  Uncle  in  the  foreft  of  Arden. 
Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us. 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far ! 
Beauty  provokcth  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

CeL  PU  put  my  felF  in  poor  and  mean  attire, 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmirch  my  face; 
The  like  do  you ;  fb  fhall  we  pafs  along. 
And  never  ftir  ailailants. 

Rof.  Were't  not  better; 
Becauie  that  I  am  more  than  comn^on  taH, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man? 
A  gallant  Curtle-ax  ujjon  my  thigh,  i 

A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand,  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hiaden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  martial  outiide. 
As  many  other  mannifh  Cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblance$. 

CeL  What  (hall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man? 
Rof.  ril  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jqv^\  own 
Page; 
And  therefore,  look,  you  call  me  Ganimedi 
But  what  will  you  be  called  ? 

CeJ.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftate: 
No  longer  Celia^  but  Aliena. 

Rof  But,  Coufin,  what  if  we  affaid  to  fteal 
The  clownifh  Fool  out  of  your  father's  Court? 
Would  he.  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel? 

CeL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me. 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him ;  let's  away. 
And  gct^ur  jewels  and  our  wealth  together; 
Pevife  the  fittcft  time,  and  fafeft  way 
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To  hide  us  from  putfuic  that  will  be  made 

After  my  flight ;  now  go  we  in  content 

To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banifhrncnt.  {^Exeuni. 


A  C  T    11.     SCENE     I. 

Arden  FOREST. 

Enter  Duke  Senior^  Amiens,  and  tw9  or  three  Urds 
like  Rfrefters. 

Dure  fenior. 

NOW,  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile, 
•  Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweet 

•  Than  That  of  painted  Pomp  ?  are  not  thefe  woods 
«  More  free  from  peril,  than  the  envious  Court  ? 

*  (a)  Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam^ 

•  The  Scafons'  difierence ;  as,  the  icie  phang,    . 

•  And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  ; 

•  Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body, 
«  Even  'till  I  ftrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, 

*  This  is  no  Flattery :  thefe  are  Counfellors, 

•  That  feelingly  pcrfuade  me  what  I  am, 

*  Sweet  arc  the  qies  of  AdverGty,     . 

«  Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 

*  Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 

*  And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 

*  Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 

•  Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing/ 
Am.  I  would  not  change  it ;  happy  is  your  Grace, 

That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornnefe  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  (b  fweet  a  ftyle, 

[  ia)  Htrefeel  niuf  ht.lAt.nfoiaid'^YvX^.  Hen  feel  ^t 
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Duke  Sen.  Cbmc,  fliall  we  go  and  kill  us  vcnifon ! 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools. 
Being  native  burghers  ot  this  defart  city. 
Should,  in  their  own  Confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  goar'd. 

I  Lqrd.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that  5 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufiirp 
Than  doth  your  brother,  that  hath  banifli'd  you : 
To  day  my  Lx)rd  of  Amiens^  and  my  felf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood ; 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  flag. 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta*en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languiih  i  and,  indeed,  my  lord. 
The  wretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  (uch  groans 
That  their  difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
AJmofl:  to  burfling;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe  $  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques^ 
Stood  on  th'  extremeft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook. 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  Ipeftacle  ? 

I  Lord,  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies. 
Firft,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  ftream ; 
Poor  Deer;  quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  teftament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.  Then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friends  j 
*Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 
The  ffux  of  company :  anon  a  carelefs  herd. 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  ftays  to  greet  him :  ay,  quoth  Jajues^ 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greafie  citizens,    ^ 
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•Tis  juft  the  fafhion ;  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  thore  ? 
Thus  moft  invcftively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  life;  fivearing,  that  we 
Are  meer  ufurpcrs,  tyrants,  and  what's  worfc. 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 
In  th.eir  afTign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contem- 
plation ? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  andoomment- 
ing 
Upon  the  foblMng  deer. 

Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  place; 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  fits. 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

z  Lord.  I'll  bring  you  to  him  ftraight.      lExeunl, 

SCENE        11. 
Changes  to  /i&f  Palace  again. 

Enter  Duk  Frederick  mtb  Lords. 

Duke. ^ AN  it  be  ppflible,  that  no  man  faw  them? 
^^  It  cannot  be ;  fome  villains  of  my  Court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufFerance  in  this. 

I  Lord.  1  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her* 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  a-bed,  and  in  the  morning  early 
They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  or  their  miftrefi. 
z  Lord.  My  Lord,  the  roynilli  Clown  ac  whom 
fooft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing : 
Hefperia^  the  Princefs'  Gentlewoman, 
Confefles,  that  Ihe  fecretly  o'er-heard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coufin  much  commend 

■       •  •  The 
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The  parts  and  graces  of  the  Wreftler, 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  frntwy  Ckarles  i 
And  ihe  bcliev:cs,  where  ever  they  are  gone* 
That  Youth  is  furely  in.  their  company. 

Dujte.  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither: 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
PU  make  him  find  him  5  do  this  fuddenly  5 
And  let  not  Search  and  Inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thcfe  foolifli  runaways*  {EscemU. 

SCENE       III. 
Changes  to  Oliver  V  Haufe. 

Enter  Oxbxi'iQ  and  Ad^xa. 

Or7a.XX7 HO *s  there? 

▼  V      Adam.  What!  my  young  mailer?  oh, 
my  gentle  matter. 
Oh,  my  fweet  matter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland h  why^  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
*  The  boney  Prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke? 
Your  Praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you. 
Know  you  not,  m.atter,  to  fome  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies? 
No  more  do  yours ;  your  virtues,  gentle  matter. 
Are  fanftificd  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it! 

Orla.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

jidam.  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors ;  within  this  roof 

1  T^e  BONNY  Pri/er ]  We  fhould  read  boney  Pri/er. 

For  this  wreftler  is  charafterifed  for  his  ftrepgch  and  bulk,  not 
for  his  gayety  ar  good-humour. 

The 
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The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives : 

Your  brother — (no;  ik)  brother;  yet  the  Ion,  •— 

Yet  not  the  fon ;  I  will  not  call  him  fon 

Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) 

Hath  heafd  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 

To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lic^ 

And  you  within  it;  if  he  fail  of  that. 

He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off; 

I  overheard  him,  and  his  praftices : 

This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery; 

Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla.  Why,  whither,  yidamy  wouldft  thou  have 
me  go? 

Jdam.  No  matter  whither,  lb  you  come  not  here. 

Orla.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg 
my  food  ? 
Or  with  a  bale,  and  boilJerous  fword  enforce  »  . 
A  thieviih  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  tojJo : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can ; 
I  rather  will  fubjed  me  to  the  nulice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

yfdam.  *  But  do  not  fo;  I  have  five  hundred  crowns, 

*  The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father, 
«  Which  I  did  (lore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfc 

*  When  fervice  fliould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 

*  And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown; 

*  Take  That ;  and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 

*  Yea;  providendy  caters  for  the  fparrow, 

*  Be  comfort  to  my  ^ge!  here  i^  the  gold, 

*  All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant; 

*  Tho*  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty ; 

*  For  in  my  youth  1  never  did  apply 

*  Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood ; 

*  Nor  did  I  with  unbamful  forehead  woo 

*  The  means  of  weaknefs  and  debility ; 

*  Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 

•  Frofty, 
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*  Frofty,  but  kindly ;  let  mc  go  with  you  j* 
I'll  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bufioefs  and  neceflicies. 

Orla.  Oh !  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world ; 
When  fervice  fwcat  for  duty,  not  for  meed ! 
Thou  art  not  for  thefaOiion  of  thefe  times. 
Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion  j 
And,  having  That,  do  choak  their  fervice  up 
Even  with  the  Having ;  it  is  notib  with  thee ; 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree. 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  bloifoni  yield. 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry ; 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together  ^ 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent. 
We'll  light  upon  (bme  fettled  low  Content. 

Adam*  Mafter,  go  on ;  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  feventcen  years  'till  now  almoft  four/core 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  Many  their  fortunes  feek; 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week ; 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  mailer's  debtor.     [£x^« 

SCENE      IV. 

Changes  to  the  FoKz%r  of  Arden. 

Enter  Rofalind  in  B(yf$  cloaths  for  Ganimed,  Celia 
itefi  like  a  Sbepberdefs  for  Aliena,  andClovfn. 

Rcf^^f^  Jupiter!  how  weary  are  my  fpirits? 

V-/     cio.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirjts,  if  my  legs 
were  not  weary. 

2  O  Japiter!  h^w  mbhry  are  myJjj^ritsFl  And  yet  within 
tlie  fpacc  of  one  intervening  line,  (he  {ays,  fhe  could  find  in  her 
Wn  to  difgrace  her  nian*s  apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman.  It 
ftouldbe,— iv(cc;  weary  are  mjf/finij?  And  the  Ciewn^ reply 
makes  this  reading  Gertaia. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  t  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgfasce  my  tnah^s 
apparel,  and  cry  .like  a  woman ;  but  1  miift  comfort 
the  weaker  vefiel,  as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  fhow 
it  ielf  courageous  to  petticoat  \  therefore,  courage, 
good  Aliena* 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me,  I  cannot  go  no 
further. 

Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than 
bear  you ;  yet  I  fliould  bear  no  Crols,  if  1  did  bear 
you ;  for,  I  think,  you  have  no  mony  in  your  purfe. 

Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  foreft  of  jtrden. 

Clo.  Ay  \  now  I  am  in  yirden^  the  more  fool  I } 
when  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  but 
travellers  muft  be  content. 

Rof.  Ay,  befo,  good  Touchfione:  look  you,  who 
comes  here  ;  a  young  man  and  an  old  in  iblemn  talk. 

Enter  Cdrin  and  Silvius* 

Cor,  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftUl. 

Sil  O  Corin^  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  So  love  her! 

Corin.  1  pardy  guefs ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

SiL  No,  Corin^  being  old,  thou  can*fl:  not  guefi, 
Tho'  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  lover. 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow ; 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As,  fure,  I  think,  did  never  man  love  fb) 
How  many  a£bions  moft  ridiculous 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafie? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

SiL  ^  O,  thou  didft  then  ne*er  love  fb  heartily  ^ 
«  If  thou  remcmber'ft  not  the  flighteft  folly, 

*  That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into ; 

*  Thou  haft  not  lo«*d. 

*  Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 

.    *  Wearying  the  header  in  thy  miftrefs  praife, 

*  Thou  haft  not  lovU  . 

*  Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company 

♦  Abruptly, 
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*  Abruptly,  as  my  paflion  now  makes  me; 
'  Thou  haft  not  lovM/ 

0  Phek!  Pbeba!  Pbebe!  lExii  SU. 
Rof.  Alas,  poor  Shepherd!  fcarching  of  thy  wound, 

1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 

Clo.  '*  And  I  mine  \  I  remember,  when  I  was  ia 
'^  love,  I  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  hid 
^'  him  take  that  for  coming  a^nights  to  Jaae  Swila 
'<  and  I  remember  the  kifling  of  her  batkt,  and  the 
^  cow's  dugs  that  her  pretty  chopt  hands  had  milkM ; 
**  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead 
"  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  and  giving 
"  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping  tears,  wear  thefe 
"  for  my  lake.  We,  that  are  true  loven,  run  into 
**  ftrange  capers ;  but  as  all  is  mortal  in  naiure,  t:>  is 
**  a]l  nature  in  love  mortal  in  foUy.*' 

Rof.  Thou  fpeak*ft  wifer,  than  thou. art  ware  of. 

Qo.  Nay,  I  (hall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  wit, 
^till  I  break  my  fhins  againft  it. 

Rof.  Jovet  Jwel  this  Shephierd's  paflbn  is  mucli 
upon  my  fafhion.. 

Qo.  And  mine;  but  it  grows  fbmething  ftale  with  me. 

Cf /.  I  pray  you»  one  of  you  queftion  yond  mao» 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food  \ 
I  faint  almoft  to  death. 

Qo.  Holla  J  you,  Clown! 

Rof.  Peace,  fool ;  he*s  not  thy  kiniinan; 

Cot.  Who  calls? 

Ck.  Your  Betters,  Sir. 

Oir.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 

Rof  Peace,  I  fay  ;  good  Even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,,  and  to  you  all. 

Rsf  I  pr'ythce,  fhepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  dcfart  place  buy-  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  fclves,  and  feed ; 
Here's  a  young  ma^d  with,  trawl  much  opprcls'd. 
And  faints  for  fuccour. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  Fair  "Sir,  I  pity  her. 
And  wtfh  for  her  lake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her : 
But  I  am  Shepherd  to  another  man. 
And  do  not  fheer  the  Beeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  mailer  is  of  churlilh  difpolition. 
And  litde  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heav'n 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality : 
Befides,  bis  Coate,  his  Bocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  flieep^coate  now. 
By  reaibnof  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on ;  but  what  is,  come  fee ; 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  Ihall  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he,   that  fliall  buy  his  flock  and 
pafture? 

Cor.  That  young  fwain,  that  you  law  here  but  ere 
while. 
That  litde  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honefty. 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture  and  the  flock. 
And  thou  Ihalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

CeL  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages. 
I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could  wallc 
My  time  in  it. 

Cor.  AlTuredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  Ibid ; 
Go  with  me ;  if  you  like,  upon  report. 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be ; 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.     [ExeunL 

SCENE      V. 
Changes  to  a  defart  Part  of  the  Fores  t. 

Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  others. 

SONG. 

Under  the  green-wood  tree^ 
tVho  loves  to  Ije  with  me^ 
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And  tune  bis  merry  note^ 

Unto  the  fweet  bircPs  throaty 

Come  hither y  come  hither ^  come  hither: 

Herejhall  he  fee 

J^o  enemy ^ 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jai^.  Mbre,  more,  I  pr'ythec,  more. 

uimi.  It    will   make    you    melancholy,   Mon/ieuP 
.  ^  Jaqties. 
.  y^^  I  thank  it 5  tnore^  I  pr'ythce,  more;  I  dan 
fuck  melancholy  out  of  a  Song,  as  a  weazel  fucks 
eggs:  more,  Ipr'jtfhee,  morp. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  rugged  5  I  know^  I  cannot  pleafe 
you. 

Jaq.  **  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  de- 
**  fire  you  to  fing;**  come,  come^  another  ftanzo; 
call  you  *em  ftanzo's? 

Ami.  What  you  Willi  Monfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq,  Nay,  1  car6  not^  for  their  names,  they  owe 
inc  nothing.— —Will  you  fine? 

Ami.  More  at  youf  requeft^  than  to  pleafe  myfelf. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,-  I'll 
thank  you  5  but  That,  they  call  Compliments,  is  like 
the  encounter  of  two  dog-apes.  And  when  a  niian 
thinks  me  heartily^  mcthinks,  I  have  given  Kim  a 
penny,  and  he  renddrs  me  the  beggarly  thainks.  Gome^ 
fing ;  and  you  that  will  riot,  hold  your  tongiies^— ^ 

Ami.  Well,  Til  end  the  fong^  Sirs;  cover  the 
\ijrhile;  the  Duke  will  dine  under  irfiis  tree;  he  hatK 
been  all  this  day  to  look  you.     j     . 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  diy  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  difputable  for  my  company ;  I  think  of  as 
many  matters  as  he,  but  I  give  heav*n  thanks^  and 
make  no  boaft  of  them.     Come,  warble,  come* 

Vo  L.  It.  y  SONG 
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SONG. 

HH^o  doth  ambition  Jhun^ 

And  loves  to  lye  ?tlf  Sun^ 

Seeking  the  food  be  eatSy 

jtnd pleased  with  what  he  gets ; 

Come  bit  her  y  come  hither  j  come  hither  i 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

No  enemy. 
But  winter  and  rough  weather* 

Jaq.  ril  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  made 
yclterday  in  defoight  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  ril  fing  it.  • 

7^j.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  iopafs^ 
Ithat  any  man  turn  afs ; 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe 
Aftubborn  wiU  to  pleafe, 
(a)  Ducadme,  ducadme^  due  ad  me  % 
Herefhall  he  fee 
Grofs  fools  as  bej 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami.  What's  that's  due  ad  me? 
.  Jaq^,  'Tis  a  Greek  invocationy  to  call  fools  into  a 
circle.     I'll  go  to  fleep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail 
againft  all  the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke :  his  banquet  is 
prepared  -i  ^  [Exeunty  feveraUj. 

S    C*E    N    E       VI. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  mailer,  I  can  go  no  further  i  O,  I  die 
for  food !  here  lie  I  down,  and  meafure  out  my  grave. 
Farewel,  kind  matter. 

(a)  Due  ad  me,  Oxford  edition."— Valg.  Duidame ; 

Orla. 
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Orld.  Why,  how  now,  Adam!  no  greater  heart  in 
thee?  Jive  a  little;  comfort  a  little;  cheer  thyfelf  a 
little.  If  this  uncouth  Foreft  yield  any  thing  lavage, 
I  will  cither  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to 
thee;  thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy  powers. 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  death  a  while  at 
the  arm's  end:  I  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently^ 
and  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  ear,  IMi  give 
thee  leave  to  die.  Bat  if  thou  dieft  before  I  come^ 
thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour*  Well  faid,  thou 
looked  cheerly.  And  1*11  be  with  thee  quickly,  yet 
thou  lieft  in  the  bleak  air.  Come,  I  will  bear  thee 
to  fome  (helter,  and  thou  (halt  not  die  for  lack  of  a 
dinner^  if  there  live  any  thing  in  this  Defart.  Cheer* 
ly,   good  Adam.  [Exeun/. 

S       C      E      N      £       VII. 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lords,        [A  Taile/ei  oui^ 

Duke  Sen.  I  think,  he  is  transform^  into  a  beaft, 
tor  I  can  no  where  6nd  him  like  a  man. 

I    Lord.  My  Lord,    he  is  but  even  now  gone 
hence. 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearmg  of  a  Song. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he^  compadb  of  jars,  grow  mufical^ 
We  (hall  have  fttortly  difcord  in  the  fpheres  : 
Go,  feek  him-,  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him^ 

Enier  Jaques. 

I  Lord   He    faves  my    labour  by  his  own  ap- 
proach. 
Duke  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  Monficur,  what  a  life 
is  this, 
That  your  poor  friends  muft  woo  your  company? 
What !  you  look  merrily. 

Y  2  Jaj. 
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Jati.  A  fool,  a  fool ; — I  met  a  fool  i*  th'  foreft^ 

*  A  motley  fool;  a  miferablc  varlet! 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool^ 

Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  m  the  (iiny 
And  raird  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 
in  good  fct  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 

*  Good-morrow,  fool,  quoth  I :  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, 

'  Call  me  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune; 
'  And  then  he  drew  a  dial  friwn  his  poak, 

*  And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luftre  eye, 

*  Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  clock : 

*  Thus  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  worfd  wags: 

*  'Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 

*  And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven  j 

*  And  fo  from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 

*  And  then  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 

*  And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.*     When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time. 

My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  fhould  be  fo  deep  contemplative : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermiflion. 
An  hour  by  his  dial.     O  noble  fool, 
A  worthy  fool!  motley's  the  only  wear. 

Duke  Sen.  What  fool  is  this? 

7^. "  O  worthy  fool !  one  that  hath  been  a  Courtier, 
*'  And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
"  They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain, 
"  Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 
"  After  a  voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cram'd 

3  A  motley  fool;  a  miferahle  world!]  What!  becaafe  he 
met  2L  motley  fool ^  was  it  therefore  a  miferable  'world?  This  is 
fadly  blundered  ;  we  fhould  read, 

'   a  miferahle  varlit. 

His  head  is  altogether  running  on  this  fool,  both  before  and  after 
thefe  words,  and  here  he  calls  him  a  miferable  ^uarlet,  notwith- 
ftanding  he  railed  on  ladf  fortune  in  good  terms ^  &c.  Nor  is  ttc 
change  we  make  fo  great  as  appears  at  firfi  fight. 

«  With 
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**  With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
*'  In  mangled  forms,     O  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  fhalt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  fuit  j 
Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion,  that  grows  rank  in  them. 
That  I  am  wife.     "  I  muft  have  liberty 
*'  Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
*'  T8  blow  on  whom  I  pleafc  5  for  fo  fools  have; 
*'  And  they  that  are  mod  gauled  with  my  folly, 
"  They  moft  muft  laugh :  and,  why,  Sir,  muft  they  fo? 
'*  The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  parilh  church ; 
**  He,  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
*'  Doth  very  fooliftily,  although  he  fmarr, 
*'  *  Not  to  feem  fenfelels  of  the  bob.     If  not, 
**  The  wife  man*s  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
**  Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  a  fool. 
Invert  me  in  my  modcy,  give  me  leave 
To  ipeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th*  infefted  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  Sen.  Fie  on  thee !  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft 
do. 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good  ? 

Duke  Sen.  Moft  mifchicvous  foul  fin,  in  chiding  fin: 
For  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifli  fting  itfelf ; 
And  all  th*  emboffed  fores  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world. 

Jaq.  "  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
•*  That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
'^  Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 

4  Seem  fenfelefs  of  the   hb.]    Both  the  meafure  and    the 
fenfe  direct  us  to  read. 

Not  To/eem/ex/eiefiScc. 

Y  3  ««  Till 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


226  As    YOU    L^KE    IT. 

«  'Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb? 

*'  What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 

*'  When  that  I  fay,  the  city- woman  bears 

"  The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  Ihoulders  ? 

«'  Who  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  1  mean  her; 

<'  When  fuch  a  one  as  (he,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  i 

^'  Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  fundion, 

**  That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft  ; 

«  Thinking,  that  I  mean  him  5  but  therein  futcs 

"  His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpeech  ?  • 

**  There  then;  how  then?  what  then?  let  me  fee 

*♦  wherein 
«*  My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him ;  if  it  do  him  right, 
**  Then  he  hath  wrong*d  himfelf  j  if  he  be  free, 
*«  Why,  then  my  taxing,  like  a  wild  goofe,  flies 
<<  Unclaimed  of  any  man.    But  who  comes  here? 

SCENE      VIIL 
Enter  Orlando,  wiib  Sword  drawn. 

Orh.  Forbear,  and  cat  no  more.— ^ 

Jaq^.   Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  Ihalt  thou,  'till  neceffity  be  fcrv'd. 

Jaq   Of  what  kind  fliould  this  Cock  come  of? 

Duke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  man,  by  thy 
diftrefs? 
Or  clfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners. 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orla.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firftj    the  thorny 
point 
Of  bare  diftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  (hew 
Of  fmooth  civility ;  yet  am  I  in-land  bred. 
And  know  fome  nurture:  but  forbear,  1  fay: 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
'Till  I  and  my  affairs^  are  anfwcred. 

Jaq.  If  you  will  not 
Be  anfwcred  with  reafon,  I  muft  die« 
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Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ?  Your  gentkncfe 
ftiall  force. 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlencfs. 
Orla.   I  almoft  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 
Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our 

table. 
Orla.  Speak  you  io  gently  ?  pardon  me,  I  pray 
you; 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.     But  whatever  you  are, 

*  That  in  this  djefart  inacceffible, 

*  Under  the  fhade  of  melancholy  boughs, 

*  5  Lofe  and  negleft  the  creeping  hours  of  time ; 

*  If  ever  you  have  Iook*d  on  better  days ; 

*  If  ever  been  where  bells  haveknoH'd  to  church; 

*  If  ever  fate  at  any  good  man's  feaft ; 

*  If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wip'd  a  tear, 

*  And  know  what*tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied;* 
Let  gentlenefe  my  ftrone  enforcement  be, 

In  the  which  hope  I  blum,  and  hide  my  fword. 

Duke  Sen.  True  is  it,  and  that  we  have  feen  better 
days; 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoll'd  to  church ; 
And  fate  at  good  men's  feafts,  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  pity  had  engender'd  : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gcndenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniftred. 

Orla.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while. 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn. 
And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man. 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  love;  'till  hebefirft  fuffic*d, 

5  Lofe  and  negle3  the  creeping  hours  of  time  (\ 
Secretum  iter  i^  fallentis  femita  vitif.     Hor. 

y  4  .  Opprels'd 
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PpprefsM  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out. 
And  we  Will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 
'  Orla.  I  thank  ye;  and  be  blefs^d  for  your  good 
comfort!       '  L-Eat/V, 

SCENE       IX. 

Duke  Sen.  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy; 
This  wide  and  univcrfal  Theatre 
Prefents  more  woful  pageants,  than  thefcene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jaq.  *  All  the  world's  a  Stage, 

*  And  all  the  men  and  women  meerly  Players  5 

*  They  have  their  Exits  and  their  entrances, 

*  And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts : 

'  His  adts  being  feven  ages.    At  firft  the  infant, 

*  Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  arms:  * 

^  And  then,  the  whining  Ichbol-boy  with  his  fatchel, 

*  And  Alining  morning-face,  creeping  like  fnail 

*  Unwillingly  to  ichool.     And  then,  the  lover; 

*  Sighing  like  furriace,  with  a  woful  ballad 

^  Made  to  his  miftrefs'  eye-brow.    Then,  a  foldierj 

<  Full  of  ftrange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 

<  Jealous  iri  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel  > 

*  Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

*  Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.    And  then,  thejuftice 
^  In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd,' 

<  With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 
f  ^  Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances, 

«  And  lb  he  plays  his  part.     ^  xhe  fixth  age  fliifts 

'  Into  the  lean  and  flipper'd  pantaloon, 

'        ^  Wicli 

6  Tull  of  ^ife  fanus  and  modern  inftances^  It  is  remarkable 
that  Shake/pear  ufcs  modern  in  the  double  fcnie  that  the  Greeh 
ufed  Koiiioiy  both  for  recens  and  ahfurdus^ 

y  The  fixthi  age  Jhifts 

Into  the  lean  and  Jltpper'd  pantaloon^  There  is  a  greater 
beauty  than  appears  at  firit  fight  in  this  image.    He  is  here  cora- 

i-'  ■        ^  '■■■,.     ■  ,  pariiig 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


As  you  Like  it. 

5  With  fpeftacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide ; 

*  His  yoathCul  hofc  well  fav'd,  ^  world  too  wide 

'  For  his  Ihrunk  Ihank ;  and  his  big  manly  voicc^ 

*  Turning  again  toward  childi/h  treble,  pipes, 

«  And  whittles  in  hi§  found.    Laft  Scene  of  all^ 

^  That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftory, 

f  Is  fecond  childifhnefs,  and  meer  oblivion, 

^  Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing, 

SCENE       X. 

£«/^r  Orlando,  w/Vi&Adam. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome:  fet   down  your  venerably 
burden. 
And  let  him  feed. 

Or/a.  I  thank  you  moft  for  hin). 

jidam.  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  myfelf. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  to;  I  will  not  troubjg 
you. 
As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  mufick  \  and,  good  coufin^  fing« 

S    O    N    Q. 

•'  BloWj  hloWy  thou  winter  wind^ 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  fnarfs  ingratitude  \ 
^hy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen^  • 

I  Becaufe  thou  art  not  jheen^ 
jlltho*  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Heigh 

paring  haman  life  to  a  ft  age  play,  of  feven  a£ts,  (which  was  no 
iinufual  diviiion  before  our  author's  time.)  The  fixth  he  calls 
the  lean  and  Jlipper'd  pantaloon,  alluding  to  that  general  cha- 
xader  in  the  Italian  comedy^  called  //  Pantalone ;  who  is  a  thiti 
emaciated  old  man  \j\Jlippers\  and  well  deligned,  in  that  epithet, 
becaafe  Pantalone  is  the  only  character  that  a6ls  in  flippers. 

8  Becaufe  thou  art  not  seen,]   This  fong  is  defigned  to  fuit 
the  Duke's  exiled  condition,   who  had  been  ruined  by  ungrateful 

flatterers. 
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Heigb  bo  !  fif^^  heigh  ho  !  unto  tbegmn  bolfy  ; 
M^  friend/hip  is  feigning ;  n^  loving  meerfoffy  : 

7'hen  heigb  bo,  the  holly! 

TTns  life  is  moft  jolly ^ 

FreeTXi  freeze^  thou  hitter  sh^^ 
That  dojt  not  Htefo  nigh 

Js  benefits  forgot : 
^0*  thou  the  waters  warp^ 
Tbyfiing  is  not  fojharp 

As  friend  remembred  not. 
Heigb  bo!  ftngj  &c. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland's 
Son, 
As  you  have  whifperM  faithfully  you  were, 

fiatterers.  Now  the  ivinter  iviW,  the  fong  fays,  is  to  be  pre- 
fe-r'd  to  nan^s  ingratitude.  But  why?.  Beeaufe  it  it  not  si  Elf. 
But  this  was  not  only  an  aggravation  of  the  injury,  as  it  was 
done  in  fecret,  notjeen^  but  was  the  very  circumft&nce  that  made 
the  keennefs  of  the  ingratitude  of  \i\%  feithiefe  courtiers.  Without 
doubt.  Shake/fear  wrote  the  line  thus, 

Beeaufe  thw  art  not  sheen , 

i.  e,  fmiling,  (hining,  like  an  ungrateful  conrt-fervant,  who  flat- 
ters while  he  wounds,  which  was  a  very  good  reafoB  for  giving 
the  ivinter  luiffd  the  preference.  So  in  the  Midfummtr's  Nigbfs 
Dream, 

Spangled  gar  light  sheen, 
and  feveral  other  praces.     Chaucer  ufes  tl  in  this  fenfe. 

Tour  blisful  fufter  Lucina  tht  shene. 
And  Fairfax, 

^he  facred  Angel  took  his  target  shene, 
And  by  the  Chrijiian  Champion  flood  unfeen. 

The  Oxford  tditor,  who  had  this  emendaticm  comraonicated  to 
him,  ukes  occafion  from  thence  to  alter  the  whole  line  thus. 

Thou  caufefi  not  that  teen. 
Bat,  in  his  rage  of  correftion,  he  forgot  to  leave  the  reafon, 
which  is  now  wanting*  Why  the  ^winter  ivind  was  to  be  prefer- 
red to  man'^j  htgratitude. 

And 
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And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  efiigi^  witnefi, 
A4oft  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face. 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.    Pm  the  Duke, 
That  lovM  your  Father,  The  rcfiduc  of  your  fortune 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.    Good  old  Man, 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  mafter  is ; 
Support  him  by  the  arm ;  give  me  your  hand, 
^nd  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand.       [Exeunf. 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 
The    PALACE. 

Enter  Duke,  Lordsj  and  Oliver. 

Duke. 

NOT  fee  him  fince?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be; 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  (hould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent:  but  look  to  \t\ 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe*er  he  is ; 
Seek  him  with  candle:  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
Within  this  twelvemonth ;  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands; 
'Till  thou  can'ft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth. 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee. 

Oli.  Oh,  that  your  HighneTs  knew  my  heart  in  this : 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke.  More  villain  thou.    Well,  pufli  him  out 
of  doors ; 
And  let  my  officers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  Extent  upon  his  houfe  and  lands: 
Po  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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§     C     E     N     E       II. 

Changes  to  tb^'SoK est* 

Enter  Orlando. 

Orii.llJANG  there,  my  vprfe,  in  witncfi  of  my 

-T^        Jove; 
And  thou  thrice-crowned  Queen  of  Night  furvey, 
With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above. 

Thy  huntrefs*  name  that  my  full  life  dothi  fway. 
O  Rofalind!  thefe  trees  (hall  be  my  books. 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  V\\  charafter  5 
That  every  eye,  which  in  this  Foreft  looks. 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run,  run^  Orlando^  carve,  on  every  tree, 
The  fair^  the  chafte^  and  unexpreflive  She.      [,Exit^ 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Corin  and  Clown. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  fhephcrd^s  life,  Mr. 
Touchjione? 

Clo.  •'  Truly,  Ihepherd  in  refpefk  of  itfelf,  it  is  a 
'  good  life ;  but  in  refpeft  that  it  is  a  Ihepherd's  life, 
'  it  is  naught.  In  refpeft  that  it  is  folirary,  I  like 
' ,  it  very  well ;  but  in  refped  that  it  is  private,  it  is 

*  a  very  vile  life.  Now  in  refpedt  it  is  in  the  fields, 
'  it  pleafeth  me  well  5  but  in  refpeft  it  is  not  in  the 
'  Court,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare  life,  look  you, 
'  it  fits  my  humour  well ;  but  as  there  is  no  more 

*  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  again  ft  my  ftomach. 
'  I}aft  any  philolbphy  in  thee,  fhepherd  ? 

Cor,  "  No  more,  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one 
fickens,  the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is :  and  that  he,  that 
wants  mony,  means,  and  content,  is  without  three 
good  friends.     That  the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet, 

*^  and 
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♦«  and  fire  to  burn :  that  good  pafture  makes  fat 
«*  Iheep  5  and  that  a  great  caufe  or  the  night,  is  Jack 
<«  of  the  Sun :  and  that '  he  that  hath  learned  no  wit 
*«  by  nature  nor  art,  may  complain  of  grols  breed- 
•^  ing,  or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Oo.  *  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher.  Waft 
ever  in  Court,  Ihepherd  ? 

Cor.  No,  truly. 

do.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hope* 

Cb.  Truly,  thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill-roafted 
egg,  all  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court?  your  realbn. 

Clo.  '  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 
faw*ft  good  manners;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good 
manners,  then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked;  and 

t  He  thatirath  learned  no  njsit  by  nature  or  art,  may  com" 
plain  of  GOOD  breedings  or  comes  of  fvery  dull kindred-l  C6m- 
mon  fenfe  requires  us  to  read, 

may  complain  0^  gross  breedings 

The  Oxford  t^ioT  has  greatly  improved  this  emendation  by  read- 
ing,— bad  breeding, 

2,  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher ."]  The  (hephcrd  had  faid 
all  the  Philofophy  he  knew  was  the  property  of  things,  that 
rain  wetted,  fire  burnt ^  &c.  And  the  Clown'*s  reply,  in  a  fatire 
on  Fhyficks  or  Natural? hi lofophy^  though  introduced  with  a  quib* 
ble,  is  extremely  juft.  For  the  NaturS  Philofopher  is  indeed  as 
ignorant  (notwithftanding  all  his  parade  of  knowledge)  of  the 
^cient  caufe  of  things  as  the  Ruftic.  It  appears,  from  a  thou- 
iand  inftances,  that  our  poet  was  well  acquainted  with  the  Phy> 
iics  of  his  time :  and  his  great  penetration  enabled  him  to  fee  this 
remedilefs  defedl  of  it. 

3  Why^  if  thou  never  nxjaft  at  Court,  thou  never  fatv^fi  good 
manners i  if  thou  never,  &c.]  This  reafoning  is  drawn  up  in 
imitation  of  Friar  John's  to  Panurge  in  Rablais.  Si  tu  es  Coquu, 
ergo  ta  femme  fera  belle  5  ergo  tu  feras  bien  traite  d*elle  ;  ergo 
tu  auras  desAmis  beaucoup ;  ergo  tu  feras  fauve.  The  laft  inference 
is  pleafantly  drawn  from  the  popifh  dodtrine  of  the  interceffion 
of  Saints.  And,  I  fuppofe,  our  jocular  Englijh  proverb^  concern- 
ing this  matter^  was  founded  in  Friar  John't  logic. 

wicked- 
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wickednefi  is  fin,  and  fin  is  damoatioh:  thou  a^  in  » 
parkHH  ftftCe^  (hepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Toucbft&m:  thofe,  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  Couft,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Country^ 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  ac 
the  Court.  You  told  me,  you  falute  not  at  the  G6urt» 
but  you  kiis  your  hands ;  th^t  courtefie  would  be  un- 
cleanly, if  Courtiers  were  (hepherds. 

Clo.  Inftance,  briefly;  conie^  inftance* 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes  5  void 
dieir  fcls^  you  know,  are  greafie, 

Clo.  Whv,  do  not  your  Courtiers  handsf  fweat? 
and  is  not  tne  greaie  of  a  m\itton  as  wholfonCie  as  the 
fw€at  of  a  man?  fhallow,  Ihallow;— ^a  better  in* 
fiance,  I  (fay:  come* 

Cor.  Befides^  our  hands  are  hard. 

do.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  (boner.  Shallow 
agttirt :— — a  mdre  founder  iriftance,  cohie. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  fur- 
gery  of  our  fiieep;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tarr? 
the  Courtier's  hands  arc  perfumed  with  civet. 

Qo.  $Ao^  fhallow  man !  thou  worms-meatj  in  re- 
fpied  of  a  good  {xece  of  flefh^  indeed  \  learn  of  the 
wife  and  perpend  5  civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  urr } 
the  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend  the  inftance, 
ihepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  mej  Y\\  reft. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee^  fhal- 
low  man  i  God  ^  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art 
raw. 

4  make  incifion  in  tbet,']  To  make  incifion  wan  a  ptorerbial 
expreffion  then  in  vogue,  to  make  to  underftand^    So  in  Ban- 
mont  and  Fletcher^ s  Uumourous  Lieutenant, 
■  O  excellent  King^ 

Thus  he  begins y  thou  life  and  light  of  cnatufes 
AngeUe^d  King^  ^vouchfafe  at  length  tbf  favour  I 
Andfo  proceeds  to  incifion — ^ — 
1.  f .  to  make  him  nnderftand  what  he  would  be  at. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  *  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat; 
^    get  that  I  wear;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's 

•  happinefei  glad  of  other  men's  good,  content  with 
^    my  harm  5  and  the  grcateft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee 

•  my  ewes  graze,  and  my  lambs  fuck. 

Cla.  That  is  another  Hmple  fin  in  you,  to  bring 
the  ewes  and  the  rams  together  $  and  to  offer  to  get 
your  living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle;  to  be  a  bawd 
to  a  bell- weather;  and  to  betray  a  Ihe-lamb  of  a 
tvreive-month  to  a  crooked-pated  old  cuckoldly  ram, 
out  of  all  reaibnable  match.  If  thou  be'fl:  noc 
damn'd  for  this,  the  devil  himielf  will  have  no  (hep- 
herds ;  I  cannot  fee  elie  how  thou  ihould'ft  *icape. 

Car.  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Ganimcd^  my  new 
xniftreis's  brother, 

S      C      E      N      E       VI. 

Enter  Rofalind,  with  a  paper. 

Rof.  From  the  eafi  to  weftern  Inde, 
No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 
Her  worthy  being  mounted  on  the  wind^ 
Tbroi^b  all  the  world  bears  Rofalind. 
AU  tUpi^uresy  faireft  lin^d^ 
Are  but  black  to  Rofalind ; 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind^ 
But  the  face  of  Rofalind. 

Clo.  ril  rhime  you  ib,  eight  years  together;  din* 
ners,  and  fuppers,.  and  fleeping  hours  excepted :  it  13 
the  right  butter-women's  rank  to  market. 

Hof  Out,  fool! 

Oo.  For  a  tafte. 

If  a  hart  doth  lack  a  bind^ 
Let  himfeek  ^i^/  Rofalind. 
If  the  cat  will  after  kind^ 
So^  be  fur e^  wiV/ Rolalind. 

mnter 
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fPtfaer  garments  mufi  be  Uffd^ 
So  mujijlender  Rofalind. 
fbey^  that  reap^  mt^Jheaf  and  binii 
Tben  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 
Sweet  eft  nut  bath  fowr eft  rindj 
,  Such  a  nut  is  Ro&lind. 
He  that  fweet eft  rofe  willfind^ 
Muft  find  love's  prick^  and  Rofalind. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  j  why  do  you 
Infcft  yourfclf  with  them  ? 

Rof.  Peace,  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 

Clo.  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Rof.  ril  grafFit  with  you,  and  then  I  (hall  graff  it 
with  a  medlcr ;  then  it  will  be  the  earlicft  frdt  i*  th' 
country ;  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe, 
and  that's  the  right  virtufe  of  the  medler. 

Qo.  You  have  faid  5  but  whether  wifely  or  nb,  ^  let 
(the  Foreftcr  judge. 

SCENE        t. 
Enter  Celia,  with  a  writing. 

Rof.  Peace,  here  comes  my  Sifter  reading  j  ftand 
adde. 

Cel.  Whyfhould  this  a  Defart  ki 

For  it  is  unpeopled?  No\ 
J'ongues  ril  hang  on  every  tree^ 

That  fhall  civil  facings  fhow. 
Some^  bow  brief  the  life  of  mafi 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage*^ 
That  the  ftretching  of-^a  fpan 

Buckles  in  his  f urn  of  age ; 

3  Let  the  Forest  jfidge."]    We  fboald   read  FoRtsf£R> 
I.  i,  the  ihepherd  who  was  there  prefent. 
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Some  of  vklaUd  vows^ 

'Iwii(f  f be  fouls  of  friend  and  friend  ^^ 
But  upon  the  fairefi  boughs^ 

Or  at  every  fentence  end^ 
Will  I  Rofalinda  write  j 

teaching  ally  that  read^  to  kmw^ 
^Tins  Siuinteffence  of  every  Sprite 

Heaven  would  in  little  Jbow. 
"^erefore  heaven  nature  cbar^d^ 

That  one  body  fhould  be  filled 
With  all  graces  wide  enlar£di 

Nature  prefently  difiillfd 
Hden'i  cheeks^  hut  not  her  heatt^ 

Cleopatra* J  fWij/s^  5  . 

AtalantaV  better  part ; 

Sad  Lucretia'j  modefy. 
Ithus  Rofalind  of  many  parts 

By  heofifnly  fynod  was  devis'di 
Of  manyfacesy  eyes  and  hearts^ 

To  have  the  Touches  dedreji  prized. 
Htav^n  would  thatfbe  thefe  gifts fbould  have^ 
^  And  I  to  live  and  die  berjkve. 

Rqf.  ^  O  moft  gentle  7«»/>^/-— what  tedious  ho- 
mily' of  love  have  you  wearied  jrour  Parifhioncrs 
withal,  and  never  cry'd,  have  patience,  good  peo- 
ple? 

O/.  How  now  ?  back-friends!  Ihepherd,  go  off  a 
litdc :  go  with  him,  fitrah. 

do.  Come,  fhepherd^  let  us  make  an  honourable 
retreat ;  tho*  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with 
fcrip  and  fcrippage.  [Exeunt  Cor.  and  Clown. 

6  O  moft  gentle  ju^itbr.!]  We  fliould  read  junipbr,  at 
the  following  words  (hew,  alludmg  to  the  proverbial  term  of  a 
Juniper  leSure :  A  (harp  or  un^eafiog  one  ;  Junifer  being  a 
tough  pricklx  plant. 

Vol.  11.  Zi  SCENE 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


338;  A«  YOU  Like  IT. 

S   C   E   N   E     VI. 

Cel  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  veries  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ;  for 
fome  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  veries 
would  bear. 

01.  That's  no  matter ;  the  feet  might  bear  the  veries. 

Rof.  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not 
bear  themfelves  "Without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  ilood 
lamely  in  the  verfc. 

CeL  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how 
thy  name  ihou]d.be  hang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  trees? 

Rof.  I  was  (even  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder, 
before  you  came :  for,  look  here,  what  I  found  on  a 
palm-tree ;  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  tinctPyibagora^s 
time,  that  I  was  an  Irijb  rat,  which  I  can  hanuy  ie« 
member. 

Ql  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man? 

Cel.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his 
neck :  Change  you  colour  ? 

Rof  1  pr'ythee,  who  ? 

Oh  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends 
to  meet ;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  amh« 
guakcs,  and  fp  encounter.  * 

Rof  Nayj  but  who  is  it  ? 

Cel.  Is  it  poffible? 
'    Rof  Nay,  t  pr'ythee  now,  with  moll  petldonary 
vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

01  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  moft  won^erfii! 
wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that 
out  of  all  whooping       '     "■ 

Rof  7  Good  my  complexion!   doft  thou  think, 

7  Good  my  complexion  /]  This  is  a  modi  of  exfrij/kn^  Mr.  Tht9'^ 
•  haid  lays,  'which  ht  cannot  reconeiU  to  common  fenfi*  Like 
enough :  and  fo  too  the  Oxford  Editor.  Bat  die  meaning  is^  Hold 
good  my  comfltxion,  i.  e.  lee  mc  not  blufli. 
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thQUgh  I  am  Capariibn^d  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doub- 
kt  and  hofc  in  my  difpofuion  ?  *  One  inch  of  delav 
more  is  a  South-fea  off  difcovery.  I  pr*yihce,  tell 
ine,  vfho  is  ic ;  quickly^  and  fpeak  apace ;  I  would 
thou  couId*ft  ftammcr,  diat  thou  might'ft  pour  thii 
concealed  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as  wine  comes  out 
of  a  narrow*  mouth'd  bottle  ^  either  too  much  at  once^ 
or  none  at  all.  J  pr'y  thee,  take  the  cork  out  of  thy 
mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy  tiding^ 

CeL  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly* 

Rof.  IsheofGod'smaking?  what  manner  of  man? 
is  his  H^d  worth  s^  hat?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beatxi  ? 

CeL  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

R^.  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will 
be  thankful ;  let  me  ftay  the  erowth  of  his  beard,  if 
thoM  dqjay  Bie  not  the  kiKywledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel  It  is  youogOr^tt*?,  that  tripped  up  the  wwlft- 
ler's  heels  and  your  hcAtt  both  in  an  inftant. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking ;  fpeak,  fad 
brow,  and  true  maid. 

CeL  Pfaith,  cos^  'tis  he. 

Rof.  Orlando! 

CeL  Orlando. 

Rof  Alas  the  dav,  what  Ihall  I  do  with  my  doublet 
and  hofe  ?  what  did  he,  when  thou  faw*ft  him  ?  what 
faid  he?  how  look'd  he?  wherein  went  he?  what 
makes  he  here?  did  he  ask  for  me  ?  where  remains  he? 
how  parted  he  with  these?  and  when  {halt  thou  fee 
him  again  ?  anfwer  me  in  one  wotxi. 

CeL  You  muft  borrow  me  Garaganlua^s  mouth  firftj 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  fize : 
to  iay,  ay,  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than 
to  anfwer  in  a  catechifin. 

8  0«f  iurb  tf  delay  mr§  is  a  Smth-fea  c/difcwgry.'^  This  ;s 
ftaiknonibiie^  wemnfl  read-»«-02f  difcor^y,  /.  r.  from  dis- 
covery. '■  If  yoa  delay  me  one  inch  of  time  longer,  I  ihall 
*'  thiak  this  fccret  as  &r  from  difcovery  as  the  South-fia  is." 

Z  %  Rof 
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Rpf.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Foreft^ 
and  in  man's  apparel?  looks  he  as  frefhly  as  he  did 
the  day  hewreftled? 

Ol.  It  is  as  eaiie  to  count  atoms,  as  to  refolve  the 
propoiitions  of  a  lover:  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  find- 
ing him,  and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance^  M 
found  him  under  a  tree  like  a  dropped  acorn. 

Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jave'^  tree,  when  tc 
drops  forth  itidi  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience^  good  Madam« 

Rof.  Proceed. 

CeL  There  lay  he  ftrech'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Rof.  Tho'  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  wd!  be* 
comes  the  ground. 

'     CeL  Cry,  holla!  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr^ythee;  it  cur- 
vets unieaionably.  He  was  fornUh'd  like  a  hunter, 

Rfif.  Oh,  ominous!  he  comes  to  kOl  my  heart. 

Cel.  I  would  fins  my  ibng  without  a  burthen  ;  diOu 
bring^ft  me  out  oftune. 

Rof.  Do  vou  not  know  I  am  a  woman  ?  when  I 
think,  I  muft  fpeak:  Sweet,  iay  on. 

SCENE       VII. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Ol  You  bring  me  out.  Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 
Rof  'Tishc}  (link  by,  and  note  him. 

[Cel.  a»/Rof.  retire. 

9  I  found  bim  trndtr  a  trU  liU  a  irtffi  acom.']  We  fliould 
read.  Under  an  qak  trie. 

This  appears  from  what  follows— //i^  a  dropped  aeant.  For  how 
did  he  look  like  a  dropped  acern  unleis  he  was  found  under  an  oak- 
tree.  And  from  Ro/alind*s  reply,  thai  it  might  luM  be  cMU 
JovcV  tree :  For  the  Oai  was  (acred  to  Jove. 
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Jsf.  ^'  I  thank  you  for  your  company ;  but,  good 
*^  faith,  I  had  as  lief  have  ixen  my  ielf  alone. 

Orin.  ^^  And  fo  had  I;  but  yet  for  faihion  fake,  I 
••  thank  you  too  for  your  Ibciety. 

Jaq.  *'  God  b*w*  you,  let's  meet  as  litde  as  we  can. 

Orla.  ^*  I  do  defire  we  may  be  betta  ftrangers. 

Jaq.  ^^  I  pray  you,,  marr  no  more  trees  wkh  writing 
^*  love-fongs  in  their  barks. 

Orla.  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  of  my  Vcrfcs  with 
**  reading  them  ill-favouredly/' 

Jaq.  Rofalind^  is  your  love's  name? 

Orla.  Yes,  juft. 

Jaq^.  I  do  not  ]jke  her  name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you,  when 
Ihe  was  cbriftcn'd. 

Jaq.  What  ftature  is  (he  of? 

Orla.  Jufl:  as  high  as  my  heart, 

Ja^.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers ;  have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  and  conn'd 
them  out  of  rings? 

Orla.  Not  fo:  '  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted 
cloth,  from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  qoeftiona. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit;  I  think,  it  waji  made 
of  Jtalania's  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and 
we  two  will  rail  againft  our  miftrefi,  the  world,  and 
all  our  miferjf. 

Orla.  d  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my 
felf,  ag^inft  whom  I  know  moft  faults. 
Jaq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 
Orla.  *Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft 
virtue  i  I  am  weary  of  you. 

I  But  lanpwir  you  right  painted  cloth.]  Thb  alludes  to  tha 
fidhion,  in  old  painted  hangings,  of  mottoes  and  moral  fenten^ 
from  the  mouths  of  the  figures.  The  poet  again  hints  at  thefe^in 
his  poem»  callM,  Tarquin  wALucrecf: 

Wb^fears  afenttnti^  or  an  M  num^sfatv, 

Sb^U  tj  a  painted  cloth  te  kipt  in  awi.  Mr.  JimiM. 

z  3  7«j. 
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J^.  By  my  troA*  I  wai  fecking  for  a  fool,  wbcn 
I  found  you. 

.  Orla.  He  is  dr^wn'd  in  the  brook ;  look  but  ln» 
and  you  (hall  fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  (hall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  try  phcr. 

Ji^.  rU  ftay  no  longer  with  you  s  fiirewcl,  good 
Signioflovc!  £-Ew/. 

SCENE     VIIL 

Orla.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure  •,  adieu,  good 
Monfieur  melancholy!     [Ccl.  and  Rof.  comefarwmnL 

Rof  I  will  (f)eak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  lacquey,  and 
under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him :  do  700 
hear,  forefter? 

Orla.  Very  well}  what  would  you ? 
.    RtBf  I  pray  yoti,  what  is't  a  dockf 
• '  Orh.  You  SxmAd  ask  me,  what  time  o'  day;  theirs 
no  clock  in  the  Fordl. 

i  Rrf.  tbdn  ^*here  IS  no  -true  lover  m  the  Foreft; 
dfe,  figjMng  evdry  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour, 
-)WOuld  deteCltrbc  *i^  foot  of  time,  a3  well  as  a  cJock. 

Orla.  And  J  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time?  had 
.jiot  that  been  ^as  fToper  ? 

Rof.  By  no  means.  Sir:  time  travels  in  divers  pa- 
ces, t^kh  di4r»s  perfons5  1*11  tell  you  whoMmc  am- 
bles widial,  whb-f?ime  trots  withal,  who  time  gaikyps 
withal,  and  Who  he  ftands  ftill  withal  ? 

Ofila..  I  pr*y«hee^  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  be- 
tween the  contraft  of  her  marrige,  and  the  day  it  is 
•  foJemniz'd  :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fennight,  time's 
;  pace  is  fo  hard  that  it  feems  the  length  of  fcven  years. 

Orla.  Who  ambles  time  wkhal? 

Rcf  With  a  prieft  that  lacks  Latine^  and  a  rich 
;  8iaB.lhat  hath  no$  the  gout>  for  the  one  fleeps  eadly, 
J   !  bccaufe 
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becaiife  he  cannot  ftudy ;  and  the  other  lives  merrily^ 
becaufe  he  feek  no  pam :  the  one  lacking  the  burthen 
of  Jean  and  wafieful  learning ;  the  other  kno\¥iiig  no 
burthen  of  heavy  tedious  penury.  Tbde  ciaie  ambles 
withal. 

Or  la.   Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal? 

Rjof.  With  a  thief  to  die  gallows :  for  though  he 
go  as  Ibftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  hioifeif  too 
loon  there, 

Oria.  Whom  ftays  it  ftUi  withal? 

Rof.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation ;  foe  they  fle^p 
between  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not 
how  time  moves. 

Orla.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth? 

Rcf.  With  this  fbepherde&,  my  fiflsrv  l^ene  in  the 
skirts  of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Orla.  Are  you  native  of  diis  place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  cony,  that  you  te  dwejl  where  (he  is 
kindled. 

Orla.  Your  accmt  is  fixnediing  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  lb  reQiovcd  a  dwidhng. 

'Rof.  I  have  been  told  b  ofvimany ;  but,  kidced,  an 
oM  religkyus  Uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who 
was  in  his  youth  an  in-land  man,  one  that  knew 
courtfiiip  too  well ;  for  there  he  fell  in  love.  I  have 
heard  him  read  many  leftures  a^ainft  it *,  I  thank  God» 
1  am  nofa  woman,  to  be  touch'd  wi^  (o  many  gid* 
dy  offences  as  he  hath  generally  tax'd  their  whplc  &z 
withal. 

Orla.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evi]% 
that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like 
one  another,  as  half  pence  are  %  every  one  fault  feem* 
ing  monftrous,  'till  his  fdlowfeultcamc  to  match  it. 

Orla.  I  pr'ythee,  recount  fome  of  them. 

Rof.  No ;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  phylick,  but  on 
thofe  that  are  fick.    There  is  a  maa  haunts  the  Foreft^ 

Z  4  that 
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that  abufai  our  young  plants  with  CdT^'mgR^/aBptdon 
their  barks^  hangs  Odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  Elegies 
on  brambles ;  all,  forfootb,  deifying  the  name  of  Ho/a- 
lind.  If  I  could  meet  that  fancy*monger,  I  would 
give  him  fome  good  counfel,  for  he  fcems  to  have  the 
Quotidian  of  bve  upon  him« 

Ork.  I  am  he,  that  is  fo  love-(hakM ;  I  pray  you, 
tell  me  your  remedy. 

Rof.  There  is  nonatjf  my  Uncle*s"marks  ui)on  you ; 
he  taught  me  how  to  know  a 'man  in  love;  in  which 
cage  of  rufhes,  I  am  fure,  you  are  not  priibner. 
Orla.  What  were  his  marks? 
Rof.  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not;  a  bJue 
eye  and  funken,  which  you- have  not;  an  unqueftton- 
aole  fpirit,  which  you  have  not ;  a  beatd  neg[leAed, 
which  you  have  not;f~~but  I  pardon  you  bx  thae, 
for  fimply  your  Having  in  beard  is  a  youngs  Bro- 
ther's revenuej**— -  tbcD  vour  hofe  Ihould  be  un^u-- 
tcr*d,  your  bonnet  unbanded,  your  fleeve  unbuttOQ*d» 
yoiH*  (hoo  untied,  and  evi^ry  tbii^  about  you  doaon- 
flrating  a  carelels  defiiladon:;  but  you  an  no  fiich 
man,  you  are  rather,  poine*device  in  your  accoutre- 
mentSy  as  loving  yQur-»f,  than  feeming  the  lover  o( 
any  other. 

^   Orla.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  be- 
lieve I  love. 

Rof.  Me  believe  it  ?  you  may  as  foon  make  her, 
that  you  love,  believe  it ;  which,  I  warrant,  (he  is 
apter  to  do,  than  to  confefs  /he  does ;  that  is  one  of  the 
points,  in  the  which  womeni  ftill  give  the  lie  to  their 
confciences.  Rir,  in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that 
hangs  the  Vcrfcs  on  the  tre«K,  wherein  RofaUnd  is  fo 
admired  ? 

Orla.  I  {Wear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of 
RofaUnd^  I  am  That  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 
-    Rof.  But  arc  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes 
fpcak  ?      .       ■ 
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Orla.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  dcprefs  how 
much. 

Rof,  Love  is  mcer)y  a  madnefi,  and,  I  tell  you> 
deferves  as  Well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  mad 
men  do :  and  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  (q  punifti*d 
and  cured,  is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  thac  the 
whippets  are  in  love  too :  yet  I  profcfi  curing  it  by 
counfel. 

Orla.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo? 
Rof.  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  manner.    He  was  ta 
imagme  me  his  love,  his  miftreis :  and  I  kt  him  every 
day  towooe  me.     At  which  time  would  I,  being  bM( 
a  moonifh  youth,  grieve,  be  ef&minate,  ch^ngf;;ible, 
longing,  and  liking;  proud,  f^^itaftical,.  apifli,  ihal* 
low,  inconflant,  full  of  teai^^^  full  of  fmiles^  for  every 
pailion  fomethixig,  and  for  no  paifion  truly  any  things 
as  boys  and  women  are  for  the  mod  part  catxle  of 
this  colour;  would  now  like  him^  now  loath  him; 
then  entertain  him,  then  forfwear  him  \  now  wc^p  for 
him,  then  fpit  at  him  ^  that  1 4nLve  my  fuitor  from 
his  mad  humour  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of  mad- 
nefii  which  was,  to  forfwear  the  full  ftrcamc^the 
world,  and  to  live  in  a  no6k  nvperhr  monaftfck ;  and 
thus  I  cur'd  him,  and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me 
to  walh  your  liv^  as  clear  as  a. found  fheep's  hearty 
that  there  fhaU  nofi  be  one  fpot  of  love  in't. 
Orla.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  youth. 
Rof.  I  would  cure  you  if  you  woukl  but  call  me 
Rofalindy  and  come  eyery  day  to  my  cotte,  and  wooe  me. 
Orla.  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will  j  tcU 
me  where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  fhew  it  you; 

and,  by  the  way,  you  ihall  tell  me  where  in  ihe  Foreft 

you  live :  will  you  go  .^  '  • 

Orla.  With  all  ray  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  youmuftcall  me  i?^^;^i:  come, 

lifter,  will  you  go  ?       *     •  [^xeunt. 
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SCENE       IX. 

EMf€r  aown»  Audrey  aW  Jaqocs. 

Cb.  Come  apace^  good  Audrey j  I  will  fetch  np 
^oor  goats,  Aiiref\  and  now»  Aadrtf^  am  I  thz 
oian  yet?  doth  my  fimple  featnre  content  you  ? 

Aud.  Your  features,  lord  warrant  us!  what  features  > 

do.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  mod 
capricious  poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Gotbs. 

Jaq.  O  knowledge  iU-inhabitcd,  worie  than  J(roe 
in  a  tbatch'd  houfe ! 

CU.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  be  underftood^ 
nor  a  man's  good  Wit  ieconded  with  the  forward 
child,  Underftanding;  *  it  flrikes  a  man  more  dead 
than  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room  \  tmly,  I  would 
the  Gc^-had  made  thee  poetical. 

AuL  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is;  is  it  honeft 
in  deed  and  word  ?  is  it  a  true  thing  f 

Ch.  No,  truly ;  for  the  tiueft  poetry  is  the  moft 

%  Uftrihs  a  man  m$^dgad  tbtm  a  gnat  ruAnuag  i*  «  UtA 
roomi]  Nothiiig  was  ever  wroiiia  higher  Juunburtkaathil 
A  great  reckoning,  ini  a  little  room,  tmplieai  that  the  entertain- 
ment was  mean,  and  the  bill  eictravagant.  The  poet  here  allod- 
pd  CO  the  fyv»ri&  proverbiat")>h«ale  0f  the  fuarter  of  bomr  vf 
Rablais  :  who  iaid,  there  uras  oniy  ose  qoarter  o£  hoar  in  h^ 
man  life  pafied  ill,  and  that  was  between  the  calling  for  the 
reckoning  and  paying  it.  Tet  the  delicacy  of  our  Oxford  Editur 
would  correft  this  into,  Itftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great 
redking  in  a  Utile  room-  This  is  an^ending  with  a  vengeance, 
^hen  men  .are  joking  tog^her  in  a  merry  humour,  aU  aredif- 
pofed  to  laugh.  One  of  the  company  fay&  a  good  thii^ ;  the 
fell  is  not  taken ;  all  are  filent,  and  he  who  faid  it,  quite  con- 
founded. This  is  compared  to  a  tavern  jolitry  interrupted  by  the 
coming  in  of  a  great  reckoning.  Had  not  Shake/pear  reafon  now 
in  this  cafe  to  apply  his  fimile,  to  his  own  cafe,  againft  his  criti- 
cal editor  ?  Who,  *tis  plain,  taking  the  phrafe  to  ftrike  dead  in 
I  literal  ienfe,  concluded,  from  his  knowledge  in  philofophy, 
that  it  cpald  not  be  fo  eftftoaUy  done  by  a  reckoning  as  hy  a 
THiing. 
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feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry;  and  what 
they  fwcar  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they 
do  feign. 

Alia.  Do  you  wi(h  then,  that  the  Gods  had  made 
me  poetical? 

Qo.  I  do,  truly}  for  thou  fwcar'ft  to  me,  thou  art 
honeft :  now  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fome 
hope  thou  didft  feign. 

jlud.  Would  you  not  have  me  hoi^eft?     . 
Clo.  No,  truly,  unlds  thou  wert  hard.&vour'd« 
for  honefty  coupled  to  beauty,  is,  to  have  honey  a 
fawce  to  fugar. 

Jafi^  A  material  £)ol ! 

yluid.  Well,  I  am  not  fair ;  and  therefore  I  pray 
the  Gods  make  me  honeft ! 

O^.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  upon  a  foul 
fluty  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  diih. 

jiud.  I  am  not  ailut,  though  I  dhank  the  Gods  I 
am  foul. 

do.  Well,  piaiied  be  die  Gods  for  thy  foulnefsl 
flutdflxnels  may  come  hereafter :  but  be  it  as  it  may 
be,  I.  wtU  many  thee ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been 
with  Sir  Oliver  Abr^ext^  the  vicar  of  the  next  vil- 
lage, who  hach  promised  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of 
the  foreft  and  to  oouple  us. 
Jaq.  I  would  &tn  fee  tliis  meeting. 
did.  Well,  the  Gods  g^ve  us  joy ! 
C2b.  AmcM.    A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fe^uiul 
heart,  ftagger  in  dus  attempt;  for  here  we  have  no 
temple  hut  the  wood,  no  affimbly  but  horn-beafti. 
But  what  tho'  ?  courage.     As  horns  are  odious,  they 
are  neceiEuy.    It  is  laid,  many  a  man  knows  no  end 
of  his  goods:  right:  many  a^nan  has  good  homs, 
and  knows  no  end  of  them,     Wdl,  that  is  the  dowry 
of  his  wife,  'tis  none  of  his  ovm  getting;  horns? 
even  fo— —  poor  men  alone?-— —no^  no,  the 
nobleft  deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  rafeal :  is  the 
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finglc  man  therefore  blcfled  ?  no.  As  a  waird  town  is 
more  worthier  than  a  village,  fo  is  the,  forehead  of  a 
married  man  more  honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of 
a  batchelor  %  and  by  how  much  defence  is  better  than 
no  skill,  fo  much  is  a  horn  more  precious  than  to 
want. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver:  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text^  you  arc 
well  met.  Will  you  difpatdi  as  here  under  this  tree» 
or  (hall  we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel  ? 

Sir  on.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Qo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly,  ihe  muft  be  given,  or  the  marriage 
is  not  lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed  I  I'll  give  her. 
.    Ch.  Good  even,  good  mafter  wbaiye  caS:  how  do 
you.  Sir?  you  are  very  well  met:  God'ild  you  for 
lyour  laft  compainyl  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you ;  even 
a  toy  in  hand  here.  Sir:  nay;  pray,  be  covered. 
'    Jaq*  Will  you  be  married,  Mctkyf 

Clo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bew.  Sir,  the  hor(e  is 
aarb,  and  the  fadoon  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  de- 
fire ;  and  as  pidgeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nib- 


% 


And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding, 
be  married  under  a  buih  like  a  b^gar?  g^t  you  to 
church,  and  have  a  good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what 
marriage  is;  this  felbw  will  but  join  you  together  as 
they  join  wainfcot  %  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  flirunk 
pannel,  and,  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  00  be 
married  of  him  than  of  another  |  for  he  is  not  like  to 
marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will 
be  a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Oo.  Come,  fweet  Audrtf^  we  muft  be  married,  or 
we  muft  live  in  bawdry:  farewell,  good  SirO/nvr; 
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laot '  OJweet  Oliver,  O  brave  OYivtVy  have  me  not  he- 
hind  tbee^  but  wind  awajr,  begone,  I  %,  I  will  not 
to  wedding  with  thee. 

Sir  OUv.  'Tis  no  matter ;  ne*er  a  fantaftical  knave 
of  them  all  ihall  flout  me  out  of  my  Calling.   [Exeunt. 

SCENE         X. 
CJbatijges  to  a  Cottage  in  the  Foreft. 

Enter  Rolalind  and  Celia. 
Ever  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep« 


iee/:jq 


Cel.  D<s  I  pr*ythees  but  yet  have  the 
grace  to  confider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep? 

01.  As  good  caufe  as  one  woukl  defire,  therefore 
weep. 

Rof.  His  very  hair  is  of  the  dtflembling  colour. 

CeL  Something  browner  than  Judas^s:  marry  his 
kilfis  are  Judas^s  own  children. 

Rof.  Piaith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

CeL  An  excellent  colour:  your  chefnut  was  ever 
the  only  colour. 

Rof.  And  his  kilfing  is  as  full  of  fanftity,  «  as  the 
touch  of  holy  beard. 

Cel.  He  hath  boujght  a  pair  of  (a)  call  lips  of 
Disna  ^  <  a  nun  of  Winter's  fifterhood  kif&s  not  more 
religtoufly  i  the  very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof. 

3  Ofi»$ii  Olirer^  Cffr.]  Some  words  of  an  old  ballad. 

4  u$  th$  Huch  of  hohf  bread.]  We  fiiould  read  htari^  that 
is»  as  the  kifs  of  an  holy  fiunt  or  hennit»  called  the  kifs  tf 
charity :  This  makes  the  comparifon  juft  and  decent  \  the  othgr 
impious  and  abfard* 

5  a  nun  of  Winttr^ s  fiftirhooi\  This  is  finely  exprcflcd.  But 
Af r.  ^bfhali  fays,  tbi  nvords  givi  him  no  ideas.  And  tis  cer- 
taxn,  that  words  will  never  give  men  what  nature  has  denied 

[  (a)  caft.  ift  Folio— Vulg,  chifft.  ] 
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'R$f.  But  why  did  he  fwe^^  he  would  come  this 
inotning,  and  cotneis  not? 

Ql.  Nay,  certainly,  there  is  do  truth  in  him. 
.    Rrf,  Do  you  think  fo? 

CeL  Yes;  I  thnajc  he  is  not  ft  pick^pttrie  nor  a 
horfe-ftealer;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think 
him  ^  as  concave  as  a  covered  goblet,  or  z  worm- 
eaten  nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

CeL  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but,  I  think,  he  is  not  in. 

Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downr^ht,  he  was. 

OL  Was,  is  not  is ;  befides,  the  oath  of  a  Jover  is 
tio  ftrongerthan  the  word  of  a  tapfter;  they  are  both 
theconfirmers  of  falfe  reckonings  %  he  aCttnds  here  in 
the  Foreft  on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  ud  had  mach 
queftion  with  him :  he  askt  me,  of  what  parentage  I 
was ;  I  toU  him,  of  as  good  as  he }  fo  ne  laugh*df 

them*.  However^  to  mend  tke  matter}  lie  fiibftitiifies  Wimfrefs 
fifierho9d.  And,  after  fo  happy  a  thought,  it  was  to  no  piii]pofe 
to  tell  huri  there  was  no  religious  order  of  that  deaomtnation. 
The  plain  truth  is,  Skake/pear  meant  an  mfhtitfiil  fijterbood^ 
which  had  devoted  itfdf  to  chaftity.  For  as  thofe  who  were  of 
the  fiilerhood  of  the  igm%  were  the  votaries  of  Femmsi  tbofe  of 
fummer,  the  votaries  of  Ceres  i  thofe  of  autumn,  of  Pomoma ;  fi> 
thefe  of  the  fifterheoi  of  winter  were  the  votaries  of  Diana  : 
Called,  of  winter,  becaufethat  quarter  is  not,  like  the  other  thre^ 
prodttftive  of  froit  or  increafe.  On  this  account,  it  it,  that, 
when  the  poet  fpeaks,  of  what  is  moft  /mt^  hs  inftaacet  in 
winter,  in  thefe  nne  lines  of  OtieiU, 

But  riches  endlefs  is  as  poor  as  winter 
70  him  that  e<oer  fears  hejball  he  fwr. 

The  other  property  of  winter  that  made  him  term  them  of  its 
fi&erhood  is  its  eoldnefs.     So  in  Midfummer  Nighfs  Drtam^ 

To  he  a  barren  fifler  all  your  life. 

Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  moon. 

6  as  concave  as  a  cover'd  gohlet,'}  Why  a  cornered?  Becanfe  a 
goblet  is  never  kept  confer^ d  but  when  empty.  Shakeffear  never 
throws  out  his  expreiiions  at  random. 

and 
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and  let  me  go.    But  what  talk  we  of  &thefS|  when 
there  is  fuch  a  man  as  Orlando? 

Cel  O,  that's  a  brave  man !  he  writes  brave  ver- 
ies,  fpeaks  brave  words»  fwears  brave  oaths,  and 
breaks  them  bravely,  ^  quite  travers,  athwart  the  heart 
of  his  lover;  as  a  puifny  tilter,  that  fpurs  his  h<M:fe 
but  one  fide,  breaks  his  ftafF  like  a  noble  goofe  %  but 
all's  brave  that  youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides:  who 
comes  here? 

Enter  Corln. 

Cor.  Miftrefs  and  matter,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  Ihephcrd  that  complain'd  of  love  \ 
Whom  you  uw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  fhepherdefs 
That  was  his  mifirels. 

Cel.  Well,  and  what  of  him? 

7  quitt  tr<w^s^  athwart  &c.]  All  aacxj^erienced  lover  it 
here  compared  to  a  puMy  Tiitir,^  to  whom  it  was  a  difgrace  to 
have  his  Lance  broken  acrofs,  as  it  was  a  mark  either  of  want  of 
Courage  or  Addref^.  This  happened  when  the  horfe  flew  on  one 
fide,  in  the  carrier:  And  hence,  I  fappofe,  aroie  the  jocuUir 
proverbial  phrafe  rf  /titrrinf  the  hor/e  onhf  om  ^meJUe.  Now  as 
breaking  the.  Lance  againft  his  Adverfary's  breaft,  in  a  dlreft 
line,  was  honourable,  fo  the  breaking  it  acrofs  againft  his  breaft  was^ 
for  the  reafon  above,  diftwnourable :  Hence  it  is,  that  Eidntf,  in 
his  Jrcadia,  fpeaking  of  the  mock-combat  of  C/iniastoid  Da- 
metas  fays,  Thi  *wind  took  facb  hold  of  his  Siaffthai  dtcto&.  quite 

over  his  breaft  £5fc And  to  hr^aA  aeroji  was  the  nfua}  phrafc 

as  appears  from  fome  wretched  verfes  of  the  fame  Author  Ijpeak* 
ing  of  an  unskilful  Tilter, 

Metbought  fomi  Sta*oes  hi  mift:  iffof  not  much  amffi: 
For  woben  be  mtfi  did  hit,  hi  infer  yet  did  mifs^ 
Onefaidbehizke  acrofs,  full  well  it  fo  might  he  &c. 

This  is  thealkfion.  So  that  Orlando,  a  young  Gallant,  afieding 
the  fiifhion  (for  hra<vi  is  here  ufed,  as  in  other  places,  for  fiJhion- 
able)  is  reprefented  either  anskilfulin  coartihip,  or  timorous*  The 
Lover's  meeting  or  appointment  correfponds  to  the  Tilter*s  Qir* 
•lier:  And  as  the  one  breaks  Staves,  the  other  breaks  Oaths.  The 
bufinefs  is  only  mcetii^  fairly,  and  doing  both  with  Addrefs: 
And  *tis  for  the  want  of  this,  that  Orlando  is  blamed.. 

Cor. 
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&r.  If  you  will  lee  a  pageant  truly  plaid^ 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love^ 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  diidain  ; 
Go  heoc&a  lictle,  and  I  fhall  condudl  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rof.  O  come,  let  us  remove ; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  lovef 
Bring  us  but  to  this  fight,  and  you  fhall  fay 
ril  prove  a  bufy  Aftor  in  their  Play.  lExtum. 

S      C      E      N      E      XL 

Changes  td  another  part  of  the  Forcft. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

&7.CWEET  Pbehe^  do  not  fcorn  me;  do  n(^ 

O       Pbebei 
Say,  that  you  love  me  not;  but  fiiy  not  fo 
In  bitterne&;  the  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  th*  accufiom*d  fight  of  deadi  mako 

hard. 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humUed  neck^ 
But  firll  begs  pardon :  *  will  you  ftemer  be 
Than  he  that  deals,  and  lives  by,  bloody  drops. 

Enter  Rolalind,  Celia  and  Corin. 

Pbe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner  ^ 
I  fiy  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee.  , 

Thou  tell'ft  me,  there  is  murther  in  mine  eyesi 
'Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable^ 

8  -^nuiliyouftirnerbe^ 

Than  He  that  dies  and  iiffit  iy  bko^  diyfs  f 
This  is  fpoken  of  the  executioner.  He  Unfet  indeed,  b^  bloody 
Drops,  ii  you  will:  bat  how  does  he  die  by  blood/  D^opsf 
The  poet  muft  certainly  have  wrote*—-  that  deals  andUvts,  ^ 
i.  e.  that  gets  his  breaid  by,  and  makes  a  trade  of  catting  ^^ 
heads :  Bat  the  Oxford  Editor  makes  it  plainer.    He  reids, 

Than  be  that  U'ues  and  thrives  iy  bloody  drops. 
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'^hat  eyesy  that  are  the  frairft  and  foftefl  things, 

SATho  (hut  their  coward  gates  on  atomics. 

Should  be  ^all*d  tyrants,  butchers,  murthercrs! 

iSow  do  I  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart. 

And  if  mine  eyes  Can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee: 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon ;  why,  now  fall  down ; 

Or  if  thou  can'ft  not,  oh,  for  fbame^  fot  fhame, 

Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murtherers. 

Now  (hew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  theei 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  fear  of  it  1  lean  Ixit  upon  a  ru(h^ 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  imprejQTure 

Thy  Palm  (bme  moment  keeps:  but  now  mine  eyes. 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  notj 

Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurtw 

Sil.  OditSiX  Pbehe^ 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  neai-) 
You  meet  in  fome  frefli  cheek  ^  the  power  of  fanc/^ 
Then  fhall  you  know  the  wounds  inviiible 
That  Jove's  keen  arrows  make. 

Pbebe.  3ut  'till  that  time^ 
Come  not  thou  near  me ;  and  when  thsit  tithe  comes^ 
Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,,  pity  me  not  5 
As,  'till  that  time,  I  ihall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why,  I  pray  you?  who  might  be  your 
mother, 
'  That  you  infult,  exult,  and  rail,  at  i>nGe 

9  7he  power  of  fancy  ^  i.  c.  the  arms  of  Love :  As  poett  talk 
of  Che  darts  of  Cupid  in  the  E^es  of  their  MiftreiTes. 

1  That  you  infult,  exult,  and  a  hh,  at  once'\  If  the  Speaker 
intended  to  accufe  the  perfdn  fpoken  to  only  for  infulting  and 
exfulting  s  then,  inftead  oi-^all  at  onety  it  ought  to  have  been, 
biitb  at  once.  But  by  examioiag  the  criioc  of  the  perfon  accu* 
fed,  wc  iliall  diicover  that  the  line  is  to  be  read  thus, 

^hatyou  infult,  exult ,  andKAihy  at  once, 
for  thefe  three  things  PMe  was  guilty  oL    Bac  the  Oxford  Edi* 
tor  improves  it,  and,  for  rail  at  once,  reads  domineer. 

Vo  L.  II.  A  a  Ovcgr 
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Over  the  wretched  ?  wteit  though  you  («)  have  beauty^ 

(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you, 

Th^  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed^) 

Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pieilefs? 

Why,  what  means  this?  why  do  you  look  oa  me? 

I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 

*  Of  nature's  iale-work:  odds,  my  little  life  I 

I  think,  (he  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  toa: 

NOy  £iith,  proud  miftrefi,  hope  not  after  it; 

'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair. 

Your  bugle  eye^balls,  nor  yow  cheek  of  cream, 

'  That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  woribip. 

Xoa  foolifh  fliephepd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 

Like  foggy  South,  pufiing  with  wind  and  rain  f 

You  are  a  thoofand  times  a  properer  man. 

Than  fhe  a  woman.    *Tis  fuch  fools  as  you. 

That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-fevour'd  children  j 

•Tis  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  flatter  her  v 

And  out  of  you  fhe  fees  herfelf  more  proper. 

Than  any  of  her  liniments  can  (how  her. 

But,  miftrefs,  know  yourfelf ;  down  on  your  knees. 

And  thank  heav*n,  faftins,  for  a  good  man's  k)ve; 

J%)r  I  muft  tdl  you  friendfy  in  your  ear. 

Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,  take  his  o(&r; 

;^Foul  is  moft  foul,  being  found  to  be  a  (coder: 

So 

2  0/  nature's  fale-work:]  /.  e.  thofe  works  that  nature  makes 
up  carekfly  and  without  exaflneTs.  The  allufion  is  to  the 
praflice  of  Mechanicks,  whofe  nverA  heCpoke  is  more  clabonite» 
than  that  which  is  made  up  for  chance-cuftomers,  or  to  iell  in 
quantities  to  retailers,  which  is  called  faU-ivori. 

3  T^at  can  entame  m^ f^rits  toyetir  w^r/fifJ]  I  ihonld  m* 
tber  think  that  Bb^kefpear  wrote  entrai nb,  draw,  allure. 

4  Foul  is  mofl  foulf  being  foul  to  be  a  f coffer  \\  The  only 
fenie  of  this  is.  An  illfa^vouredperfon  is  moft  illfa'voured,  tvhen, 

ff  be  be  HI  favoured,  be  is  a  f coffer.    Which  is  a  deal  too  abfurd 

[  [a)  ba've  beauty.  Anonymas. — Vulg.  ba've  no  beauty, 2 
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So  take  her  to  theo^  ihepberd ;  fare  you  well. 

Pbe.  3^eec  y Qutji,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together  % 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide^  than  this  naan  woo. 

Rof.  He*3  feUeo  in  love  with  your  foulncfs,  and 
flie'U  fall  in  love  with  my  angpr.— If  it  be  fb,  as^  fall 
as  ibifi  m(mrs  thee»  with  frowning  looks,  ril  fauce 
her  with  bitter  words.    Why  look  you  fo  upon  nie  ? 

Pbe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you* 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  da  not  fall  in  lo^  with  me ; 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine; 
Befidj^,  I  like  you  not.     If  you  will  know  my  houfe, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by : 
Will.yoHgQ,  Siftci:?  fli^herdj  ply  her  hard:     ' 
Come,  (liter  ;  Ihepherdefi,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud ;  tho*  all  the  world  could  lee. 
None  could  be  (b  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock.        [Exeunt  Rof.  Cel.  ^JCorin* 

^}h*  (^)  Deed  IbephenI,  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of 
might; 
Wh0  ever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  fight? 

5i7.  $we^t  Pieiel 

Pbe.  Hah:  what  fey^ft  thou,  Sihiusf 

SiL  Sv((ttt  Pbete^  jiyrae. 

Pbe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gende  Silvius. 

Sih  Where-evcr  forrow  is,  relief  would  bej 
If  yw  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Pbe.  Thou  haft  my  love;  is  not  that  neighbourly? 

SiL  I  would  have  you. 

Pbe.  Why,  that  were  Covetoufnefi. 
Sikim^  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  ; 

Xq  Qomt  hom  Shake/pear  i  who,  without  queftiou,  wrote. 
Foul  is  mofi  fouU  heing  found  to  be  a  Scoffer: 

1.  e.  where  an  ill-fa vourM  perfon  ridicules  the  dcfeds  of  others, 
it  makes  his  own  appear  exceilive. 

1(a)  DtidJhephirJ,  Oxford  Editor — Vulg.  Deadjhepherd.'] 

A  a  2  And 
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And  yet  it  is  nor,  that  I  bear  thee  love  1 

But  fmce  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  lb  well. 

Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfbme  to  me, 

1  will  endure  5  and  Fll  employ  thee  too : 

But  do  not  look  for  further  recompence. 

Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  employed* 

.S/7.  So  holy  and  lb  perfed  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  Ihall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps:  loofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  fmilc,  aad  tha^  P 11  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  the  youth,  that  fpoke  Co  me 
ere  while  ? 

Sil  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  ofr; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  boancky 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  was  mailer  of. 

Phe.  "  Think  not,  I  love  him,  tho*  I  ask  for  hkn  ; 
*•  *Tis  but  a  peevilh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well. 
**  But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  weU, 
"  When  he  that  fpeaks  them,  pleafes  thofe  that  hear : 
"  It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty  ; 
"  But,  fure,  he's  proud ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes 

"  HeMl  make  a  proper  man;  tnK^wfeything  in  him 

<*  Is  his  Complexion ;  and  fafterthan  his  tongue 

^^  Did  make  Offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up: 

"  He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  years  he*s  tall  i 

^^  His  leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'cis  well ; 

*^  There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 

"  A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red 

"  Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  j   'twas  juft    the 

"  difference 
*'  Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damask. 
«  There  be  Ibme  women,  Sihius^  had  they  markM 

«  him 
^*  In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

**  To 
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**  To  fall  in  iovc  with  him  ;  but,  for  my  part, 

*'  I  love  him  not,  nor  hace  him  not  i  and  yet 

*^  I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him ; 

**  For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

*^  He  faid,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black : 

"  And,  now  I  am  remembrcd,  fcornM  at  me  ? 

*'  I  marvel,  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again  -, 

^^  But  that's  all  one;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

rU  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 

And  thou  (halt  bear  it;  wilt  thou,  Sihius? 

SiL  Phekf  with  all  my  heart. 

Pbe.  I'll  write  it  ftraight  j 
The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  palling  fhort : 
Go  with  me,  Silvius.  [^Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.    .  S  C  E  N  E    L 

Continues    in  the  FO  REST. 
Enter  Rofalind,  Celia,  and  Jaques. 

;    Jaq^ues. 

IPry'thee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  a<yjuaintcd 
with  thee. 
Rof.  They  fay,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 
Jaq,  I  am  fo  $  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 
Rof.  Thofe,  that  arc  in  extremity  of  either,  are 
abominable  fellows ;  and  betray  themfelves  to  every 
modern  cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards. 
Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 
Rof.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poft. 
Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  which 
is  emulation ;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantaftical ; 
nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  %  nor  the  ibldier's, 
A  a  3  which 
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which  is  ambitious ;  no*-  the  lawyer*?^  whidi  is  poli- 
tick i  nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice  j  nor  the  iover's, 
which  is  all  thefe;  but  it  is  a  mdancholy  of  mine 
own,  compounded  of  many  (imples,  extnuSbed  6rom 
many  objedb,  and,  indeed,  the  fundry  contedfipla* 
tion  of  my  travels,  in  which  my  oftfcn  mn^kiacion 
wraps  me  in  a  moft  humorous  Sidneis. 

Rof.  A  traveller !  by  my  faith,  you  have  gi^eat  rea- 
fon  to  be  fad :  I  fear,  you  have  fold  your  -own  knds 
to  fee  other  mens ;  then,  to  have  ieen  much,  and  td 
have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  po^r  hands, 

Ja^.  Yes,  I  have  gain'd  me  ekperience. 

Enur  Orlando. 

Jifff.  And  your  experience  makes  you  fed:  1  had 
rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience 
to  make  me  fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Oria.  Good  day  and  happinefs,  desLt  RofaHnd  f 
Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  an  you  talk  in 
blank  verfe,  [Exit, 

SCENE      IL 

Rof,  "  Farewel,  monfieur  traveller ;  look,  you 
«'  lifp,  and  wear  ftrange  fuits  5  difable  all  the  bene- 
**  fits  of  your  own  Country;  be  out  of  love  with 
^  your  nativity,  and  almoft  chide  God  for  ndaking 
"  you  tiiat  countenance  you  are;  or  I  will  fcarcc 
♦'  think,  you  have  fwam  in  a  Gondola.  Why,  how 
**  now,  Orlando^  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
^'  You  a  lover?  an  you  ferve  me  fuch  another  trick, 
*>  never  come  in  my  fight  more. 

Or  la.  My  fair  Rofalind^  I  come  within  an  hour  of 
my  promife. 

Rof,  ''  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love !  he  that 
^^  will  divide  a  minute  into  a  thou&nd  parts,  and 
"  break  but  a  part  of  the  tboufiindih  pare  of  a  mi* 
**  nute  in  the  affairs  of  love,  it  may  be  feid  of  him, 

«  that 
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<«  that  Q^d  hath  dapt  him  o'th'  ihouldcr,  but  I'll 
^<  wairant  htm  hetrt^-wfaole. 

Orla.  Pardon  me,  Aesx  Rtfalmd. 

Haf.  Nay,  an  you  isefo  tardy,  come  no  more  in 
my  fight:  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd:of  a  fnaiJ. 

Or^.  Of  a  ibatl? 

Jlof.  "  Ay,  of  a  SmlH  ;  for  tho*  be  comes  flowly, 
**  he<»rrtes  his  houfe  on  his  head  :  a  better  jointure, 
<'  I  think,  than  you  make  a  woman;  belides,  he 
^'  brings  his  defttny  with  him. 

Qrk.  What's  that? 

R^f  *'  Why,  horny;  which  fiich  as  you  are  fiiin 
**  to  be  beholden  to  your  wives  for ;  but  he  comes 
*^  ao-med  in  bis  fortune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of 
**  his  wile. 

OrJa.  Virtue  isnohawn-makerj  andtny  iJ<j/&//»/i8 
virtuous. 

JRfff,  And  I  am  your  Ro/alind. 

Cel.  It  pleafcs  him  to  call  you  fo  5  but  he  hath  a 
Rofdind  of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me;  for  now  I  am  in 
a  holyday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent:  what 
would  you  fay  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your  very,  very 
Rofidmd? 

Orh.  I  would  ki(s,  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof.  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  firft,  and  when 
you  were  gravelPd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take 
ocoafioQ  to  kiis.  Veiy  good  orators,  when  they  are 
out,  they  will  fpit  j  and  for  lovers  lacking,  God  warn 
us,   matter,  the  cleanlieft  ihift  is  to  kiis. 

Orla.  How  if  the  kils  be  denied  ? 

Rof.  Then  (he  puts  y6u  to  entreaty,  and  there  be- 
gins new  matter. 

Orla.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved 
miftreg  ? 

Rqf.  Marry,  that  Ihoold  you,  if  I  were  your  mif- 
treis ;  or  I  Ihould  think  my  honefty  ranker  than  my 
wit» 

A  a  4  Ori 
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Orla.  What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Rof.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
fuit.     Am  not  I  your  Rofalind? 

Or  la*  I  take  lome  joy  to  iaf,  you  are;  becaufe  I 
would  be  talking  of  bier. 

Rof.  W  ell,  in  her  perfon,  I  (ay,  I  will  not  have  you. 

Orh.  Then  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die. 

Rof  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney ;  the  poor  world  is 
ILlmpft  fix  t^ouGind  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time 
there  was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  vide- 
licet^  in  a  love-cau(e:  Troiks  had  his  brains  dafh*d 
out  with  a  Grecim  club,  yet  he  did  what  he  coukl  to 
die  before,  and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love. 
Jjsander^  he  would  have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  the' 
Hero  had  turn'd  nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot 
midlumnoer  night  $  for,  good  youth,  he  went  but 
forth  to  wa(h  in  the  Hellefpont^  and,  being  taken  with 
the  cramp,  was  drown'd ;  and  '  the  foolifli  chroni- 
clers of  that  age  found  it  was, — Hero  of  Seftos.  But 
thefe  are  all  lies ;  men  have  died  from  time  to  time, 
and  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for  love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  i?^//ffi  of  this 
mind  5  for  I  protcft,  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  flie ;  but  come; 
now  I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  dif- 
pofition ;  and  ask  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  k. 

Orla,  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof  yes,  fajth,  will  I,  Fridays  and  Saturdays^  and 

»11. 

Orla.  And  wik  thou  have  me? 

Rof.  Ay,  and  twenty  fiich, 
-   Orla.  What  fay'ft  thou?  • 

Rof  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orla.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a 
good  thing  ?  conie,  filler,  you  fhali  be  the  prieft,  and 

I  fbefaoHJb  chroniclers]  Perhaps  Coromrs.    Ancm/mas. 
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marry  us.  Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando:  what  do 
you  fay.  Sifter? 

Orla.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

Cei.  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Rof.  You  muft  begin,— Will  you,  Orlando^"^^ 

CeL  Gotoi  will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  this 
Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  will. 

Rof.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 

Rof.  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  ttlee  Rofalind  for 
wife. 

Orla.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  wife. 

Rof  I  might  ask  you  for  your  commiflion,  but  I 
do  take  thee  Orlando  for  my  husband :  there's  a  girl 
goes  before  the  prieft,  and  certainly  a  woman's 
thought  runs  before  her  anions. 

Orla.  So  do  all  thoughts;  they  are  wing'd. 

Rof  Now  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have  her, 
after  you  have  poffift  her. 

OrU.  For  ever  and  a  day. 

Rof.  *  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever:  no,  no.  Or* 

*  lando^  men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December 
^  when  they  wed:  maids  are  Mof  when  they  are 
^  maids,  but  the  sky  changes  when  they  are  wives; 
^  I  will  be^more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbary  cock- 
^  pidgeon  over  his  hen ;  more  clamorous  than  a  parrot 

*  againft  rain ;  more  new-fangled  than  an  ape ;  more 

*  giddy  in  my  defires  than  a  monkey;  I  will  weep 
^  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the  fountain ;  and  I  will 
^  do  that,  when  you  are  difposM  to  be  merry ;  I  will 

*  laugh  like  a  byen,  ^%nd  that  when  you  arc  inclined 

*  to  weep. 

Orla.  l^t  ^\]\  my  Rofalind  ^  fo?  . 
Rof  By  my  life,  Ihe  will  do  as  I  do. 

2  and  thai  wtiMjou  an  inclined  $9  iLii?.]   We  Ihould  read, 

i^  WEBB. 

Orla. 
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OrAi.  O/but  Ote  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  elfe  ihe  could  not  have  thft  wit^  do  diisj 
the  wifer,  the  waywarder:  omJic  the  dimrsfaft  «||>od 
a  woman's  wit,  and  it  wtU  out  at  th^  tsa&ment  ^  thut 
that,  and  'twiU  o^t  M  the  key-hole  ;  flep  tfaat^  vie  ^iU 
fly  widi  the.  fmoak  out  4itthe  chimney . 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  H  wl«»  he 
might  fay,  Wit,  whither  wilt  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  you  might  keep  tkaC  check  for  k^ 
'till  you  met  your  wife's  wit  gotag  to  your  neighbour's 
bed. 

Orla.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excu(e  thsix  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  to  fay  (he  came  to  feek  yt>u  there: 
you  (hall  never  take  her  without  her  anfw<sr,  imleis 
you  take  her  without  her  tongue.  O  that  woman, 
that  cannot  make  '  her  &cilt  her  husband's  occafion, 
lec  her  never  nurfe  her  child  her  felf,  for  (he  will  breed 
it  like  a  fobl ! 

Orla.  For  thefe  two  hours,  RofaUnd^  I  will  leave  ehee. 

Rof.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  canndt  fock  thee  two  hours, 

Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner  ^  l^  two 
oVtock  I  will  be  with  thee  agaifi. 

*?/;  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways;  I  knew 
what  you  would  piove,  my  friends-told  ^me  as  much, 
and  I  thoi^ht  no  leis ;  that  flatteringtongue  of  yours 
won  me ;  'tis  but  oite  caA  away^  and  fo  come  death; 
5WO  o'th*  clock  is  your  hour ! 

Oria.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 

Rof.  By  my  tFOth,  and  in^ood«afneft,  and  fo  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dan- 
gerous, if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or 
Come  one  minute  behind  your  hour,  ♦  I  will  think 

you 

3  htr  fault  her  luilawi's  occafion,]./.  e.  fflfew  wkat  fee  tiid 
was  occafioned  by.<hiar  IxoabaiidVincMdua. 

4  1  y}tU  think  y^u  the  mtfft  patwitical  Ireaipromife,] 
There  is  neither  ienlc  nor  humour  in  this  cxprcflion.    Wc  (hould 

certain- 
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kcyHc^  tover,  2rtid'*t  tnoft  uiiworthfy  of  her  you  call 
Rtfidind^  Aat  frtay  be  chofcti  oat  of  the  grofs  band 
of  the  unfairtrfbU  Acrdbrt  bcWaxt  my  ceniare,  and 
keep  your  promifc. 

QHb.  With  no  tdS  reli^oft,  thati  if  thou  wert  in- 
deed my  Rofalind\  fo  adieu. 

Rof.  Well,  time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all 
fuch  offenders,  and  let  time  try.  Adieu !     [Exit  Orla. 

SCENE       III. 

Cel.  Ydu  hive  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love* 
prate :  we  muft  have  your  doublet  and  hofc  pluck*d 
over  your  head,  and  fhew  the  world  what  the  bird 
hath  done  to  her  own  neft, 

Rof.  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz^  that 
thou  didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in 
love  \  but  it  cannot  be  founded :  my  affeflion  hath  aa 
unknown  bottom,  like  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  O  rather,  bottomlds  ^  that  as  fail  as  you  pour 
affeftion  in  it,  it  runs  out. 

Rof.  *  No,  that  fame  wicked  baftard  of  Venus^ 
«  thdt  was  begot  of  thought,  conceived  of  fpleen, 
«  and  born  of  madnefs,  that  blind  fafeally  boy,  that 
*  abuies  every  one's  eyes,  beceufe  his  own  ^e  out, 
«  let  him  be  judge,  how  deep  I  am  in  love  \  V\\  tell 
thee,  Aliena^  I  cannot  be  out  of  the  fight  of  0£^; 
I'll  go  find  a  (hadow,  and  figh  'till  he  come* 

Ol.  And  ril  fleep.  lExeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Jftques,  Zords  md  "Forejiers. 

Jaq.  Which  i&fae  that  kilM  the  deer? 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

certainly  read, athbV6>!4cal  hfeak-p'miji.     Hisafifv^er 

confirms  it,  that  he  would  keep  his  promife.ivi/ifr  n9  hfs  Rtligiox, 
ifban 

7^' 
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Ja^.  Lct^s  prcfcnt  him  te  the  Duke,  like  a  Ranum 
O)nqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's 
horns  upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  viftoryj  have 
you  no  Song,  Forefter,  for  this  purpofe? 

Far.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq^.  Sing  it ;  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fb 
it  make  nqiie  enough.^ 

Mufick,  Song. 

WhatJbaUhehan)e^  that  kiWd  the  deer  f 

His  leather  skin  and  horns  to  wear ; 

^enjing  him  home : — take  Thou  no  Scorn 

To  wear  the  horny  the  horn,  the  horn:}  The  reft  ihall 

//  was  a  crefl^  ere  thou  waft  born.       >  bear  this  Bur. 

Thy  father's  father  wore  it^  j  *^^°* 

And  thy  father  bore  it^ 

The  born^  the  horn^  the  kfiy  horn. 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to /corn.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        V, 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof  How  fay  you  now^  is  it  not  paft  twoo*  clock? 
I  wonder  much,  Orlando  is  not  here. 

Cel,  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone 
forth  to  fleep :  look,  who  comes  here. 

Enter  Silvius. 

Sil.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth. 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this : 
I  know  not  the  contents ;  but,  as  I  gueis. 
By  the  ftern  brow,  and  wa(piih  a£tion 
Which  fhe  did  ufe  as  (he  wa$  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angry  tenouri  pardon  me, 
1  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  mdfenger. 
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Rof.  Patience  her  fclf  would  ftartic  at  this  letter. 
And  play  the  fwaggercr ;  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  iays,  I  am  not  fair;  that  I  lack  manners; 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  (he  could  not  love  mc 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phoenix:  'odds  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  flie  fo  to  me?  well,  Ihephcrd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil.  No,  Iprotcft,  I  know  not  the  contents  5 
Pbebe  did  write  it. 

Rof.  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool. 
And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free-ftone- coloured  hand ;  I  verily  did  think. 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  j 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter  ^ 
I  (ay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  letter; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 
SiL  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile, 
A  ftile  for  challengers ;  why,  (he  defies  me. 
Like  ^urk  to  Chriftian ;  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention; 
Such  Etbiop  words,  blacker  in  their  cfFcft 
Than  in  their  countenance;  will  you  hear  the  letter? 

Sii  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe^^  cruelty. 

Rof.  She  Pbebe' s  me ;  mark,  how  the  tyrant  writes, 
[Reads.]  Art  tbou  God  tojhepberd  turifd^ 
Tbat  a  maidetCs  beart  bath  burned? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
SiL  Call  you  this  railing? 
Rof  [Reads.]  W'hy^  thy  GodbeadhUd  apart ^ 
Warr'fi  tbou  voitb  a  woman- s  beart  f 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 
Wbiles  tbe  eye  of  man  did  woo  me^  . 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me. 
Meaning  me,  a  beaft !  If 
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Have  pQrWer  I4  taififiuih  bv^  m  mne^ 
jilack^^  in,  m^  ^bafjra^^f  eff^^ 
Would  tbyi work  inmUdaf^H? 
fFbilesypu  cHi  fWy  Idid  lowi 
How  then  migfit  yowr  pr^^rj  nw^? 
Be^  th(kt  icings  tJbis  love  (0  tffee^ 
Little  knows  this  kve.  mm\ 
,  Jnd  ^  iumfeal  ^  tiff  mv^iy 
Whether  that  thy  Touth  andMiwi 
WfU  thefoftifiil  (#T  take 
Of  me^  mi  ail  thai  J.  cm  meh\. 
Or  elfe  by  him  9^  love  dff^j 
^ithen^^llM^hmto^dig^    ' 

SiU  Call  you  thi^  chidiog? 

Cel.  Alas,  poor  fhepbqrdl 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  hina?  no,  he  defervi»  nq  piiy: 
wilt  thou  love  fucha  woman?  what*  to  iHi^kethiSean 
inftrument,  and  plfiy  falfe  ftraips  qpon  thee?  wt  to 
be  endured!  Well,  gQ  your  way  to  her;  (for  J  fee, 
love  hath  wade  thee  a  tame  Ihakc,)  and  fty  thi^  to 
her  5  th(H  ifjh^  love  me^  1  ebargeber  to  bmei  thee:  if 
fhe  will  not y  1  w7/  n&ver  have  her^  mlefs  than  entreat 
for  be^.  If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  mi  not  a 
word ;  for  here  comes  mpic  company.         [jEvz/SU. 

SCENE       VI. 

Enter  Oliver. 

OIL  Good-morrow,  fair  ones:  pray  yow,  if  yoi 
know. 
Where,  in  the  purlews  of  this  fpreft,  frajnds. 
A  ihecp-cote  fenced,  about  with  olive-trees  f 

CeL  Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  thi?  neighbour 
bottom. 

The 
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The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  monrnurifig  (trcafOt 
Left  on  ysoqr  right-^hand,  brings  you  to  the  pkcf  »    * 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  k  felf»  ^ 

There's  none  withiiu  >      * 

O/i.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue^ 
Then  (hould  I  know  you  by  dcfcriptioB, 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years:  the  hy  isf^i 
Of  female  favauTj  and  bifiows  binafilf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter:  but  the  woman  hw^ 
And  browner  than  her  brt^er.    Art  not  yon 
The  owner  of  the  houfe^  I  did  enquire  for  ?  [ 

Cd.  It  it  no  boaft,  being  ask'd,  to  fay,  we  9rf)» 

OU.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both. 
And  to  that  youdi,  he  calls  his  Rofaihd^ 
He  fends  his  bloody  napkin.    Are  you  be  ? 

Rof.  I  am ;  what  mud  we  underftand  by  this  ? 

on.  Some  of  my  Shame,  if  you  will  know  of  met 
What  man  I  am,  and  bow,  and  why,  gnd  wb^Q 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain^d. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

on.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you. 
He  left  a  promiffe  to  return  again  > 

Within  an  hour;  and  pacing  through  the  fbreft^ 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  afide. 
And  mark  what  obje&did  prefeht  it  feif. 

*  Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  moli'd  with  age, 
^  And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity; 

*  A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'cr^grown  with  hair, 
^  Lay  (leeping  on  his  back  \  about  his  neck 

'  A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreathed  it  felf, 
'  Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approached 
'  The  opening  of  his  mouth,  but  faddcnly 
'  Seeing  Orlando^  it  unlink'd  it  felf, 

*  And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 
^  Into  a  bufh  \  under  which  bulh's  fhade 

*  A  Lionels,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry,    , 

•  Lay 
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*  Lay  couching  head  on  ground,  with  cat*Iike  watcb 
«  When  that  the  fleeping  man  fliould  ftir  >  for  'cis 

<  The  royal  difporition  of  that  beaft 

*  To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead :' 
This  fccn,  Orlando  did  approach  die  man. 

And  found  it  was  his  brotneri  bis  cldcft  brother. 

Cei  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  chat  fame  biotfacr, 
And  he  did  render  him  the  moft  unnatural 
That  liv*d  'mongft  men. 

OIL  And  well  he  might  {o  do ; 
For,  well  I  know,  be  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But,  to  Orlando  i  did  he  leave  htm  there^ 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  i 

OH.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back^  and  purposed  fos 
But  kindnefi,  nobler  ever  than  revenge 
And  nature  ftronger  than  his  juft  occafion^ 
Made  him  give  battel  to  the  lionefs. 
Who  quickly  fell  before  hini ;  in  whkh  <  hurdmg 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awak'd« 

QL  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

JRof.  Was  it  you  he  rcfcu'd  ? 

OL  Was  it  you  that  did  Co  oft  contrive  to  kill  hioi? 

OIL  'Twas  I ;  but  'cis  not  I ;  I  do  not  fhame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fmce  my  converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin?  — 

OU.  By,  and  by. 
When  from  the  firft  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two. 
Tears  our  recountments  had  mod  kindly  bath'd;^ 
As  how  I  came  into  that  delart  place ; 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  me  frclh  array  and  entertainment. 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother*s  love ; 
Who  led  me  inftandy  unto  his  cave. 
There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefh  away, 

5  hortllBg.  iUrmiJhing.     Mr.  P9ff. 

Which 
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Wbkh  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  ^inted^ 
And  cry'd,  in  fitiaittng,  upon  Rofalind,     ",  ,. 
Brief,  I  rccovcr'd  hip  5  bound  up  his  wound ; 
And,  after  fome  foiait  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart. 
He  ffent  me  hither,  ftranger  as  I  am. 
To  tell  this  ftory,  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  promife ;  and  to  give  this^apkin^    . 
Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth. 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now  Gammed^  Sweet,  Ganimedf 

[RoC  fainfs. 

on.  Many  will  fwoon,  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Cel  There  is  more  in  it :  —  coufin  Gammed! 

01L  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof.  Would,  I  were  at  ho/nc  F ' 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither.    - 
I  prav  you,  will  you  uke  him  by  the  arm  ? 

oft.  ^  of  good  cheer,  youth  \  you  a  man  ?  you 
lack  a  man's  heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confeis  it.  Ah,  Sir,  a  body  would 
think,  this  was  well  counterfeited.  I  pray  you,  tell 
your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited :  heigh  ho !  ~- 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great 
teftimony  in  your  complexion,  that  it  was^  paHloa 
of  earneft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

OH.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  an4  counterfeit 
to  be  a  man. 

Rof.  So  I  do:  but,  i*  faith,  I  fhould  have  been  a 
woman  by  right. 

Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler  ^  pray  you, 
draw  homewards ;  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

OIL  That  will  I ;  for  1  muft  bear  anfwer  back. 
How  you  eiccufe  my  brother,  Rtfalind. 

Rof  r  (hafi  dcvife  fomething ;  but,  I  pray  you 
commend  my  counterfeiting  to  him:  will  you  ^o? 

lExetmt. 

Vol.  II.  Bb  ACT 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

The  FOREST. 
Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clown. 

WE  (hall  find  a  time,  Judrey\  patience,  gentle 
Audrp. 
Aud.  Faith,  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all 
the  old  gcntlcman^s  faying, 

Clo.  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver^  Audreys  a  moft 
vile  Mar-text!  but  Audrey^  there  is  a  youth  here  in 
the  Foreft  lays  claim  to  70U. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis,  he  hath  no  intercft  in 
me  in  the  world  \  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 

Enkr  William, 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Clown ;  by 
my  troth,  we,  that  have  good  wits,  have  much  to 
anfwer  for:  we  ftiall  be  flouting;  we  cannot  hold. 
'  mil  Good  ev'n,  Audrey. 

Aud,  God  ye  good  ev'n,  fVilliam. 

Will.  And  good  ev*n  to  you.  Sir. 
-    Clo.  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.   Cover  thy  head, 
cover  thy  head ;  nay,  pr'ythee,  be  covered.  How  old 
are  you,  friend? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age :  is  thy  name  William  f 

Will.  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.    Waft  born  i'th'  foreft  here? 

Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God :  a  good  anfwer :  art  rich  ? 

Will.  'Faith,  Sir,  fo,  fo. 
'.    Clo.  So,  fo,   is  good,  very  good,   very  excellent 
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good ;  and  yet  it  is  not  i  it  is  but  fo  fo.    Art  thoii 
wife  ? 

JViU.  Ay,  Sir,  1  have  a  pretty  wit. 
Clo,  Why,  thou  lay'ft.  well :  I  do  now  remember 
a  Saying  •,  the  fool  doth  think  he  is  wife^  but  the  wife 
man  knows  bimfelf  to  be  a  fool.  '  The  heathen  philo- 
fopher,  when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would 
open  his  lips  when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  5  mean- 
ing thereby,  that  grapes  were  made  to  eat^  and  lips 
to  open.  You  do  love  this. maid? 
mU.  I  do.  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand  ;  art  thou  learned? 
mil.  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me  5  to  have,  is  to  have. 
For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetorick,  that  drink  being  poured 
out  of  a  cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth 
empty  the  other.  For  all  your  writers  do  confen^ 
that  ipfe  is  he :  now  you  are  not  ipfe\  for  I  am  he. 
mil.  Which  he.  Sir? 

Ch.  He,  Sir,  that  mud  marry  this  woman ;  there- 
fore you.  Clown,  abandon,  which  is  in  the  vulgart 
leave  the  fociety,  which  in  the  boorifh,  i$  company, 
of  thi$  female ;  which  in  the  common,  is  woman  1 
which  together  is,  abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female i 
or  Clown,  thou  perifheft;  or,  to  thy  better  under- 
ftanding,  died;  or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  the? 
away,  tranflate  thy  life  into  death,  thy  liberty  int^ 
bondage;  *  I  will  deal,  in  poifon  with  thee,  or  in 
bailinado,  or  in  fteei  \   I  will  bandy  with  thee  in 

1  Thi  hiatben  philofofhery  nuhtn  be  iefirtd  to  eat  a  grafe^  kt.\ 
This  was  defigned  as  a  fnere  on  the  feveral  trifling  and  infignifi« 
cant  .(ayings  and  ad^ions,  recorded  of  the  ancient  philofophers, 
hy  xiic  writers  -of  their  lives,  fuch  as  Diogenes  Laertius,  Fbilo^ 

^firatusj  Eunafius^  &c.  as  appears  from  its  being  introduced  by 
one  of  their  ^ife  filings. 

2  Jiuill  deal  in  poifon  nvitb  tbee,  or  in  baflitiadosW  in  fietl% 
Injtiill  bandy  with  tbee  in  faction ;  &c.]  All  this  feemt  to  be  aft 
aUttfioQ  CO  Sir  Tbomat  Overbury^s  affair. 
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Sz&ion  \  I  will  over- run  thee  with  poltqr;  I  will  kill 
thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways;  therefore  tremble  and 
depart. 

jhd.  Do,  good  fFiltiam. 
.   H^ill.  Gdd  reft  you  merry,  Sir  [Exit. 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Our  matter  and  miftrefifeek  you;  come  away, 
away. 
Cl$.  Trip,  Audrey  5  trip,  Aidr^ ;  I  attend,  I  attend. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Orla.  Is't  poflible,  that  on  fb  little  acquaintance 
tfou  (houid  like  ber?  that,  but  feeing,  you  mould  love 
her?-  and'  toving,  woo?  and  wooing,  fhe  £houId 
grant?  and  will  you  pcrfevcrc  to  enjoy  her? 

06'.  Ncithet'call  the  giddinefe  of  it  in  queflion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden 
wooing,  nor  her  fiidden  confenting;  but  fay  with  me, 
I  love  Alienai  fay  with  her,  that  flie  loves  me ;  con- 
lent  with  both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other;  it  ihall 
be  10  your  Good;  for  my  fathei^s  houfe,  and  all  the 
revenue  that  was  old  Sir  Rowlar^s^  will  1  eflace  upon 
you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  fhepherd. 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Orla.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding 
be  to  morrow ;  thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all 
his  contented  followers :  go  you,  and  prepare  jtliena\ 
for,  look  yoU|  here  comes  my  Rofalind. 

Rof.  God  fave  you,  brother. 

Oti.  And  you,  fair  fitter. 

Rcf.  Ob,  my  dear  Orkndo^  how  iC  grieves  me  to 
fee  thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a'fcarf, 
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OrJa.  It  is  my  arm. 

Kef.  I  thought,  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with 
the  claws  of  a  lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

jRaf.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  1  countcrfcitol 
to  fwoon^  when  he  (hew'd  me  your  handkerchief? 

Qrla.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof.  Q,  I  know  where  you  arc :  nay,  'tis  true  r 
there  was  never  any  thing  fofudden,  but  the  fight  of 
two  rams,  and  Cajar^s  thrafonicai  brag  of  I  catne^ 
Jaw  and  overcame :  for  your  brother  and  my  (ifter  na 
Iboner  met,  but  they,  look'd ;  no  fboner  look'd,  but 
they  lovM;  no  fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd;  no 
iboner  fighM,  but  they  ask*d  one  another  the  reafbn  i 
no  iboner  knew  the  reafon,  but  they  fought  the  re* 
medy ;  and  in  thefe  degrees  have  they  made  a  pair  o£ 
itairs  to  marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incontinent^ 
or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  marriage;  they  are  in 
the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they  will  together.  Clubs 
cannot  part  them. 

Orla.  They  fhall  be  married  to  morrow;  and  I 
will  bid  the  Duke  to  the  Nuptial.  But,  O,  hoyi^ 
bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look  into  happineis  through  ano- 
ther man's  eyes!  by  fo  much  the  more  fhall  I  to  mor- 
row be  at  the  height  of  heart-heavinefs,  by  how  much 
I  fhall  think  my  brother  happy,  in  having  what  he 
wifhes  for. 

Rof.  Why,  then  to  morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your 
turn  for  Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle 
talking.  Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to 
fome  purpofe,  that  I  know,  you  are  a  gentleman  of 
good  conceit.  I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  fhouljl  bear 
a  good  opinion  of  my  knowledge;  infomuch*,  I  fay, 
I  know  what  you  are ;  neither  do  1  labour  for  a  greatec 
efteem  than  may  in  fome  little  meafure  draw  a  belief 
B  b  3  from 
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from  you  to  do  your  felf  good,  and  not  to  grace  me. 
Believe  then,  if  yoi\  plcafc,  that  I  can.  do  ftrangc 
things;  I  have,  finccl  was  three  years  old,  converft 
with  a  magician,  moft  profound  in  his  Art,  and  yet 
not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  RofaUnd  fo  near  the 
heart,  as  your  gcfture  cries  it  out,  when  your  brother 
marries  Jliena^  you  (hall  marry  her.  I  know  into 
what  ftraights  of  fortune  (he  is  driven,  and  ic  is  not 
impolfible  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to 
you,  to  fet  her  before  your  eyes  to  morrow  j  human 
as  fhe  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

Orla.  Speak*ft  thou  in  fober  meanings  i 
Rof.  By  my  life,  I  do;  ^  which  I  tender  dearly, 
tho*  I  fay,  I  am  a  magician :  therefore,  put  you  on 
your  beft  array ;  bid  your  friends,  for  if  you  will  be 
married  to  morrow,  you  (hall ;  and  to  RofaUnd^  if 
you  will. 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hers. 
•  Phebe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlc- 
nefs. 
To  ftiew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not,  if  I  have:  it  is  my  ftudy 
To  feem  defpightful  and  ungentle  to  you : 
You  are  there  tollow'd  by  a  faithful  fhepherd  j 
Look  upon  him,  love  him ;  he  worfliips  you. 
Pbe.  *  Good  (hcpherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to 

love. 
Sil.  '  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  arid  tears 
•  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe.' 
Pbe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 
*  • 

3  nuhicb  I  tendir  dearly,  M  I  fay,  I  am  a  magi e  tan  c'^  Hence 
it  appears  this  was  written  in  7tf«i?/s  time,  when  there  was  a 
icvere  inquiiition  after  witches  and  magicians. 
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Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

Sil.  *  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  faith  and  fcrvicc  5 

*  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe: 

Pbe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman, 

Sil.  '  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie, 
«  All  made  of  paffion,  and  all  made  of  wifhcs, 
^  All  adoration,  duty  and  obfervance, 

*  All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience* 

*  All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfervance ; 

*  And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe: 

Pbe,  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman, 

Pbe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[To  Rof. 

Sih  If  this  be  fo,  why  bljiqie  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

{To  Phe, 

Orla.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Rof.  Who  do  you  fpcaic  to,  why  bUme  you  mcto  . 
love  you  ? 

Orla.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear  ? 

Rof  Pray  yoq,  nq  morpof  this  y  'tis  like  the  howl- 
ing of  Irifh  wolves  againft  the  moon ;  I  will  help  you 
if  I  can ;  I  would  love  you,  if  I  could ;  tp  morrow 
meet  mp  ^11  together ;  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I 
marry  woman,  and  V\\  be  married  to  morrow  5  [To 
Phebe.]  I  will  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and 
you  ftiall  be  married  to  morrow;  [To  Orl]  I  will  con- 
tent you,  if,  what  pleafes  you,  contents  you ;  and  you 
fliall  be  married  to  morrow.  {To  Sil.]  As  you  love  Ro* 
falind^  n^eet;  as  you  lovcPbebe^  meet ;  and  as  I  love 
no  woman,  1*11  ip^t,  So  fare  you  well  5  I  have  left 
you  commands. 

M  rU  not  fail,  if  Hive. 

B  b   4  Pi^. 
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Pbe.  Nor  I. 

Orla.  Nor  L  [Exeunt. 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Ch.  To  morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey:  to 
morrow  will  we  be  married. 

And.  ^'  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart ;  and,  I 
*^  hope,  it  is  no  dilboneft  de(ire,  to  defire  to  be  a 
•*  woman  of  the  world/*  Here  come  twd  of  the 
baniih'd  Duke^s  pages. 

£j9/4r  txi^  pages. 

I  P(m.  Well  met,  honell  gentleman. 

CIo.  py  my  troth,  well  met :  come,  fit,  fit,  and 

a  Song, 
%  Page.  We  are  for  yw,  fit  i*th'  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  dap  into't  roundly,  without 
hawking,  or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which 
are  the  only  prologues  tda  bad  voice? 

2  Page,  rfaith,  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  tune,  like 
two  Gypfies  on  a  horfe. 

SON    Q. 

//  was  a  bver  and  bis  lafs^ 

IVitb  a  bey^  and  a  bo^  and  a  bey  nofdnef 
tl[iat  o^er  tbe  green  cornfield  didpafs 

h  tbe  Spring  time ;  the  pretty  fpring  time^ 
When  birds  dojing^  hey  ding  a  ding^  ding^ 
Sweet  Utvers  kve  the  fpring. 

And  therefore  take  tbe  prifmt  Hme^ 

tVUba  bey^  and  a  bOy  and  a  bey  mnina  i 

For  love  is  crowned  with  tbeprime^ 
In  tbe  fpring  time^  &c» 
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Bitwun  tb^  m:is  of  the  rje^ 

With  a  Ifey^  ana  a  bo^  and  a  bey  nmno^ 

yiifi  pretty  coMtttfy-faiks  would  fye^ 
in  tbe  fpring  timey  &c. 

7be  Carrol  tbej  hejfan  tbat  bour^ 

How  fbat  a  life  was  but  aflower^ 
In  tbejpring  time^  &c. 

Cb.  Truly,  young  gentleman,  though  there  wais  no 
great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very 
(a)  untimeable, 

I  Page.  You  arc  deceiv'd.  Sir,  wc  kept  rime,  we 
loft  not  our  time. 

Qo.  By  my  troth,  yes :  I  count  it  but  rime  loft  to 
hear  fuch  a  foolifh  Song.  God  b'w'y  you,  and  God 
spend  youc  voices.  Come,  Audrey,  [Extent. 

SCENE        V. 
Ciof^^s  to  anotber  Pari  of  tbe  Pia-eft^ 

Enter  Duke  Senior^  Amiens,  Jaqiies,  Orlando, 
Oliver,  and  Celia. 

I)ukeSen.T\0 ST  thou  believe,  Orlando^  that  the 
-LI  boy 

Can  dp  ail  this  that  he  hath  promifed? 

Orla.  I  (bmetimes  do  believe,  and  (bmetimes  do  not } 
^  As  thofe  that  fear  their  hap,  and  know  their  fear. 

4  Js  tio/e  thai  fiar  TBiiy  hopb,  «W  huw  TBzrfinr.'] 
This  ftraage  noafenfe  ibould  be  read  thus, 

Jitboff  tbat  fear  their  baf»  iuid  hi$w  rvMinfiar. 
i.  e.  As  thofe  who  fear  the  iiTue  of  a  thing  when  they  know  their 
fax  to  be  well  grounded. 

(  (aj  untimtabli.  Mr.  Tbi^haU'^yvlg.  untuMtahk.  ] 

Enter 
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Enter  Roialind,  SUvius  and  Phebe. 

Rcf.  Patience  once  more,   whiles  our  compa<a  is 
urg*d  : 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  RofaUnd^      [To  the  Duke. 
You  will  bcftow  her  on  Orlando  here? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give 
with  her. 

Rof.  And  you  fey,  you  wiH  have  her  when  I  bring 
her?  [Ti  Orlando. 

Orla.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 

Rof.  You  fay,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing. 

[To  Phebe. 

Pbe.  That  will  I,  fliould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Rof.  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  mc. 
You'll  give  your  felf  to  this  moft  faithful  fhephcrd. 

Pbe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Pbebe,  if  flic  will? 

ITo  Silvius. 

Sil.  Tho*  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one 
thing. 

Rof.  Pve  promisM  to  make  all  this  matter  even  % 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  daughter  5 
You  yours,  Orlando^  to  receive  his  daughter: 
Keep  your  word,  Pbehj  that  you'll  marry  me. 
Or  elfe,  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  fliepherd.     . 
Keep  your  word,  SihiuSj  that  you'll  marry  her. 
If  (he  refufe  me  5  and  from  hence  I  go 
To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even.  [Exeunt^oL  and Celia, 

Duke  Sen.  I  do  remember  in  this  fhepherd-boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orla.  My  .Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Methought,  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  \ 
But,  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  foreft-born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiqients 
Of  many  defperate  fludie^  by  bis  gnclc; 

Whom 
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'Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Oblcurcd  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft, 

SCENE        VI. 

E^ter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Jaq.  There  is,  fure,  another  flood  toward,  and 
thcfe  couples  are  coming  to  the  Ark.  *  Here  come 
a  pair  of  unclean  beafts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  called 
fools. 

Clo.  Salutation,  and  greeting,  to  you  all ! 

Jaq.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.    This  it 

the  motley-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  fb  often 

rnet  in  the  foreft :  he  hath  been  a  Courtier,  he  fwears. 

Clo\  ^  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to 

*  my  purgation.   I  have  trod  a  meafure  j  I  have  flat- 

*  ter'd  a  lady ;  I  have  been  politick  with  my  friend, 
«  fmooth  with  mine  enemy ;  I  have  undone  three  tay- 
(  lors ;  I  have  had  four  quarrels,  and  like  to  have 

*  fought  one.' 

Jaq.  And  how  was  That  ta'en  up? 

Qo.  'Faith,  we  met;  and  found,  the  quarrel  wa& 
upon  the  feventh  caufe. 

Jaq.  How  the  feventh  caufe?— good  my  lord, 
like  this  fellow. 

DukeStn.  I  like  him  verv  well. 

Qo.  God'ild  you,  Sir,  ^  I  defire  of  you  the  like : 
I  prels  in  here.  Sir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  country 

5  Hire  come  a  pair  of  veky  strange  heafis,  &c.]  V7hat  f 
firange  heap?  and  yet  fach  as  have  a  name  in  all  languages! 

l^oah's  Ark  is  here  alluded  to;  into  which  the  clean  bealh  en- 
tered hy  fe'venst  and  the  unclean  by  t<wo^  male  and  female.  It  is 
plain  then  that  Sbakejpear  wrote,  here  come  a  fair  of  unclbav 
teafisy  which  is  highly  humourous. 

6  — /  elefire  you  of  the  like ;]  Wc  ihould  read,  liefire  of  yem 
the  like.  On  the  Duke*s  faying,  /  like  him  nfery  nnell^  he  re« 
plies,  I  defire  yoo  will  ghre  me  caafe  that  I  may  like  you  coo. 

copu- 
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copulatives,  to  fwear,  apd  to  forfwear,  ^  acccn-ding  as 
marriage  binds,  and  blood  breaks:  a  poor  vir^n. 
Sir,  an  "  ill-favour'd  thing,  Sir,  but  mine  own ;  a 
**  poor  humour  of  mine.  Sir,  to  take  That  that  no 
•*  man  elfe  will.**  Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  fnifer^ 
Sir,  in  a  poor  houfe;  as  your  pearl,  in  your  foul 
oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fen- 
tncious.    « 

Cla.  According  to  the  fooPs  bolt.  Sir,  and  fbch 
dulcet  difeafes. 

Jaq^.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe  j  how  did  you  find 
$he  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe? 

Clo.  **  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed ;  fbear 
**  your  body  more  feeming,  Audrey)  '  as  thus.  Sir ; 
^'  I  did  diflikc  the  cut  of  a  certain  Courticr*s  beard; 
**  he  fent  me  word,  if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut 
♦*  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was.  This  is  caird 
•^  the  Retort  courteous.  If  I  fent  him  word  again, 
**  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  ftnd  me  word,  he 
•*  cut  it  to  pleafe  himfelf.  This  is  calPd  the  ^ip 
•'  tnoiefi.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  difabled 
**  my  judgment.  This  is  caJPd  the  Reptf  cburli/h.  If 
^«  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  anfwer,  I 
f  *  fpakc  not  true.    This  is  caird  the  Reproof  vaKani. 

7  according  as  marriage  binds^  and  blood  breaks ;]  The  con- 
ftrud^ion  is^  to  /wear  as  marriage  binds.  Which  I  Uiink  js  not 
£nglifl>,    I  fafpedt  Shake/pear  wrote  it  thus,  to  fiuear  audio  for" 

ffweoTt  accjording  as  marriage  b  I D  5>  and  blood  bids  break. 

8  as  tbus^  Sir;  I  did  dijlike  the  cut  of  a  courtier's  beard  Q 
This  folly  is  touched  upon  with  high  humour  by  Fletcher  in  his 
^ueen  of  Corinth. 

■  »Has  he  familiarly 
"DiJlilC  d  your  yellvw  fiarch^  or  faid  your  doublet 
Was  not  exaSly  frencbified? ' 


—        -  or  dranjon  your  /wordy 
Cry^d  ^t'was  ill  mounted  F  Has  he  given  the  lye 
In  cirde  or  oblique  or  femicircle 
Or  dircA  paralkl ;  you  muft  challenge  him. 
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«*  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fay,  I  lyc. 
«*  This  is  callM  the  Countercheck  quarrelfome  i  and  fo, 
«*  the  Lye  circumftantial^  and  the  Lye  mreS. 

Jaq,  And  how  oft  did  you  fay,  his  beard  was  not 
well  cut? 

Cfo.  **  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  Lye  circum^ 
«*  ftantialy  nor  he  durft  not  give  mt  the  Lye  direSt^ 
**  and  fo  we  meafur'd  fwords  and  parted/* 

Jaq^.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  Lye? 

Clo.  "  9  O  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book ; 
**  as  you  have  books  for  good  manners.   I  will  name 

**  you 

9  O  5/r,  w^  quarrel  in  prints  hy  the  hook ;]  The  Poet  has, 
in  this  fcene,  rallied  the  mode  of  formal  dueling,  then  fo  pre- 
valenc»  with  the  higkeft  humour  and  addrefs ;  nor  could  he  have 
treated  it  with  a  happier  contempt,  than  by  making  his  Chtum 
fo  knowing  in  the  forms  and  preliminaries  of  it.     The  particular 
book  here  alluded  to  is  a  very  ridiculous  treatife  of  one  VincentU 
Saviolo^  intitled,  Of  honour  and  honourable  quarrels,  in  Quarto 
printed  by  Wolf,  1594.    The  iirft  part  of  this  trad  heintitlcB, 
^  difiourfe  moft  neceffary  for  all  gentlemen  that  hame  in  regard 
their  honors,  touching  the  gi*ving  and  receiving  the  lye,  fwbere* 
upon  the  Duello  and  the  Combat  in  divers  forms  doth  enfue ;  and 
many  other  inconveniences,  for  lack  only  of  true  knowledge  of 
honor,  and  the  right  understanding   of  words,   vjhicb 
here  is fet  down.    The  contents  of  the  fcveral  chapters  areas 
follow.     I.  What  the  reafon  is  that  the  party  unto  whom  the  lye 
is  given  ought  to  become  challenger,  and  of  the  nature  of  lies. 
II.  Of  the  mdnner  and  diverfity  of  lies.     Ill,  Of  the  lye  cer-- 
tain,  or  diredt.     IV.  Of  conditional  lies,  or  the  lye  circum- 
ftantial.     V.  Of  the  fye  in  general.     VI.  Of  the  lye  in  particu- 
lar,  yil.  Offoolijh  lies.    VlIL  J  conclufion  touching  the  wreft- 
sn§  or  returning  hack  of  the  lye,  or  the  countercheek  quarrelfome. 
In  the  chapter  of  conditional  lies  fpeaking  of  the  particle  if,  he 
iays — Conditional  lies  he  fuch  as  are  given  conditionally  thus—iif 
thou  haftfaidfi  orfo,  then  thou  Heft.    Of  thefe  kind  of  lies,  given 
in  this  manner,   often  arife  much  contention,   vthereof  no  fare 
tonclufion  can  arife.    By  which  he  means,  they  cannot  proceed 
to  cut  one  another^s  throats,  while  there  is  an  if  between.  Which 
is  the  reafon  of  Shakefpear^s  making  the  Clown  fay,  /  knew 
nuben  ftven  juftiat  €9uld  not  make  up  a  quarrel:  but  when  the 
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••  you  the  degrees.  The  firft,  the  Retort  courteous; 
•*  the  fecond,  the  Quip  modcft;  the  third,  the  Reply 
**  churlifli ;  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  valiant ;  the 
^^  fifth,  the  countercheck  quarrelfbmei  the  (ixth,  the 
"  Lye  with  circuniftance;  thcfevcnth,  the  Lye  di- 
«*  red.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lye  direfl ; 
^*  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew, 
*^  when  feven  Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel ; 
**  but  when  the  parties  were  met  themfclves,  one  of 
•*  them  thought  but  of  an  If;  as,  if  you  faid  fo,  then 
^'  I  faid  fo;  and  they  (hook  hands,  and  fwore  bro- 
**  thers.  Your  If  is  the  only  peace-maker;  much 
«  virtue  in  If.'* 

Jaq.  h  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duke  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe, 
and  under  the  prefentation  of  that  he  flioots  his  wit. 

SCENE     VIL 
Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind  in  woman^s  cloaths^  and  Celia. 

Still    Music  k. 

Hym.  ^en  is  there  mirth  in  heanfn^ 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  Duke  J  receive  thy  daughter^ 
Hymtnfrom  heaven  hrougbt  her^ 

Tea  J  brought  her  hither: 
That  thou  might^fijoin  her  band  with  bk^ 
Whofe  heart  within  his  bofom  is. 

parties  wire  met  ihemfel'oes^  one  of  them  thought  hut  of  an  if, 
ms  if  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo,  and  theyjhook  hands^  andfwon 
brothers.  Tour  ip  is  the  only  peace  maker  i  much  virtue  wiF. 
Caranza  was  another  of  thefe  authcntick  Authors  upon  the 
Duello.  Fletcher  in  his  laft  Aft  of  Lovers  Pilgrimage  riditolo 
him  with  much  humour. 
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R(^.  To  you  I  give  my  fclf ;  for  I  am  yours. 

[To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  Orlando, 

Duke  Sen.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my 
Daughter, 

Orla.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalihd. 

Pbe.  If  fight  and  fliape  be  true. 
Why,  then  my  love  adieu! 

Rof.  ril  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  % 
Y\\  have  no  husband,  if  you  be  not  he ; 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  flie% 

Hym^  Peace,  hoa!  I  bar  confufion: 
'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 

Of  thcfe  mofl:  ftrange  events : 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands. 
To  join  in  Hymerfs  bands,  .     ,. 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  Crofc  (hall  part;  ^         ,  i 

You  and  you  arc  heart  in  heart  > 
You  to  his  love  muft  accord. 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord. 
You  and  you  are  fure  together,  i, 

As  the  winter  to  foul  weather : 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  fing. 
Feed  your  felves  with  queftioning: 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminilh. 
How  thus  we  meet,  and  thefe  things  finilh. 

SONG. 

fFedJing  is  great  JunoV  Crown^ 

0  blejfedbondof  board  and  bed  I 
*^is  Hymen  peoples  every  town^ 

High  wedlock  then  be  honoured: 
Honour  J  high  honour  and  renown 
To  Hymen,  God  of  every  town! 

Duke 
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Duke  Sen.  O  my  dbar  neice,  weleottie  thou  art  to 
me, 
Ev'n  daughter-welcome,  in  po  lefs  degree. 

Pbe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thoQ  art  Itiihei 
Tby  faich  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

s  c  IE  N  E    vm. 

Efder  Jaques  de  Boys. 

Ja^.  deB.htx,  tot  have  audience  for  a  4reird  or 
two: 
I  am  the  fecond  fi>n  of  old  Sir  Rowland^ 
That  brine  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  affirmblf. 
Duke  Frederick  hearing,  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  idbrted  to  this  foreft, 
Addrefs^d  a  mishtf  power,  which  were  dn  foot 
In  his  own  conmid  ^rpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  th6  fWdid : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  camr. 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  reI^;ioas  man. 
After  fomec^ueftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world  % 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifli'd  brothA^ 
And  all  their  lands  reflor*d  to  them  s^in^ 
That  were  with  him  ezil*d.    This  to  be  true» 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

T>uke  Sen.  Welcome,  young  man : 
Thou  oflfer*ft  fairly  to  thy  brother's  wedding  ; 
To  one,  his  lands  with-heid ;  and  tp  the  other, 
A  land  itfelf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  fbreft,  let  us  do  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  welf  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number. 
That  have  endured  flirewd  days  and  nights  \^ith  us, 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  /etorned  fortune. 
According  to  the  meafure  of  thek  ftates. 

Mean 
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Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fall*n  dignityj^ 

And  fall  into  our  ruftick  revelry :    , 

Play^  mufick;  and  you  brides  and  bridegrdonas  all. 

With  mcafure  heap'cl  injoy,  to  th'  meafures  fall. 

J(Ui.  Sir^  by  your  patience :  if  I  heard  you  rightly. 
The  Duke  hath  put  oq  a  religious  life. 
And  thrown  into  negledt  the  pompous  Court. 
Ja<i.  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq^.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learned. 
You  to  your  former  Honour  I  bequeath,  [To  the  Duke» 
Your  padenceand  your  virtue  well  deferve  it : 
You  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit ; 

{To  Orla, 
You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies  % 

'  \ro  OH.. 

You  to  a  long  and  well  deferved  bed  ;         [To  Silv. 
And  you  to  wrangling  ;  for  thy  loving  voyage 

[To  the  Clown. 
Is  but  for  two  months  vi£tual*d :  fo  to  your  pleafures: 
1  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 
Duke  Sen.  Stay,  jaques^  ftay. 
Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I :  what  you  would  have, 
rU  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  Cave.      ^  [Exit. 
Duke  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed  5  we  will  begin  thcfc 
rites  5 
As,  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights. 

EPILOGUE. 

Rof.  It  IS  not  the  fafliion  to  fee  the  lady  the  Epi- 
logue; but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  than  to  fee 
the  lord  the  Prologue.  If  it  be  true,  that  good  wine 
needs  no  bufb^  'tis  true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  noEpi* 
logue.  Yet  to  good  wine  they  do  ufe  good  bullies  5 
and  good  Plays  prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good 
Epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither 

Vol.  II.  Co  agood 
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a  good  EpiloJ^ue,  hw  cah  iilfinti^teXirith  ytfu  ih  the 
behalf  of  a  good  Play  ?  I  am  not  farnifh'd  like  a 
b^ar ;  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  me.  My 
way  is  to  conjure  yOu>  and  FU  begin  with  the  tvOttlen. 
■I  chaise  you,  O  women,  for  the  loVc  ydu  bau-  to 
men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  Phy  as  pleafes  them : 
and  I  charge  you,  O  men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to 
women,  ras  I  perceive  by  your  fitnpring,  noftc  of 
you  hate  tnem)  to  like  as  much  as  phiales  ttem :  ^t 
between  you  and  the  women,  the  Play  tmy  f^leafe. 
If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  Of  ^ba  as 
had  beards  that  pleas'd  me,  complexions  that 
lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I  d^yM  hot:  and,  I  am 
fure,  as  many  as  have  good  beards,  or  good  faces,  or 
fweet  breaths,  will  for  my  kind  o^,  when  I  hj^e 
curt^fie,  bid  me  farewel.  lExeunt  onmes. 

I  Itbargiyou^  O  n/mnen^  for  ibe  lo^iybu  hiar  H  min^  /•  Kk 
ms  much  of  ibis  play  as  pleafes  YOV :  and  I  cbarge  yeu,  O  mim^ 
/fir  the  love  you  bear  to  nvomen^  "^^  ibat  bit^een  you  and  tin 
women,  &c.]  This  paflage  fhould  be  read  thuS|»^  1  cbarge  you,  O 
mfomeut  for  tbe  hveyou  bear  to  m(fn,  to  like  as  'tiucb  of  this  tUy 
as  pleafes  them:  and  I  cbarge  y^,  O  Mjtn,  for  tbk  Uv/you  tear 
i9  nvomeUt^'^ro  like  as  much  as  pleases  thbm»  fbat 
ietweeu  you  and  the  women,  &c.  Without  the  aiteration  of  Km 
ihto  Them  th6  invocation  is  nonfenfe ;  and  without  the  addition 
of  the  words,  to  Hie' as  much  as  pleafes  them,  the  inference  of, 
that  between  you  and  tbe  women  tbe  pUpf  maypafs,  would  be  on- 
fupported  by  any  precedent  breihifes.  The  words  feem  to  hafe 
b^n  dnick  out  by  fome  ienfelefs  Player,  as  a  vicious  redun* 
dancy. 
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Charadlers  in  the  Induction. 

ALordy  before  whom  the  Picrf  is  fuppos'd  to  heplafL 
Chriftophcr  Sly,  a  drutien  Tinker. 
Hoftefs. 

Page^  P layers f  Hunt/men^  and  other  Servants  attendii^ 
on  the  Lord. 

Dramatis  Perfonas, 

BaptilVa,  Father  to  CAt)^ZT\nai  and  V\2SkCSL\  very  rich. 
Vinccntio,  an  old  gentleman  of  Pila. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Bianca. 
Fetruchio,  a  gentleman  of  Verona^  afuitor  toCadmiia. 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 

Pedant,  an  old  fellow  fet  vp  to  perfonate  Vincentio. 

Cacharina,  the  Shrew. 
Bianca,  ber  Sifter. 
IVidow. 

Taylor^  Haberda/hers  \  with  Servants  attendhig  on 
Bapcifta  and  Petruchio. 

SCENE,  fometimes  in  Padua;  andfometimes  in 
Petruchio'i  Houje  in  the  Country. 
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I  N  D   u  c   r  I   0   N. 

SCENE       L 

Before   an   Alehoufe    on    a    Heath. 

Enter  Hoftels  and  Sly, 

Sly. 
I  'L  L  pheezc  you,   in  faith. 

Hoft.  A  pair  of  flocks,  you  rogue ! 
Sly.  Y'are  a  baggage;  the  Slies  are  no 
rogues.  Look  in  the  Chronicles^  we  came 
in  with  Richard  Conqueror  \    therefore, 
^paucU5pallabris\  let  the  world  Aide:  Se£a. 

Hoft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glaffes  you  have 
burft  ? 

Sfy.  No,  not  a  deniere:*  Go  by,  Jerommo — go 
to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hoft. 

I  paucuspallabrhi]   Meaning  pocas  palahras,    SpaniOi,   fe^ 

z  GafyS.Jeronimy,  go  U  thy  cqU  bed,  and 'warm  thuA  AH 

tiic  cdiUons  have  coinM  a  Saint  here,  for  Sly  to  fwcar  by     But 

Cc3  '     ^^ 
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Hqft.  I  know  my  remedy ;  *  I  moft  go  fetch  tho 
Third-boroush. 

Sfy.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough.  Til  an- 
fwer  htfl>  by  law  %  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy ;  lec  him 
come,  4nd  I^indly.  [JF^  qfitep. 

S    C    E    N    E     II. 

Wind  horns  J  Enter  a  Lqrdfirpm  fmniing^  vntb  a  Train. 

Lord.  Huntfinan,  I  charge  thee,  tender  well  my 
hounds; 
(a)  Leech  Merrinum^  the  poor  cur  is  imboft ; 
And  couple  Qawder  with  the  deep-mouth*d  Brach. 
Saw*ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  gcxxl 
At  the  hedge-corner  in  the  coldeft  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dc^  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  i 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  lofs, 
And  twice  to  day  pick'd  out  the  duUeft  fcent : 
Truft  niCf  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

the  poet  had  no  foch  intenrions.  There  is  a  faftian  old  'play* 
pdrd,  HierMpuo;  Or»  The  Spanijb  Tragedy:  which,  I  find, 
was  the  common  butt  of  rallery  to  all  the  poets  of  Sbakefp§m^\ 
time:  andapaiTage,  that  appea^M  very  ridiculous  in  that  play, 
|s  here  humourouily  aUaded  to.  HUronymo,  thinking  himfelf 
injured,  applies  to  the  King  f6r  jaftice ;  bdt  the  courtiers,  who 
did  not  deiire  his  wrongs  ihoald  be  fet  in  a  true  light,  atteiyipc  to 
liinder  him.  from  an  audience. 

Hiero.  Jufiici^  eh  f  jufiice  tc  HltronyoiO. 

Lor.  Sack; /iejl  thou  not^  thi  King  is  bt^e  f 

Hiero.  Oh^  isMfof 

King.  WbQ,  is  &,  that  inierrupis  our  Bnfinefsf 

Hier.  A(^/ /:-— ^Hieronymo»  hewart;  goby,  goby. 
fo  Sff  here*  not  caring  to  be  dunM  by  the  Hofie/s,^  ofssto  her 
in  tScGt,    Don^i  h  trout /e/om,    Mt  interrupt   me^    go    bt. 

Mr.  neohaU. 

3  Imufigo  fitcb  the  Headi$rough.']    Vulg.  J  poor  wittici/M 
(as  Mr.  fheohald  rightly  calls  it)  r^ored  by  him. 

1(a)  Leech  Mefritn^st,  Qxford  Editorr VxA^.Braeh  Mer- 

riman.1 

Lord. 
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Ijord.  Thou  arta  fi)ol;  i£  Escho  were  asfieet, 
I  would  eftee^n  him  vordi  a  dQ2;eni  fiich. 
Buc  fup  therp  well,  aod  look  un(o  them  all» 
To  morrow  1  intend  to  hunt  again« 

Hunt.  1  will^  my  lord. 

Lotd.  What's  here  ?  one  deads  or  drunk  ?  iee»  doth 
he  breathe? 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.    Were  he  not 
warm'd  witi)  ale. 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold,  to  fleep  fo  ibundly. 

herd.  O  monftrous  beaft!  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies ! 
Grim  deatli,  how  foul  and  loathfbme  is  thy  image! 
Sirs,  I  will  pcatffciie  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  conveyed  to  bod, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  cloaths ;  rings  put  upon  his  fingers  \ 
A  mod  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed. 
And  brave  attendants  near  him,  when  he  wakes; 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  leem  ftnmge  unto  him,  when  he 

wak'd. 
Lard.  Even  as  a  flattVing  dream,  or  worthlefi 
fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manai^e  well  the  jeft: 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  ^ireltchamber. 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures  $ 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diftilled  waters. 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet* 
Procure  me  mufid:  ready,  when  he  wakes, 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heav'nly  (bund ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraightt 
And  with  a  low  fubmiflive  reverence 
Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command? 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon 
Full  of  Rofe-water,  andbeftrew^d  with  flowers; 
Another  bear  the  ewer ^  a  third  a  diaper; 
And  %,  wilt  pleafe  your  lordihip  cool  your  hands? 

C  c  4  Some 
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Some  one  be  ready  with  a  ooftly  iuit» 

And  ask  him  what  ap];)arel  he  will  wear; 

Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horie^ 

And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe; 

Perfwade  him,  that  he  hath  been  hinatick. 

And  when  he  fays  he  is»-^^iay,  that  he  dreams  i 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord : 

This  do»  and  doJ>kindly,  gende  Sirs : 

It  will  be  pait^e  pafling  excellent. 

If  it  be  husbanded  with  modefty. 

I  Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you,  we^ll  play  our 

nt, ' 
1  think,  by  our  true  dih'genoe. 
He  is  no  left  thatMirhat  we  lay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office,  when  he  wakes. 

[Some  bear  out  Sly.     Sound  Trumpets. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  is  that  founds. 
Bdike,  fome  noble  gentleman  that  means,  [Ex.  Servant f 
Travelling  ibme  journey,  to  repole  hin^  here. 

SCENE     III. 

Re-enter  Servant. 
How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  plcafe  your  Honour,  Players 
That  offer  ftrvice  to  your  lordfliip. 

Lord.  Bid  them  cpme  near : 

Enter  Players^ 

Now,  Fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

Play.  We  thank  your  Honour^ 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to  night? 

2  Play.  So  plcafe  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty. 

LorJ.  With  all  my  heart.  This  fellow  1  rememberi 
Since  once  he  playM  a  farmer's  eldeft  fon : 
^7 was  where  you  woQ*d  the  gentlewoman  fo  well ; 
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I  have  forgot  your  name;  but,  fure,  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd. 

Sim.  I  think,  *twas  Soio  that  your  Honour  means. 
Lord.  'Tis  very  true;  thou  didft  it  excellent: 
Wcll^   you  are  come  "to  me  in  happy  time. 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  m  hand. 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  affift  me  much. 
There  b  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  nighty 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefties. 
Left,  over-eying  of  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(  For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  Play, ) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  Paffion, 
Apd  fo  offend  him :  for  I  tell  you.  Sirs, 
If  you  fhould  fmilc,  he  grows  impatient. 

Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we  can  contain  ourielves  j 
Were  he  the  verieft  antick  in  the  world. 

2  Play.  [/(?  the  other.']  Go  get  a  Diihclout  to  make 
clean  your  ihoes,  and  Pll  fpeak  for  the  properties. 

[£xi/  Player; 
My  lord,  we  muft  have  a  fhoulder  of  mutton  for  a 
property,  and  ^a  little  Vinegar  to  make  our  devi| 
roar. 

Lord.  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery. 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome,  every  one: 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords. 

[£xi/  one  with  the  PUgers. 

4  a  littii  Vimgar  H  puiie  our  dmilroar^  When  the  aft- 
ing  the  myfttrits  of  the  old  and  new  Teftament  was  in  vogue  t 
at  the  reprefentation  of  the  myftery  of  the  Paffion,  Judas  and 
the  Devil  made  a  part.  And* the  Devil,  whereever  he  came, 
was  always  to  fufier  fome  di%race»  to  make  the  people  laugh:  As 
here,  the  buffbnery  was  to  apply  the  gall  and  vinegar  to  make 
him  roar.  And  the  Paffion  being  that,  of  all  the  myfieries^  which 
w^s  moll  frequently  reprefented,  vinegar  became  at  length  the  fbuid- 
ing  implement  to  torment  the  Devil:  And  ufed  for  this  purpoft 
even  after  the  ptyftgriis  ceafed,  and  the  moraiities  came  in 
vogue;  where  the  f)evil  continued  to  have  a  confiderable  part.— 
The  mention  of  it  here  was  to  ridicule  fo  abfuid  a  circumAance 
in  thefe  old  fiiroes. 

Sirrah, 
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Sirrah,  m  yw  t3Q  BmboJmm.vvf  f|iM^ 

And  fee  him  drcft  ia  2^1  fqi^s  like  4^4;. 

Th«tdonc<^  CQOiduft  bim  ttyihti  4ri9ik2«d'acbaiayb«r9 

And  call  turn  Madam,^  da  bim.  all  of^^i&iKe. 

Tell  him  from  n;ie»  (as  He  will  win  Qny  lave> 

He  bear  him^f  with  hipnour^Ue  a^op. 

Such  as  he  h»h  obferv'di  i^  noble  bdiea. 

Unto  their  Lords^  by  them  accompliihedi 

Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  hun  do^ 

With  fort  low  tonguCs  apd  lowly  courtefie ; 

And  fa^}  what  is't  your  Honour  will  command^ 

Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife^ 

May  fliew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 

And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kilies. 

And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom. 

Bid  him  fhed  tears,  as  being  over-joy'd 

To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor*d  to  health. 

Who  for  twice  f^ven  years  hath  efteem'd  himfelf 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loatbfome  beggar : 

And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift 

To  rain  a  0iQwer  of  commanded  tears, 

An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift ; 

Which  in  a  Napkin  being  clofe  conveyM, 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wat'ry  eye. 

See  this  difpatch*d,  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canft; 

Anon  Til  give  thee  n)(ve  inftrudions.    [Exii  Servants 

I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace. 

Voice,  gate,  and  action  of  a  gendewoman. 

]  lone  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  husband ; 

And  how  niy  men  will  (jtay  themfelves  from  lat^hter. 

When  they  do  homt^  to  diis  fimple  peafimt; 

ril  in  to  counfcl  them:  haply,  my  pretence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fplcen  5 

Which  othcrwifc  will  go  into  extrcams.    lExU  Lard. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 
Changes  to  a  Bedehmnher  in  the  Lord^s  Hmfe. 

Enter  Sly  wUb  Jttendants^  fme  with  appareh  iafon 
€md  ewBTy  and  ether  appwrtenances.  Re-enter  Lord. 

Sly.  tjp  O  R  God*s  fake,  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

-T      J  Serv,  Will't  pleafe  your  lordihip  drink  a 
cup  of  fack  ? 

a  Serv.  Will't  plcafc  your  Honour  taftc  of  thcfe 

Conferves? 
3  Serv.  What  raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  to 

day? 
Sly.  I  am  Chriftopber  Sfyj  call  not  me  Honour,  nor 
lordihip:  I  ne'er  drank  lack  in  my  life:  and  if  yoa 
give  me  any  Conferves,  give  me  Conferves  of  beef: 
ne'er  ask  me  what  raiment  I'll  wear,  for  I  have  no 
more  doublets  than  backs,  no  moct  ftockings  than 
legs,  nor  no  more  fhoes  than  feet ;  nay,  fometimes, 
more  feet  than  fhoes;  or  fuch  fhoes  as  my  toes  look 
through  the  over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idk  humour  in  your  Honour ! 
Oh,  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent. 
Of  fuch  poficffions,  and  fb  high  efteem. 
Should  be  infufed  with  fb  foul  a  fpirit!— -^ 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  am  not  I 
Chriftopbero  Sly^  dd  i^^'s  Son  of  Burtm-beatb,  by 
birth  a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card^maker,  by  tranfl 
mutation  a  bearherd,  and  now  by  prefent  profeflion  a 
tinker?  ask  Marioft  Hacketj  the  ht  ale-wife  of  IVin* 
cot^  if  fhe  know  me  not;  if  fhe  fay^  I  am  not  four- 
teen pence  on  the  fcore  for  fiieer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for 
the  lying'ft  knave  in  Chriftendom.  What,  I  am  not 
beftraught:  here's—— 

•  I  Man. 
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I  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn. 

z  Man.   Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  iervants 
droop. 

Lord.  Hence  comes  it,  that  your  kindred  ihun  your 
houfe. 
As  beaten  bence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy. 
Oh,  noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth. 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment. 
And  bani(h  hence  thefe  abjeft  lowly  dreams. 
Look,  bow  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee  % 
Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  mufick  ?  hark,  Jpollo  plays ;  [Mufick. 
And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  fing, 
Or  wilt  thou  flcep?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch. 
Softer  and  Tweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 
On  purpofe  trimmed  up  for  Semiramis. 
Say,  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground : 
Or  wilt  thou  ride?  thy  horfcs  fliall  be  trapp'd, 
Their  harneis  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks,  will  foar 
Above  the  morning  lark.    Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 
Thy  hounds  Ihall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them. 
And  fetch  Ihrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Man.  Say,  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  greyhounds  are 

as  fwift 
As  breathed  (lags ;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Man.  Doft  thou  love  pidlures  ?  we  will  fetch  thee 

ftraight 
Adonis^  painted  by  a  running  broolc  \ 
And  Citherea  all  in  fedges  hid  \ 
Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Ev'n  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

iMd.  We'll  Ibew  thee  lo^  as  fhe  was  a  maid. 
And  how  fhe  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd. 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Daphne  roaming  through  a  thorny  wood. 
Scratching  her  1^,  that  one  ihall  fwcar  Ihe  bleeds: 

And 
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And  at  that  fight  fhall  fad  Jpollo  weep-: 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  teafs  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord : 
Thou  haft  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

I  Man.  And  'till  the  tears,  that  (he  hath  (hcd  for 
thee. 
Like  envious  floods,  o'er- ran  her  lovely  face. 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world. 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  ? 
Or  do  1  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream*d  till  now  ? 
1  do  not  fleep;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak ; 
I  fmcll  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  loft  things : 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  Lord,  indeed; 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chrijlopbero  Sfy. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight. 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o*  th*  fmalleft  ale. 

2  Man.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Mightincfi  to  wa(h  your 
hands  ? 
Oh,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftor'd ! 
Oh,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are! 
Thele  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dreapi. 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wakM  as  if  you  (lept. 

Sfy'  The(c  fifteen  years!  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap: 
But  did  I  never  (peak  of  all  that  time  ? 

I  Man.  Ob,  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber. 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door. 
And  raiPd  upon  the  Hoftefe  of  the  houfe  -, 
And  fay,  you  would  prcfcnt  her  at  the  Leer, 
Becaufe  (he  bought  ftone-jugs,  and  no  (eal*d  quarts: 
Sometimes,  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 
Sfy.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe. 
S-Man.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  no  houfe  j  nor  no 
fuch  maid ; 
Nor  no  fuch  men,  as  you  have  reckoned  up ; 

As 
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As  Stephen  Sfy^  and  old  Joioi  Naps  of  Greece^ 
And  Peier  fwf^  and  Hetay  Pimpernettj 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  tfade. 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  law. 
Slf.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends! 

Shf.  By  th'  Mafiy  I  think  I  am  a  Lord  indttd. 
What  b  thy  name  i 

Man*  Shn^  an*t  pleafe  your  Honour. 

Stf.  Sim?  that's  as  much  as  to  lay,  Simem or  Si- 
mon s  put  forth  thy  hand  and  fill  the  pot. 

\Tbe  ferva9U.gives  him  drink. 

SCENE        V. 

EnferLady^  with  Attendants. 

I  thank  theej— thou  ifcalr  not  lofc  by  it. 

Ladf.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord  i 

Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  cheer  enoi^h. 
Where's  my  wife? 

Ladjf.  Here,  noble  I^ord,  what  Is  tbfv^Ul  wiih 
her? 

Sfy.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me.huC' 
band?  My  men  fliould  aill  melord^  lam  your  good 
man. 

Xoi^.'My  husband  and  my  lordj^  my  Lord  and 
husband  ; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sfy.  I  know  it  well :  what  muft  I  qdl  her? 

Lord.  Madam. 

£^..^i!r^ madam,  or 7^m madam? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  folordtcnU  ladies. 

Sfy.  Come,  fit  down  on  my  knee.  Sim^  drink  to  her. 
Madam  wife,  they  iay,  that  I  have  dream*d,.  and 
flept  above  fbme  fifteen  years  and  more. 

£a^.  A^f  and  the  time  ieems  thirty  unto  me, 
fieing  all  this  time  abandon'd  from  your  bed. 

Sfy. 
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5"^.  'Tis  much.  Scrvahts,  Ifa\% IRe and  her  afdnis :*— 
Madam^  undrels  you,  and  come  now  co  bed.  Sim^ 
drink  to  her. 

Lady.  Thrice-noble  Lx)rd,  let  me  entreat  of  you. 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two : 
Or,  if  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fet ; 
For  your  Phyficians  have  exprcfly  charg'd. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady. 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfeftt  nfc  from  your  bed; 
I  hope,  this  reafon  ftands  for  my  cxcufe. 

Siy.  Ay,  it  (lands ib,t that! may  karcSy  tarry  fe 
long ;  but  I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  dream 
again:  1^11  therefore  tarry  indelpight  of  meflefti 
and  the  blood. 

S     C      E     N      E       VI. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Meff.  Y«l^H^floter^iP^Ayeh5;fcteri%j^^amend- 
ment. 
Are  come  to  play  a'pl»^fit'0>fAcdy; 
Fof  ib  ylHir  Doitora  hold  it  tcry  ^eet. 
Seeing  too  much  fftdhefs  hath  GOf%e^'dyour  lilood  ; 
And  riiekncholy  is  the  Aurfe  <)f  ffenaiy. 
Therefore, '  they  thought  \t  good .  you  hwr  a  play. 
And  frahie  your  mind  to  mirth  <ftftd  merriment; 
Which  bars  athoufand  harms,  aild  lengthens  life. 

Sly.  Marry,  I^Hl;  let  ihemi  pby; -is  it  ^ot  a 
Commodity?  a  Cbrijimas  pkmbgk]^  or*  a  ^tumbling 
trick?  '       ' 

Lady.  No^  my  good  Lord,  it  ismore  pkaflng  (luS. 

Sly.  What,  houfhoW  fluff? 

Lady.  It  is  a"  kind  of  hiftory. 

Sly.  Weil,  we'll  fee't :  come.  Madam  i;vifc,  fit  by 
my  fide,  and  let  the  world  flip,  we  Aail  ne'er  be 
younger. 


THE 
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A  C  T   L      S  C  E  N  E  L 

A  Street  in  Pad  u  a. 
Flouri/b.    Enter  Luccntio  and  Tianio; 

LUCBNTIO. 

Ranio^  fincc  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Paduay  nurfery  of  arts, 
I  am  arriv'd  from  fruitful  Lombardy^ 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Itn^ ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  airi 
armM 

With  his  good-will,  and  thy  good  company: 
Moft  trufty  fervant,  well  approved  in  all. 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  haply  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  lludics. 
Pifa^  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 
Gave  me  my  Being ;  and  my  father  firft, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffick  through  the  world  : 
Vincentid's  come  of  the  BentivoUiy 
Vincentio  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence^ 
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It  {hall  become  to  i^rve  aH  ho[>es  oonceiv'd, 
Xo  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 
And  therefore,  Tranio^  for  the  time  1  ftndy, 
(a)  To  Virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
"Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  fpecklly  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Pija  left^ 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  fhallow  plaih  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep. 
And  with  latiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft, 
Tra.  MepardonatOj  gendc  mafter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  afFeded  as  your  felf : 
Glad,  that  you  thus  continue  your  refblve. 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy : 
Only,  good  matter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 
Let*sbenoStoicks,  nor  no  (locks,  I  pray  j 

Or,  fo  devote  to  Ariftotle^s  checks. 

As  Ovid  be  an  Outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 

Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have^ 

And  praftife  rhctorick  in  your  common  talk; 

Mufick  and  Poefie  ufc  to  quicken  you ; 

The  Mathematicks,  and  the  Metaphyficks, 

Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  ftomach  fcfvcs  you : 

No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en : 

In  brief.  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moft  affeft. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio^  well  doft  thou  advifcj 

If,  BiondellOy  thou  wert  come  afliore. 

We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefi; 

And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain 

Such  friends,  as  time  in  Padua  ihaJl  beget. 

But  ftay  a  while,  what  cpmpany  is  this  ? 
Tra.  Matter,  fomc  fliow  to  welcome  us  to  town. 

[  (a)  To  wrtiu,  Oxford  Editor— Voig.  n;irtue.  ] 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  Bapdfta  witb  Catharina  and  Bianca,  Gremio 
and  Hortenfio.    Lucentio  and  Tizmo  fiand  by. 

Bif.  Gentlemen  Both,  importune  me  no  farther^ 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv*d,  you  know; 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  Daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  elder; 
If  either  of  you  both  love  CaStarina^ 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well. 
Leave  Ihall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather. — She's  too  rough  for  mc: 
There,  there,  Hortenfio^  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Catb.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  Stale  of  me  amongft  thefe  mates  ? 

Hot,  Mates,  maid,  how  mean  you  that  i  no  mates 
for  you ; 
Uhlefs  you  were  of  gentler,  milder,  mould. 

Catb.  Pfaith,  Sir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear^ 
I  wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  (hall  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ftool. 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  ui. 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufh,  mafter,  here's  (bme  good  paftime" 
toward ; 
That  wench  is  ftark  ma4,  or  wonderful  fro- 
ward. 

Lmc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee        \^^ifide. 
Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  Ibbriety. 
Peace,  Cranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid,  mafter;  mum!  and  gaze 
your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  (aid,  Bianca^  get  you  in; 
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And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca  \ 
Foir  I  will  love  thee  nc*er  the  lefi,  my  girl. 

Catb.  A  pretty  Peat !  it  is  beft  put  finger  in  the 
eye,  an  fhe  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sif,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fhall  be  my  company. 
On  them  to  look,  and  praftife  by  my  felf. 

Luc.  Hark,  TraniOy  thou  may'ft  h^siT  Minerva  ipeak. 

(ajuie, 

Hor.  Signior  Baptijia^  will  you  be  So  ftrange? 
Sorry  am  1,  that  our  good  will  cffcds 
Blanco's  grief. 

Gre,  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifta^  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye  s  I  am  refolv'd : 
Go  in,  Bianca,  — ^  [£x//  BianCau 

And  for  I  know,  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 
In  mufick,  inftruments,  and  poetry  \ 
School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  houft. 
Fit  to  inftrudt  her  youth.     If  you,  Hortenfio^ 
Or  Signior  GremiOj  you,  know  any  fuch. 
Prefer  them  hither :  for  to  cunning  men 
1  will  be  very  kind ;  and  liberal 
To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up; 
And  fo  farewel :  Catbarina^  you  may  ftay. 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.       [ExiL 

Catb.  Why,  and,  I  truft.  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
what,  fhall  I  be  appointea  hours,  as  tho',  belike,  I 
knew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave  ?  ha ! 

SCENE       III. 

Qre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam :  your  gifts 

arc  lo  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.    Our  love  is 

not  lb  great,  Hortenfio^  but  we  may  blow  our  nails 

D  d    3  together. 
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together,  and  fad  it  fairly  out.  Our  cake's  dow  ob 
both  fides.  Parewel  j  yet  for  the  love  I  bear  my 
fwcct  Biancaj  if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit 
man  to  teach  her  That  wherein  flie  delights,  I  will 
wiih  him  to  her  Father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremia :  but  a  word,  I 

fray ;  tho*  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet  brooked 
^arte,  know  now,  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  Both, 
that  we  may  yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  Mifireis, 
and  be  happy  rivals  in  Bianca*s  love,  to  labour  and 
cflfefk  one  thing  'fpccially. 
Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 
/for.  Marry,  Sir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  lifter. 

Gre.  A  husband!  a  devil. • 

Hor.  I  fay,  a  husband. 

Gr^.  I  fay,  a  devil.  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfio^ 
tho'  her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  io  very  a 
fool  to  be  married  to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tulh,  Gretnio  •,  tho*  it  pafe  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  loud  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on 
them,  would  take  her  with  all  her  faults,  and  mony 
enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  high-cro& 
every  morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  a  fmall  choice  in 
rotten  apples :  but,  come,  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes 
us  friends,  it  Ihall  be  fo  far  forth  friendly  maintained, 
'till  by  helping  Baptijid's  eldeft  daughter  to  a  huf- 
band,  we  fet  his  youngeft  free  for  a  husband,  and 
then  have  to*t  afrefti.  Sweet  Biancaf  happy  man  be 
his  dole !  he  that  runs  fafteft  gets  the  ring ;  how  lay 
you,  Signior  Gretnio? 

Gre.  I  am  agreed  ;  and  would  I  had  given  him  the 
beft  horfe  in  Paduii  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would 
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throughly  wooe  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid 
the  houfe  of  her.    Come  on. 

[Exeunt  Gremio  and  Hortenfio. 

SCENE        IV. 

Manent  Tranio  and  Lucentio. 

TVj.  I  pray.  Sir,  cell  me,  is  it  poffible 
That  fove  fhould  on  a  fuddcn  take  fuch  hold  ? 
Luc.  Oh  ^ranio^  'till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poffible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on,    . 
I  found  *  th*  efFeft  of  Love  in  idlenefi : 
And  now  in  plainne&  do  confefs  to  thee, 
(That  art  to  me  as  (ecret,  and  as  dear, 
As  Jnna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was ;) 
Tranio,  I  burn,  1  pine,  I  pcrifli^  Tranio^ 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  youi%  modeft  girl: 
Counfel  me,  Tranio ^  for,  I  know,  thou  canft; 
Affift  me,  Tranio^  for^  I  knowy  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now ; 
AfFedion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
*  If  Love  hath  toyl'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Reditne  te  captum  qudm  queas  minima, 

Luc.  Gramercy,  lad;  go  forward,    this  contents s 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfers  found. 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps,  you  marked  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  Q  yesi  I  law  fweet  Beauty  in  her  face  9 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Jgenor  had, 

1  —  /A'  ejfeB  of  Love  in  idlenefs :]  /.  e.  the  effe6l,  or  vir- 
tue of  the  Flower  io  called.  See  Midfummer  Night^s  Dream. 

2  If  Lome  bath  touch'd  you,    nought  remains  hut  fo,}  The 
next  line  from  Terence,  (hews  that  we  fhould  read. 

If  Lo*ve  hath  tot  h^Dyou,  ■ 
i.  e.  taken  yoa  in  his  toils,  his  nets.     Alluding  to  the  eaftus  ef, 
iahet,  of  the  fame  Author. 
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That  made  grcsLtJove  to  hpmble  hira  to  her  h^n4% 
When  with  nis  knees  he  kifs'd  th^  Cnian  ftrand^ 

3rtf .  Saw  you  no  more  ?  niark'd  you  hot^  how  her 
fitter 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raifq  yp  fuch  a  ftorqfi. 
That  morcal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tranio^  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move. 
And  with  her  breath  (he  did  perfume  the  air  ; 
Sacred  and  fwcct  was  all  I  faw  Uk  her.  *^'^— 

7ra.  Nay«  thea  *tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance : 
I  pray,  awjike,  Sir;  if  yoalove  the  maid^ 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  t*  atchieve  her.  Thus  k  ftands ; 
Her  eldeft  Siftpr  is  fo  curft  and  fhrcwd. 
That  till  the  Father  rids  his  Hands  of  her. 
Matter,  your  Love  mutt  live  x  Maid  at  home  $ 
And  therefore  hs^  he  cloibly:  mewUi  iler  up, 
Becaufe  flie  fhall  not  be  annoy^i  with  fuitofs. 

Luc.  Ah,  TrMto^  what^  cruel  Father's  he! 
But  art  thou  ootadvis'd^  he  toojc  (bniecare 
To  get; her  cunning  fchool-mafters.  to*  inftrua  her? 

3ni.  Ay,  marry,  ^m  I,  Sir  }  and  now  ^tk  plotted. 

Luq.  I  h^yeit,  Tramo. 

7ra,  Matter,  foe  my  band, 
Both  our  mveolioQs  meet  and  jqnip  in  one. 

Jjuc.  Tell  me  thine  firtt:. 

Tra.  You  will,  be  fchool-mafter. 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid: 
That's  your  device. 

Luc^  It  is :  may  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  J^Qt.pDffibJc :  for  who  fliall  bear  your  part. 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vm^ntioh  fon. 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit  his, country  men,  and  banquet  them? 

Luc.  Bajia\  —  content  theei  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe. 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguifh'd  by  our  faces. 
For  man  or  matter:  then  it  follows  thus. 
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Thou  (halt  be  mftft^,  TrOiio^  in  my  ftead ; 
KLeep  houfe,  and  port,  and  Jfervanis,  as  I  ihouid. 
I  will  fon^  other  be»  fome  Fkrtniine^ 
Some  Neapolitan^  or  oieiner  m^  of  Pifa^ 
*Tis  hatched,  and  (hall  be  fi) ;  Tranioj  at  once 
Uncafe  thee :  take  my  coioiir'd  hat^nd  cloak. 
When  BiondeUo  comes,  he  waits  On  thee  j 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  tongue, 

Tra.  So  had  you  need,  [tkey  exchange  babits. 

In  brief,  good  Sir,  fich  it  your  pleafure  is. 

And  I  im  tied  to  be  ob^ient, 

(For  fo  yoqr  Father  charged  me  at  our  parting  5 

3e  fcrviceable  to  my  Son,  quoth  he,) 

Altho*,  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fen(c  j 

I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio^ 

Becaufe  b  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranioy  befo;  becaufe  X.»r^//<7  loves  ^ 

And  let  me  be  a  flaye  t*  atchieve  that  Maid,  ^ 

Whole  fuddcn  fight  hath  thralPd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  BiondeUo. 

Here  comas  the  rogue.  Sirrah,  where  have  ybu  been  ? 

Bion.  Where  have  I  been  ?  nay^  how  now,  where 
are  you  ?  mafter,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  (toll'n  your 
cloaths,  or  you  ftoirn  his,  or  both  ?  pray,  what's  the 
news  ? 

Luc.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  *cis  no  time  to  jeft  5 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  Mk^vi  Tranio  here,  to  lave  my  lifp. 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  countenance  pn. 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  alhore, 
I  killed  a  man,  and,  fear,  I  am  cefcry'd : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes ; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life. 
You  underftand  me? 

Bion.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit.  - 

D  d  4  Lu€. 
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Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Cranio  in  your  mouth  ; 
Tranio  is  changed  into  Lucentia. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him:  *  Would,  I  were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next 
wi(h  after;  that  Lucenti9j  indeed,  had  Bapf^a*s 
youngeft  Daughter.  But,  firrah,  not  for  my  lake, 
but  your  matter's,  I  advife  you,  ufe  your  manners 
difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  companies :  when  I  am  alone, 
why,  then  I  am  Tnmio  i  but  in  all  places  ellc,  your 
matter  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranic^  let's  go:  one  thing  more  rcfts,  that 
thy  felf  execute,  to  make  one  among  thefe  wooen  i 
if  thou  ask  me  why,  fuffipetb,  my  reafons  are  both 
good  and  weighty.  [Exeunf. 

SCENE         V. 

Btfore  Hortenfio'j  Hou/e  in  Padua, 

Enfcr  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 

JP^A \TEr091a9  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

V      To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  i  but  of  all 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Herienfio\  and,  I  trow,  this  is  the  hoyfe; 
Here,  firrah,  Grumio^  knock,  I  (ay, 

Gra.  Knock,  Sir?  whom  ihould  I  knock  .^.  is  there 
any  man^  has  rebus'd  your  worfhip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  Ibundly, 

Gru.  Knock  you  here.  Sir  ?  why.  Sir,  what  am  I, 
Sir, 
That  I  Ihould  knock  you  here.  Sir  ? 

Pef.  Villain,  I  iay,  knock  me  at  this  gate. 
And  rap  me  well ;  or  Til  knock  your  knave's  pate, 

Gru.  My  matter  is  grown  quarrelfome;  I  ihould 
knock  you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pet. 
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VeU  Will  it  not  be? 
Faith,  firrah,  an  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it, 
1*11  try  how  you  can  &/,  ¥a^  and  fing  it. 

\H€  wings  bim  iy  the  iors. 

Gru.  Help,  matters,  help ;  my  mafter  is  mad. 

Fet,  Now  knock^  when  I  bid  you:  Sirrah!  Villainl 

Enter  Horteniio. 

Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  my  old  friend; 
Grumio^  and  my  good  friend  Petrucbh!  how  do  you. 
all  at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Sigoior  Hortefffio^  come  jrou  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutto  il  Core  ben  trovato,  may  1 6y. 

Hor.  jiila  nofira  Cafa  ben  vemtOy  nuito  bonorai0 
Signer  mio  Petruchio. 
Rife,  Grumio^  rife ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  leges  in  LAtine. 
If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fervtce, 
look  you,  Sir :  he  bid  me  knock  htm,  and  rapi  him 
foundly.  Sir.  Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his 
mafter  fo^  being,  perhaps^  for  aught  I  fee,  two  and 
thirty,  a  pip  out  ? 

Whom,  would  to  God,  I  had  well  knock'd  at  firft,     > 
Then  had  not  Grumio  conje  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenfelefs  villain !  —  Good  Hortenfto. 
I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ?  O  heav'ns !  fpake  you  not 
thcfe  words  plain  ?  firrah,  knock  me  here,  rap  me 
here,  knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  :  and 
come  you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate? 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio^  patience;  I  am  Grumio^s  pledge: 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you. 
Your  ancient,  trufty,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio ; 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona? 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Such  wind  as  icaciers  young  men  through  the 
world, 
To feek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home; 
*  Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  a  mew. 
Signior  H^tei^^  thus  it  ftands  with  me, 
jintmo  my  Father  is  deceased; 
And  I  have  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 
Happly  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  beft  1  may : 
CrowAS  in  my  parfe  I  have,  and  good$  at  home. 
And  fe  ^m  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hot.  Petrucbioy  (hall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee. 
And  wifh  thee  to  a  ihrewd  ill-fiivoar'd  wife? 
Thou'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel^ 
And  y€^  Ttf  pronulc  thee,  flie  fliall  be  rich. 
And  very  rich :  but  thouVt  too  much  my  friend^ 
And  Pll  not  wifli  thee  to  hen 
.  Pn.  Signior  Hcri0^$j  *twiict  ilrch  friends  as  us 
Few  words  iuffice;  and  therefore  if  you  know 
One  ri^h  enough  to  be  Pefrucbia*s  wife  > 
(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance)' 
^•Be  ihe  as  foul  as  was  Fknntius*  love. 
As  old  as  Sibylj  and  as  curft  and  fhrewd 
As  ibcrauf  Xantippe^  or  a  worfc. 
She  moves  me  not;  or  not  removes^  at  lead:, 

3  Where  fmall  expe  flench  grows  hut  ma  Fiw.]    This  non- 
fenfe  ihould  be  read  thus, 

Where  fmall  experience  gro^s  hut  in  a  mew, 
I.  e»  a  confinement  at  home.    And  the  meaning  is  that  no  im- 
provement is  to  be  exped^ed  of  thofe  wKo  never  look  oat  of  doors. 
Fairfax  fays  of  Clarikdti, 

Her  lofty  hand  woould  of  it  felf  refufe 
To  touch  the  dainty  needle  or  nice  thready  ' 
She  hated  chambers f  clofets,  fecret  mews, 
And  in  broad  fields  prefers'' d  her  maidenhead. 

4  Be  fie  as  foul  as  w/?/ Florentius'  love,"]  This  I  fuppofe  re- 
lates to  a  circamllance  ia  fome  Italian  novel,  and  fhodd  be  reid, 
Florentio'$. 

AffeSion 
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.^  AfFe&ion  fieg'd  in.€mii.    Were  fiifi  as  rougli 
As  are  the  fwelling  Airp$thk  Seas,. 
I  come  CO  wive  it  weallbily  ixiFadtui: 
If  wealthily,  then  happily,  in  Psdua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you.  Sir,  he  cells  yoo  flatly  what 
his  mind  is :  why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  maiYy 
him  to  a  puppet,  or  ant  ^  aglet-baby,  or  an  old  Trot 
with  ne'er  a  tQQ(h  in  her  head,  tho^  ihe  have  as  many 
difeafes  as  two  and  fifty  horfes;  why,  nothing  comea- 
ami6,  fo  mony  comes  withal. 

Hot.  Petrucbip^  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  &r  in; 
I  will  continue  That  I  favoach'd  in  jeft«  -   - 

I  can,  PiirucbiOy  help  thee  to  a  wife  ... 

"With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous  ;• 
Brought  up,  a&  heft  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  tauU,  and  that  is  £siult  enough, 
Is,  that  ihe  is  intolerably  curft  \ 
And  (hrewd,  and  forward,  fo  beyond  9U  meafure, 
That,  were  my  ftatc  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  gold. 

Pet.  Hortenfio^^  peaces  thou know'ft not gpld^»effedi^ 
Tell  me  her  Fathcr^s  name,  and  'cis  enough : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho*  ihe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  Autumn  crack* 

Hor.  Her  Father  is  Baptifia  Mmola^ 

5  AfftQiofCt  UDGB  in  m£.]  This  man  is  a  flrange  talker.  Hf  • 
tells  you  he  wants  money  only.  And,  as  to  affe&ion^  he  thinks 
fo  little  of  the  matter,  that  give  him  but  a  rich  miftrefs,  and  . 
he  will  take  her  though  incrufted  all  ovor  with  the  worft  bad  qua- 
lities of  age,  uglinefs  and  ill* manners.  Yet,  after  this,  he  ulka 
of  AffeSions  edgt  being  fo  ftrong  in  him  that  nothing  cai^  abate 
it.  Some  of  the  old  copies  indeed,  inftead  of  me  read  timt:  this 
will  direct  us  to  the  true  reading,  which  I  am  perfuaded  is  this^ 

AffeSion  sieged  in   coin, 
f .  e.  placed,  feated,  fixed.    This  makes  him  fpeak  to  the  pvr- 
pofe,  that  his  affeQion  is  all  love  of  money.    The  exprei&Qn  too 
is  proper,  as  the  metaphor  is  intirc — to  remove  affeSionjie^i 
in  coin, 

6  aglet,  the  tag  rf  a  feint.  Mr.  Pope. 

An 
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An  a&ble  and  ooutteous  Gentleman  j 
Her  name  is  Catbarina  Afiw^, 
Renown'd  in  PaJm  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  FatJicr,  tho*  1  know  not  hers 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well 
I  wm  not  Jeeft  HertOifio,  'till  I  fee  her. 
And  therefore  kt  me  \x  thus  bold  with  you 
To  give  you  over  at  diis  firft  encounter.     ' 
Unleff  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

l,ft.  nV'*^  ^°^'  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
Ms.  O*  my  word,  an  Ae  knew  him  as  well  a^.  rX 
fte  waJd  think  fcolding  would  do  litde  g<So3^  J^ 
hiin.  She  may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  fclrcknaS 
or  fo :.  why,  thaifs  nothing;  an'  he  begin  oncelS 
rail  in  his  rope-tricks.  Til  tell  you  %h^%lr  !„• 
Ae  ftand  him  but  a  little,  he  will  th^w  afi^',.'^ 
^  her  face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it,  Aa?  &M\ 

h?m'n'S,T  '^" '"^ ^"^  ''''^  **"  ^  ^'^^  yo" ^^ 

Fflftn  »If7/  u'^T^'^  ""*  go ^''^  Ace, 
tot  in  Bapt0a?%  houfe  my  Treafure  is  • 

He  hath  the  jewd  of  my  life  in  hold,  ' 
His  youngeft  Daughter,  beautiful  Bianca-, 
And  her  widi-holds  hefrom  me.  and  others  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  love  • 
&ppofing  it  a  thing  impoffible,  *    * 

OPor  thofe  deftfts  I  have  before  rehearsed,)" 
1  hat  ever  Catbarina  will  be  woo'd  • 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptifta  ta'en 

A-^/J^T  ^*"  .''*''*  ^*^*^*=^*  ""to  £W 
Till  Catbanne  the  curft  have  got  a  husband. 

t?r«.  Latbartne  the  curft  ? 
A  ntle  for  a  maid  of  all  titles  the  worftl 

And  offer  me  difguis»d  in  fober  robes  ^      ' 

To  o\d  Baptifta  as  a  fchool-mafter, 
Well  feen  in  mufick,  to  inftruft  Bianca ; 

That 
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That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  leaft, 
Have  leave  and  Icifure  to  make  love  to  her  j 
And,  unfufpcfted,  court  her  by  her  felf. 

S        C        EN        E        VL 

•    jB»/^r  Grcmio,  and  LucQntio  dijguis^ J. 

Gru.  7  Here's  no  knavery !  fee,  to  beguile  the  old 
folks,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together. 
Mafter,  look  about  you :  who  goes  there?  ha. 

Hot.  Peace,  Grumio^  'tis  the  Rival  of  my  love. 
Petruchio^  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous.  — 
Gre.  O,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you.  Sir,  I'll  have  them  very  fairly  bounds 
All  books  of  love ;  fee  That,  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  Ic^ures  to  her : 
You  underftand  me — Over  and  bcfide 
Signior  Baptific?%  liberality, 
1»U  mend  it  with  a  largefs.    Take  your  papers  too. 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd  5 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  perfume  it  felf. 
To  whom  they  go:  what  will  you  read  to  her? 

Luc.  Whatever  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  yoii, 
As  for  my  Patron,  ftand  you  fo  affured  \ 
As  firmly,  as  your  felf  were  ftill  in  place  % 
Yea,  and,  perhaps,  with  more  fuccclsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar,  Sir. 
Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is ! 
Gru.  Oh  this  woodcock,  what  an  ais  it  is !  — - 
Pet.  Peace,  Sirrah. 

Hot,  Grumio^  mum !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Gremi§. 

Gre.  And  you  are  well   met,   Signior  Hortenfio. 

Trow  you,  whither  I  am  going?  to  Baptijia  Minolai 

7  Here*!  no  kna^tety  /]  See  this  pkrafc  cxplainM  in  the  firft 
part  of  Hinry  IV. 
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I  promisM  to  enquire  oirefuDy  abouta  fehoo^n^^ 
for  the  fair  Biancai  and  by  good  fortune  I  hsf^  light- 
ed well  on  this  young  man ;  for  Learning  bshI  B^ 
haviour  fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry,  and 
other  books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hot.  'Tis  well  5  and  I  have  met  a  gendeman. 
Hath  promiskl  me  to  help  me  to  another^ 
A  fine  mufician  to  inftrud  our  miftreis  i 
So  ihall  I  no  \9  hit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  hit  Bianca^  fo  bclov'd  of  me. 

Gn.  Belov'd  of  me,* and  that  my  dded  fliall 

prove. 

Gru.  And  chat  his  bags  (hall  prove. 

Hor.  Gremioj  *tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love. 
Liften  to  me  5  and  if  you  fpcak  me  fair, 
ril  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met. 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  wooe  curd  Catharine  5 
Yea,  and  to  marry  hejr,  if  her  dowry  pleafc. 

Gfe.  So  fliid,  fo  done,  is  well  j 

Hortetifioy  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults? 

Pet.  I  know,  Ihe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  Scold  \ 
If  that  be  all,  matters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  fay  eft  me  fo,  friend?  what  Countryman? 

Pet.  Born  in  Verona^  old  Jnfoftio's  Son  ; 
My  Father's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me. 
And  1  do  hope  good  days  and  long  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh,   Sir,  fach  a  life  with  fuch  a'  wife  were 
ftrangc ; 
But  if  you  have  a  ftomach,  to*t,  o*  God's  name: 
You  (hall  have  me  aflifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  wooe  this  wild  cat? 

Pet.  Will  Hive? 

Gru.  Will  he  wooe  her?  ay,  or  Til  hang  her. 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent? 
*  Think  you,  a  iiiUe  din  can  daunt  my  ears? 

*  Have 
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*  Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 

*  Have  I  not  heard  the  fea^  puff 'd  up  with  wilidS| 
^  Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 

*  Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  field  ? 

*  And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies? 

*  Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battel  heard 

^  LiOud  larums,  neighing  deeds,  and  trumpets  clangue? 

*  And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 

*  *  That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  th*  ear^ 
«  As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farn^er's  fire?* 

Tulh,  tulh,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none.  — — 

Gre.  Hartenfto^  hark: 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arrived, 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  ours. 

Hot.  I  promised,  we  would  be  contributors ; 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfoe'er. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would,  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

SCENE        VII. 

fo  them  Tranio  bravely  appareWd^  and  Bbndello. 

T'ra.  Gentlemen,  God  lave  you.  If  I  may  be  bold, 
tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readied  way  to 
the  houfe  of  Signior  Baptifta  Minola? 

Eton.  He,  that  has  the  two  fair  Daughters?.  is*t  he 
you  mean  ? 

fra.  Even  he,  Biondello. 

Gre.  Hark  you.  Sir,  you  mean  not  her,  to-  ; 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her  ^  what  have  you  to  do  ? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  Sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

STr^.  I  love  no  chidcrs.  Sir :  BkndellQ^  let's  away. 

8  That^i^es  n§t  half  fo  grea^  a  hl<nfi  /^  hear,]  This  aok- 
ward  phraie  could. never  come  from  Sbakejpear.  He  wrote,  with- 
out qucftion,  ^ 

— yS  great  a  hhift  to  tm'  ear. 

Imc. 
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Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Heir.  Sir,  a  word,  ere  you  go: 
Are  you  a  fuicor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no? 

TrA.  An  if  I  be.  Sir,  is  it  any  offence? 

Gre.  No;  if  without  niore  words  you  will  get  you 
hence. 

tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftrccu  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  fhe. 

Tra.  For  what  reafbn,  I  bcfeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  thisreafpn,  if  you'll  know; 
That  (he's  the  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hot.  That  (he's  the  chofen  ot  Signior  HortenJi9. 

Tra.  Softly,  my  matters ;  if  you  be  gentlemen^ 
Do  me  this  Right;  hear  me  with  patience« 
Baptifta  is  ^  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  Father  is  not  ail  unknown ; 
And,  were  his  Daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Udcfs  Daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers  ; 
Then  well  One  more  may  fair  Bianca  have. 
And  fo  (he  (halL     Lucetaio  (hall  make  one, 
Tho*  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  Gentfeman  will  out-talk  us  all  J 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head ;  1  know,  he*]l  prove  a 
jade. 

Pet.  Hortenfio^  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words? 

Hot.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  ask  you. 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifta^^  Daughter? 

7r^.  No,  Sir;  but  hear  1  do  that  he  hath  two :  j 

The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue,  j 

As  the  other  is  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firft's  for  me;  let  her  goby. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  Jabour  to  great  He^^cMkii 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Akides*  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  undcrftanti  you  this  of  me,  infooth : 
The  youngefl  Daughter,  whom  you  hark^en  for, 

Her 
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Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefi  of  fuitors. 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man. 
Until  the  eldeft  Sifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  youngpr  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo,  Sir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Muft  ftecd  us  all,  and  me  among  the  reft  j 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accels;  whofe  hap  fliall  be  to  have  her. 
Will  not  fo  gracelcls  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

JfJor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive: 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor. 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Ira.  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  flack ;  in  fign  whereof^ 
'Pleafcyc,  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon. 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs'  healthy 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law. 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru  Bion.  O  excellent  motion!  fellows,  let's  begone. 
Hor.  The  morion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  lb, 
Pelrucbio^  I  Ihallbeyour  benvenuto.'  [Exeunt, 

[The  Prefenters,  above,  fpeak  hcxe. 
I  Man.  My  Lord^you  nod -^  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 
Sly.  Tea^  by  St.  Ann,  do  I:  a  good  matter^  furely  i 
comes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 
l.ady.  My  Lordy  Uis  but  begun. 
Sly.  "tis  a  very  excellent pece  ofwork^  Madam  Lady. 
*fFouldy  Uwere  done  ! 

9  Phafg  yiy  ive  may  contrive  this  afurnQ$n,1  Mr.  fhnbald 
asks  nuhattbey  'were  to  cQntr'fueT.  and  then  fays,  a  fooiijb  cor^ 
ruption  fojfeffes  the  flace^  and  fo  alters  it  to  con*ui^e  j  in  which 
he  is  followed,  as  he  pi«tty  conftantly  is,  when  wrong,  by  the 
Oxford  Editor.  Bui  the  common  reading  is  right,  and  the  Critic 
was  only  ignorant  of  the  meaning  of  it.  Contrive  docs  not.  fig- 
nify  here  to  projeff,  but  lo/pend  and  ^iur  out.  As  in  this  paffagc 
of  Spen/er, 

Thee  agesfucb  as  mortal  men  co  nt  n  v b , 

Fairy  Queen,  Book  xi.  Chap.  9. 

Vol,  II.  E  c  ACT 
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ACT  U.   SCENE  L 
Baptifta's    HOUSE    in    Padua. 

t 

E?$ier  Catharina  and  Bianca. 

Bl  ANCA^ 

GOOD.  Sifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  your 
felf, 
To  inake  a  bond-maid  and  a  (lave  of  me ; 
That  I  difdain  j  but  for  thefe  other  (a)  Gawds, 
Unbind  my  hands,  Vll  pull  them  off  my  felf  5 
Yca^  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat, 
Or^  what  you  will  command  me,  will  1  do  5 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Caib.  Of  all  thy  Suitors  here,  I  charge  thee,  tcU 
Whom  thou  lov*ft  beft :  fee,  thou  diflemble  not. 

£ian.  Believe  me.  Sifter,  of  all  men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face. 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Catb.  Minion,  thou  lieft ;  ls*t  not  Horienfio? 

Bian.  If  you  affed:  him,  fifter,  here  I  fwear, 
I'll  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  Ihall  have  him. 

Catb,  Oh,  then,  belike,  you  fancy  riches  mores 
You  will  have  Gremio^  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  fo  envy  me  ? 
Nay,  then  youjeft;  and  now,  I  well  perceive. 
You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while; 
I  pr^ythee,  fifter  Kate^  untie  my  hands. 

Catb.  If  That  be  jeft,   then  all  the  refl:  was  fo. 

[Strikes  ber. 

IfaJ  Gawds.  Mx.neobaid'^V\x\g, goods, "l 

Enter 
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Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now^  dacne,  whehce  grows  this 
infolence? 
Bianca^  ftandafide}  poorgir,  (he .weeps; 
Go  ply  thy  needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  Ihame,  thou  hilding  of  adevilifh  fpirit. 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne*er  wrong  thiCe  ? 
When  did  (he  crols  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Catb.  Her  (ilence  flouts  me;  and  V\\  be  revengM. 

[Flies  after  Bianca. 

Ba^.  What,  in  my  fight  ?  Bianca^  get  thee  in.    ^ 

[£^i/  Bianca; 

Cath.  Will  you  not  fufFer  me  ?  nay,  now  I  fee. 
She  is  your  treafare ;  Ihe  muft  have  a  husband  1 
I  muft  dance  bare- foot  on  her  wedding-day. 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell : 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
'Till- 1  can  find  occafion  of  revenge.       {Exit  Gath^ 

Bap.  Was  ever  gentleman  ehus  grieved,  as  I  ? 
But  who  comes  here? 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man  % 

Petruchio  with  Hortenfio,  like  a  mujLidn  •,  Tranio 

and  Biondello  bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Gre.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptifta. « 

Bap.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gremio :  Ggd  lave 
you,  gentlemen. 

pet.  And  you,  good  Sir ;  pray,  have  you  not  « 
daughter  call'd  Catbarina^  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Catharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt  j  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremioy  give  me  leave. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona^  Sir, 
That,  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit, 
Her  afi^iliey  and  baihful  modefty, 

Ec  2  Her 
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Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour^ 
Am  bold  to  fhew  myfelf  a  forward  gueft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witnefs 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

[Prefenting  VLor. 
I  do  prelent  you  with  a  man  of  mine, 
Cunning  in  mufick,  and  the  mathematicks. 
To  inftruft  her  fully  in  tbofe  fciences. 
Whereof,  I  know,  (he  is  not  ignorant: 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong. 
His  name  is  Lido^  born  in  Mantua. 
Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good 
fake. 
But  for  my  daughter  Catharine^  this  I  know. 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  grief. 

Pet,  I  fee,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her; 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  find. 
"Whence  are  you.  Sir?  what  may  1  call  your  name? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,  Antonioh  fon, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 
Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his 

fake.  ' 
Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio^  I  pray,  let  us, 
that  are  poor  petitioners,  fpeak  too.    'Baccalare  /— — 
you  are  marvellous  forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremioy  I  would 
fain  be  doing. 

Gre.  *  I  doubt  it  not.  Sir,  but  you  will  curfe  your 
iwooing.— Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I 

am 

1  Baccare,  you  are  mamfeliousfor^ward.']  Wc  mull  itad,  JJar- 
calare ;  by  which  the  Italiam  m^an,  thou  arrogant,  prefumptu- 
om  man!  the  word  is  ufed  fcornfall/y  upon  any  one  that  would 
afiume  a  port  of  grandeur. 

2  /  doubt  U  notf  Sir,  h^t  you  ^»ill  curfiymr  wooing  Miigh* 
bourt.   Tiis  h  a  gift}  Tiiis  nonfcnfQ  may  be  if ftified  By  only 

poitttug 
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am  fure  of  it.  To  eai^reis  the  like  kindnels  myfelf, 
that  have  been  more  kindly  beholden  to  you  than  any, 
free  leave  give  to  this  young  fcholar,  that  hath  been 
long  ftudying  at  iJ^iwJ,  iPrefintingljicJ]  as  cunning 
in  Greekj  Laiin^  and  other  languages,  as  the  other  in 
mufick  and  mathematicks  >  his  name  is  Camlno ;  pray, 
accept  his  fervice. 

Bap.  A  thouland  thanks,  Signior  Gremo:  wel- 
come, good  Cambio.  But,  ^tle  Sir,  methinks, 
you  walk  like  a  ftranger;  [7(?  Tranio.]  may  I  be  fo 
bold  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  coming  ? 

^ra.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  the  boldncfe  is  mine  own, 
That,  being  a  ftranger  in  this  City  here. 
Do  make  my  fclf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter. 
Unto  Bianca^  fair  and  virtuous  r 
Nor  is  your  firm  rcfolve  unknown  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  fitter. 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  rcquctt ; 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo. 
And  free  accefe  and  favour  as  the  reft. 
And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument. 
And  this  fmall  packet  of  Greek  and  LeUin  books. 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great, 

[They  greet  privaiify. 
Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name?  of  whence  I  pray? 
Tra.  Of  Pifay  Sir,  fon  to  Vimentio. 
Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pifa\  by  Report 
I  know  him  well ;  you  are  very  welcome.  Sir. 
Take  You  the  lute,  and  You  the  Set  of  books, 

\To  Hortcnfio  and  Luccntio. 
You  iball  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within! 

pointing  it  thus,  I  doubt  it  not  ^  Sir^  hut  you  <wiU  curfe  your  nuooing^ 
Neighbour,  this  is  a  gifty  &c.  addreffing  himfelf  to  Baftifia. 

E  e  3  Enter 
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M^fHer  a  Servaut. 

Sirrah,  lead  thcfe  gentlemen 

To  my  two  daughters  \  and  (hen  teU  them  Both, 

Thcfe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  welK 

[Exii  Sirv.  with  Hprtcnfio  and  Lucencio. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard. 
And  then  to  dinner.     You  arc  paffing  welcome. 
And  fo,  I  pray  you  all,  to  think  your  fclves. 

Pet.  Signior  Bapijia^  my  bufincfs  asketh  hafte. 
And  every  day  I  cannot  cojne  to  woo. 
You  knew  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Lef?  fokly  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods. 
Which  I  have  bettered,  rather  than  decreas'ti  5 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughter's  love. 
What  dowry  (hall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands: 
And,  in  pofleilion,  twenty  thou&nd  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  PU  affure  her  of 
Her  widowhood,  be  it  that  Ihe  furvive  me. 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever ; 
Let  fpecialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us. 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  Ipecial  thing  is  well  obtained, 
That  is,  her  love;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why,  that  is  nothing;  for  I  tell  you,  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  (he  proud -minded. 
And  where  two  raging  fires  rheet  together. 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  fee^s  their  fory : 
Tho*  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind. 
Yet  extream  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  (he  yields  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'ft  thou  woo,   and  happy  be  thy 
fpeed ! 
Bat  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  mountains  are  for  winds: 
That  (hake  not,  tho'  they  blow  perpetually. 

SCENE 
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S     C     EN     E       III. 

Enter  Horteftfio  mtb  bis  bead  broke. 

Bap.  How  nowj  my  friend^  why  doft  thou  look 
fo  pale  ? 

Hor.  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  mu- 
fician  ? 

Hor.  I  think,  flie'U  fooner  prove  afoldier; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.  Why,  then  thou  canft  not  break  her  to  the  lute? 

Hor.  Why,  no ;  for  (he  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her  Ihe  miftook  her  frets. 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When,  with  a  meft  impatient  devilifla  fpirit,  , 
Frets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  (he :  I'll  fume  with  them : 
And  with  that  word  fee  (truck  me  on  the  head. 
And  through  the  ifillrument  my  Fate  made  way. 
And  there  I  (hx)d  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  piltory,  looking  through  th^  lute ;. 
While  (he  did  call  me  ra(Cal,  fidler, 
And  twangling  Jaek^  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 
As  (he  had  (tudied  to  mifufe  noe  fo. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  wench ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e*er  1  did  ; 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  have  (bme  chat  with  her  I 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfitcd, ' 
Proceed  in  pradlice  with  my  younger  daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns; 
Signior  Petrucbio^  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 
Pet.  I  pray  you,  do.     I  will  attend  her  here, 

[Exit  Bap.  witb  Grem.  Horten.  and  Tranio. 
And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  (he  comes. 
Say,  that  (he  rail ;  why,  then  1*11  tell  her  plain. 
She  (ings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale  : 

E  e  4  Say, 
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Say,  that  (he  frowns^;  PU  lay,  (he  looks  as  dear 

As  morning  rofes  newly  wafli'd  with  dew; 

Say,  (he  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word  ; 

Then  Til  commend  her  volubility ; 

And  fay,  (he  uttereth  piercing  eloquence : 

If  (he  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks. 

As  tho*  (he  bid  me  (fay  by  her  a  week  5 

If  (he  deny  to  wed,  Til  crave  the  day 

When  I  (hall  ask  the  banes,  and  when  be  married? 

But  here  (he  comes,  and  now,  Petrucbto^  fpeak. 

S      C   E   N    E    ,IV. 

Enter  Catharina. 
Good  morrow,  J&/e;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 
Caib.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  (bmething  bard 
of  hearing. 
They  call  me  Catharine^  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie,  in  faith,    for  you  are  call'd  plain 
Kate. 
And  bonny  Kate^  and  fometimes  Kaie  thecurft : 
But  Kate^  the  pretcieft  KaU  in  chriftendom, 
Kate  of  Kate-kallj  my  fuper-dainty  Kate  ; 
(For  dainties  are  all  Cotes)  and  therefore  Kate  % 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation ! 
Jlearing  thy  mildnels  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  ft)  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs : 
My  felf  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 
Catb.  Mov'd  ?  in  good  time ;  let  him  that  mov*d 
you  hither, 
Remove  you  hence;  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable? 

Catb.  Ajoin'd-ftool. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it;  come,  fit  on  me. 

Catb.  Atks  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pit. 
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'Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  yoa. 
Catb.  No  &ch  jade.  Sir,  a&  you  i  if  me  you  mean. 
Pet.  Alas,  gpod  Kate^  I  will  not  burthen  thee; 
For  knowii^  mee  to  be  but  young  and  light—-*-- 

dtb.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fbould  be. 
Pet.  Shouldi^;—-—— mould  &«.— 
Caib.  Well  ta*en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 
Pet.  Oh,  flow-wing'd  turde,  Ihall  a  buzzard  take 

thee? 
Catb.  Ay,  for  a  turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
Pit.  Come,  come,  you  wafp^  i'fiuth,  you  are  too 

angry* 
Catb.  If  I  be  wafpilh,  'beft  beware  my  fting. 
Pet.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
Cafb.  Ah,  if  the  fool  could  find  it,  where  it  lies. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not,  where  a  wsdp  doth  wear  hk 
fting? 

In  his  tail. 

Catb.  In  his  tongue. 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue? 

Catb.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails ;  and  lb  fareweL 
Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail?  nay, 
come  again. 
Good  Kaie^  I  am  a  gendeman. 

Caib.  That  Pil  try.  [Sbeftrikes  bim. 

Pet.  I  fwear.  Til  cuff*  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 
Catb.  So  may  you  loie  your  arms. 
If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman ; 
Andif  no  gentleman,  why  then,  no  arms. 

Pet.  A  htnld^  Kate  P  oh,  put  me  in  thy  books* 
Cdtb.  What  is  your  crcft,  a  coxcomb  ? 
Pet.  A  comblcls  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 
Catb.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a 

craven. 
P//.  Nay,  come,  Kate*^  come,  you  muft  not  look 
fo  fowcr. 

Catb. 
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Catb.  It  19  fiiy  fafhlon  when  I  fee  a  crab. 
Pa.  Why,  hcre*s  ito  crab,  and  therefore  look  »t 
(b  fewer: 

Cathr  There  is,  there  is. 

PeL>  Then^  fliew  ic  me. 

Catb.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  ydu  mean  my  face? 

Catb.  WcU  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one.— 

IPit.  Now,  by  St.  George^  1  am  too  young  for  you. 

Catb.  Yet  you  are  withcr*d. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  Cares. 

Catb.  I  care  not.    e 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you,   Katey  in  footh  you  'fcapc 
"  not  fo.     ' 

Catb.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry ;  let  me  go. 

Ptt.  No,  not  a  whit;  I  find  you  paffing  gentle: 
*Twfls  told  me,  you   were  rough,  and  coy,   arid 

fullen. 
And  now  1  find  Report  a  very  liar ;   ' 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefom,  paffing  courteous. 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fwcct  as  fpring-time  flowers. 
Thou  canft  not  frown,  thou  canft  not  look  afcance. 
Nor 'bite  the  lip,  .as  angry  wenches  witt. 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  m  talk : 
But  thou  with  niildnefs  entcrtain*ft  thy  wooei-s. 
With  gentle  conPrence,  foft  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
Oh  fland*rous  world !  Kate  like  the  hazle-twig. 
Is  ftraight  jfnd  flender ;  and  as  brown  in  hoe 
As  hazle-nuts,  and  fwccter  than  the  kernek. 
Oj  let  me  fee  thee  walk:  thou  dott  not  hak. 

Catb.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Bian  fo  become  a  grove. 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gaite? 
P,  be  thou  Diafiy  and  let  her  be  Katey 
And  Aen  XttKate  be  chaft,  and  Dian  fportful!-*— 

Catb.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech  ? 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Itisi  i^iimpere^  from  my  mother- wit. 
dtb.   A  witty  mother,  witlcfe  dfe  her  fon. 
Pet.   Am  I  not  wife? 
Catb.  Yes;  keep  you  warm. 
Pet.  Why,   fo  I  mean,  fwcet  Catharine^    in  thy 
bed : 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plain  terms :  your  father  hath  confcntcd. 
That  you  Ihall  be  my  wife ;  your  dow'ry  'greed  ons 
And,    will  you,  fiill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kaie^  I  am  a  husband  for  your  turn. 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  I  (es  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beauty,  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well;) 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 
For  I  am  he,  am  born  to  tame  you,  Katey 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kaie^     . 
Conformable  as  other  houlhold  Kates  \ 
Here  comes  your  father,  never  make  denial, 
I  muft  and  will  have  Catharine  to  my  Wife. 

S        C        E        N        E         V. 

.   Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio,  and  Tranb« 

Bap.  Now,  fignior  Petrucbio^  how  fpeed  you  with 
my  daughter  ? 

Pet.  How  but  well,  Sir?  how  but  well? 
It  were  impoffible,  I  (hould   fpeed  amifs. 

Bap^  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Catharine^  in  your 
dumps  ? 

Catb.  Call  you  me  daughter?  now,  I  promift  you. 
You've  ftiewM  a  tender  fatherly  regard. 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatick  5 
A  madcap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack^ 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  *tis  thus ;  yourfelf  and  all  the  World, 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  5 
If  fl^e  be  curft,  it  is  for  policy. 

For 
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For  ih^s  not  froward,  but  modefl:  as  the  do^e : 
She  is  not  hot^  but  temperate  as  the  morn ; 
For  patience,  fhe  will  prove  a  fecond  Grijfd^ 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity. 
And  to  conclude,  we've  Agreed  fo  well  tc^her^ 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 

Cath.  ril  fee  thee  hang*d  orj  Sunday  firft. 

Gre.  Hark:   Petrucbio!  (he  fays,   fhc*ll  fee   thee 
hang*d  firft. 

Tftf.  Is  this  your fpeeding?  nay,  then,  goodnight, 
our  part ! 

Pet.  Be  patient.  Sirs,  I  chufe  her  for  my  felf ; 
If  fhe  and  1  be  pleased,  what's  that  to  you? 
'Tis  bargained  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone. 
That  fhe  iball  (till  be  curfl  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  fhe  loves  me ;  oh,  the  kindeft  Kate  f — 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifs  on  klis 
She  vy'd  {o  faf)*,  protefting  oath  on  oath. 
That  in  a  twink  fhe  won  me  to  her  love. 
Oh,  you  are  novices ;  'tis  a  world  to  fee. 
How  tame  (when  men  and  women  are  alone) 
A  meacodc  wretch  can  make  the  curflefl  fhrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate^  I  will  unto  Venice^ 
To  buy  apparel  'gainfl  the  wedding-day; 
Father,  provide  the  fcafl,  and  bid  the  guefts  5 
I  will  be  fure,  my  Catharine  fhall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know   not  what  to  fay,   but  give  your 
hands ; 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petrucbio!  'tis  a  match, 

Gre.  ^ra.  Amen,  fay  we ;  we  will  be  witncfles. 

Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu j 
I  will  to  Fenicej  Sunday  comes  apace. 
We  will  have  rings  and  things,  and  fine  array; 
And  kifs  me,  Kate^  we  will  be  married  o'  Sunday. 
[Exeunt  Petrucbio,  and  Czxbzxintfeveralfy. 

SCENE 
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Gre.  Was  cv«-  match  chpt  up  fo  liiddenly  ? 
Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  play  a  merchant's  par^ 
And  venture  madly  on  a  delperate  marc. 

Tra.  *Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you; 
•Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  pcrifh  on  the  Seas. 
Bap.  The  gain  I  feek  is  quiet  in  the  match. 
Gre^  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  ouiet  catch : 
But  now,  Baptijla^  to  your  younepr  daughter : 
Now  is  die  day  we  long  have  looked  for : 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  liiitor  firft. 

7r^»  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witnefii,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefi. 
Gre.  Younding!  thou  can'ft  not  love  fo  dear  as  I. 
Tra.  Grey-beard !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 
Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  (land  back;  'tis  age  that  nourifheth. 
Tra.  But  youth,  in  ladies*  eyes  that  flouriiheth. 
Bap.  Content  you,  Gendemen,  I  will  compound 
thisftrife; 
•Tis  deeds  muft  win  the  prize;  and  he,  of  Both, 
That  can  affure  my  daughter  greatcft  dower. 
Shall  have  Bianca'^  love.— — 
Say,  Signior  Gremio^  what  can  you  affure  her? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 
Is  richly  fofniflied  with  plate  and  gold, 
Baibns  and  ewers  to  lave  her  dauity  hands : 
My  hanginm  all  of  Syrian  tapeftry  -, 
In  ivory  o^brs  I  have  ftuft  my  crowns; 
In  cyprefichefts  my  arras,  counterpanes, 
Coftly  apparel,  tents  and  canopies. 
Fine  linnen,  STariby  cuQiions  bofs'd  with  pearl ; 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work ; 
Pewter  and  brafi,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  orhoufe-kecping:  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  milch»kine  to  the  pail, 

Six- 
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Sixfcore  fat  oxen  {landing  in  my  ftalls  j 
And  ail  things  anfwerabJe  to  this  portion. 
My  felf  am  Itruck  in  years,  I  mull  confefi^ 
And  if  I  die  to  morrow,  this  is  hers ; 
If,  whilft  I  live,  fhe  will  be  only  minc» 

Sfr^.  That  only  came  well  in — Sir,  lift  to  mc  % 
I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  Ton ; 
If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
I'll  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good. 
Within  rich  Pifit  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua  y 
Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year 
Of  fruitful  land ;  all  which  fhall  be  her  jointure. 
What,  have  1  pinch'd  you,  Signior  Gremio  ? 

^  Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land ! 
My  land  amounts  but  to  (b  much  in  all : 
That  flie  Ihall  have,  befides  an  Argofie 
That  now  is  lying  in  MarfeiUes^s  road. 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Argofie  f 

Tra.  Gremio^  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  na  leis 
Than  three  great  Argofies^  befides  two  galliafles 
And  twelve  tight  gallics;  chefe  I  will  affure  her. 
And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  ofFcr'ft  next. 

3  Gre.  ^i»o  thoufand  ducats  hy  theytear  of  land! 
My  land  amounts  not  to  fi  much  in  all: 

That fi}e  fhall  ha'oe^  and ] 

Tho'  all  the  copies  concur  'in  this  reading,  furely,  if  we  examine 
the  reafoningy  fomething  will  be  found  wrong.  Gremio  is  fbrded 
at  the  high  fettlement  Cranio  propofes ;  fays,  his  whole  ellate  in 
land  can't  match  it,  yet  he'll  fettle  fo  much  a  year  upon  her,  ^c. 
This  is  playing  at  crofs  purpofes.  The  change  of  the  negative  in 
the  fecond  line  falves  the  abfurdity,  and  fets  the  paffage  right. 
Gremio  and  Cranio  are  vyeing  in  their  offers  to  carry  Branca: 
The  latter  boldly  propoies  to  fettle  land  to  the  amount  of  two 
thoufand  ducats  per  annum*  My  whole  eflate,  fays  the  other,  in 
land,  amounts  but  to  that  value;  yet  fhe  fhall  have  tbati  I'll 
endow  her  with  the  tvhole;  and  confign  a  rich  vefTel  to  her  ufe, 
over  and  above.  Thus  all  is  intelljgible,  and  he  goes  on  to  out* 
bid  his  rival. 
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Gre.  Nay,  I  have  cfFer'd  all;  I  have  no  morej    * 
And  (he  can  have  no  more  dian.all  I  have^ 
If  you  like  me»  (he  fhall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why,  then  ihe  maid  is  mine  from  all:  (He 
world,  ,  > 

By  your  firm  promife;  Gremio  is  out- vied. 

Bap,.  I  muft  confefs,  your  oflSbr  is  the  bcftj 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  aflurancc,  - 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me: 
If  you  (hould  die  before  him,  whereas  herdowet? 

ira.  That's  but  a  cavil  5  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die,  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  Well,  gentlemen,  thenlam  thus  rcfolv^d: 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know. 
My  daughter  Catharine  is  to  be  married ! 
Now.  on  the  i9w^^  following  fhaU  .fi/^ixre:^    . 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  aifurance  \ 
If  not,  to  Signior  Gremio : 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.    [Exif, 

Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour. — Now  1  fear  thea 
not: 
Sirrah,  young  gameftcr,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all ;  and  in  hb  waining  age 
Set  foot  under  thy  table:  tut!  a  toy! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.        [ExiS^ 

7ra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withcr'd  hide! 
♦  Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten : 
'Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mafter  good : 

4  Tet  I  han)e  fac"  d  it  'with  a  card  of  ten:]  That  is,  with  the 
higheft  card,  in  the  old  fimple  games  of  oar  anceftors.  So  thx: 
this  became  a  proverbial  exprefTion.    So  Skelton^ 

Fyrfte  fycke  a  quarrel^  and  fall  out  with  him>  thin^ 
Andfo  outface  him  njoitb  a  card  of  ten. 

And  Ben  Johnfon  in  his  S^ad  Shepherd, 

" a  Hart  of  ten 

/  trotv  he  be, 

i.  e.  an  extraordinary  good  one. 
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I  ice  no  reaioD,  but  fapposM  Duentio 

May  gpt  a  father,  calPd,  fuppos'd  Fincenih  ^ 

And  tha^s  a  wonder:  fathers  commonly   . 

Do  get  their  children;  but,  in  this  cafe  of  wooing, 

A  child  fhali  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning. 

[The  Prefentcrs,  above,  fpcak  here. 
Sly.  Sim,  when  will  tie  fool  come  again  ? 
Sim.  Jnony  my  Lord. 

Sly.  Giv^sfme  more  drink  here — whereas  the  t(^ 
Jlerf  berey  Sim,  eat  fame  of  tbefe  things, 
Sim.  So  I  do  J  mf  Lord. 
Sly.  Here^  Sim,  I  drink  to  thee. 


ACT    III.      SCENE    L 

BaptiftaV  Houfe. 
Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

LUCENTIO. 

Idler,  forbear ;  you  grow  too  forward.  Sir : 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainitienc 
Her  filler  Catharine  welcom'd  you  withal  ? 

JAr.  Wrangling  Pedant,  this  is 
The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony ; 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative  ; 
And  when  in  mufick  we  have  fpent  an  hour. 
Your  lefture  fhall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prcpofterous  afs !  that  never  read  fo  far 
To  know  tne  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain*d: 
Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy. 
And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor..  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thcfc  Braves  of  thine. 

BiM* 
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Bim.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  in6  double  wrong. 
To  ftrive  for  That  which  rcftcth  in  my  choice : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  (chools ; 
rU  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  ^pointed  times> 
But  learn  my  leflbns  as  I  pleafe  my  felF; 
And  to  cut  off  all  ftrifc,  here  fit  we  down. 
Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  while ; 
His  lefture  will  be  done,  ere  you  haw  tun'd. 
•  Hyr.  You'll  leave  his  kdure,  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

[Hortenfio  retires. 

Luc.  That  will  be  never :  tune  your  inftrument. 

Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  Madam :  Hac  that  SinrnSy  hie  0  Stgeia 
Hlius, 
l^Jieterat^  Priam  regia  celfafenis. 

^Cf.  Conftrue  them. 

jt«c.  Hac  iiatf  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois^  I  am 
Lucenth'i  hie  eft^  fon  unto  Vincentio  of  Pifa^  Sigeia  tel^ 
lusy  dirgvifod  thus  to  get  your  love,  bicfteterat^  and 
that  Lucentio  tfeat  comes  a  wooing,  Priami^  is  my  man 
Tranio^  regia,  bearing  my  portjcel/a/imsy  that  we 
might  beguile  the  old  Pantaloon. 
'  /fcr.  Madajn,  myinftrument'sintune.  [Returning^ 

Bian.  .L^t's  bear.    O  fie  the  treble  jars. 

Luc^  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 
'  Bian.  Now  let  me  fee,  if  I  can  conftrue  it:  Hoc 
ibat  Sifnpis^  I  know  you  nor,  bic  eji  Sigeia  tellus^  I 
truft  you  not,  hicfteterat  Priamij  take  heed  he  hear 
us  not,  regia^  preliime  not,  celfafeniSi  defpair  not. 

Hor.  Madam,  'cis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor.  The  .bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars* 
How  fiery  and  how  froward  is  our  Pedant! 
Now,  fpr  my  life,  that  knave  doth  gourt  my  love  i 
^  Pedafcak^  Til  watch  you  better  yet. 

1  Ptda/caU,-'^^  he  would  have  faid  DtidafcaU^  but  ili5i)k- 
ii»  ihif  too  boAoarable^  ^e  coins  the  WQrd  FidafcuU  in  imiudott 
of  lit  from  Pidant. 

Vol.  It  F  f  Bian. 
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.  Bian.  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftnift. 

Luc.  Miftruft  it  not,«~for>  fure,  jSacides 
Was  AjaXf  call'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

Bian.  I  muft  believe  my  mafter,  elic  I  promiie  yoa, 
I  (hould  be  arguing  (lill  upon  that  doubts 
But  let  it  reft.   Now,  Licio^  to  you  : 
Good  mafter«,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray. 
That  I  have  been. thus  pleaf$inc  with  yoo  both. 

Hor.  Yw  may  go  walk,  and  giye  me  icave  a  while; 
My  ieflbns  make  no  mufick  in  three  parts. 

Imc.  Are  you  lb. fornwli  Sir?  well,  I  muftwa^ 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceived. 
Our  fine  mofician  growetb  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftfupEient, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fing^ing, 
I  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art; 
To  teach  you  Gmaa  in  a  briefer  (brt. 
More  pleaf^nt;  pithy,  and  ^BTeftua],  ,,  ^ 

Than  hath  been  tanght  by  any  of  my  trade  3 
And  there  it  is  in  writit^  fairly  drawn. . 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  Gamut  Jong  ago^ 

Hor.  Yet  read  theGi2i»»/of  Hortenfio. 

Bian.  \riading.'\  Gamut  I  am,  the  ground  of  all 
accord, 

Jre^  to  plead  Hortenftoh  paffion ; 
B  mij  Bianca^  take  him  for  thy  lord, 

Cfaut^  that  loves  with  all  afi^ion : 
DfolrCy  one  cliff,  but  two  notes  have  I. 
Elemiy  ihow  pity,  or  I  die. 

Call  you  this  Gamut?  tut,  I  like  it  not ; 
Old  falhions  pleafe  me  beft  ;  Tm  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  rules  for  new  inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Miftrefs,  your  father  prays  ypp  leave  your 
bopks. 
And  help  to  drefs  your  fifter*s  chamber  up; 

.     .    Vou 
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You  know,  to  morrow  is  the  wedding-day. 

Bu^  Farewell  fweec  mafters,  both ;  I  muit  be  gone. 

Lmc.  Faithy  miftreisy  thea  I  have  no  caufe  to  (lay. 

{Emt. 

Hot.  But  I  hare  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 
Methinka,  he  looka  as  tho'  he  were  in  love : 
Y^  if  ihy  tboughtSt  Bianca^  be  fb  humble. 
To  caft  thy  waodrif^.^es  tm  every  Staler 
Sieze  thee,  who  lift;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging,     i 
Horieij/k  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing*      [Exit. 

SCENE       II. 

En^  Baptifta,  Gremio,  Tfanio,  Catharina,  Lu« 
.    centio,  Bianca,  and  attendanis. 

fiap.  Signior  Lucentioj  this  is  the  'pointed  day 
That  Catbyine  and  PetrUcbio  fhoold  be  married  j 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon-tn-few. 
"What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  Bridegroom,  when  the  Prieft  attend^ 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  ihame  of  ours? 

Catb.  No  (hamc,  b^  mine ;  I  muft,  forfooth,  be 
.fprcM 
To  give  my  hand  opposM  againft  my  heart. 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  fplccn ; 
Who  wooM  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifiire,' 
1  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantick  fool. 
Hiding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour : 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man. 
Hell  woo  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  bancs  jf 
Yet  never  means  to  wed,  where  he  hath  woo*d. 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poof  Catharine^ 
And  fay,  I0I  there  is  mad  Pefrmbio'$  wife, 
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If  it  would  pleade  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  gpod  Catbarim^  and  B^ifta  tooi 
Upon  my  life,  PeirucUo  means  but  well ; 
What  ever  fortune  days  him  from  his  word. 
Tho*  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  pafling  wife: 
Tho*  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he*«  honeft. 

Catb.  Would  Caibariuehsd  never  feen  him  tho* ! 

[Exil  weeppig. 

Bap.  Go,  girl ;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep; 
For  foch  an  injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Jduch  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

SCENE       IIL 

Easter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Mafter,  Maffer;  old  news,  and  fuch  news 
as  you  never  heard  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too?  how  may  that  be? 

Bian.  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  bear  oi  Peirucbitfi 
coming  ? 

fiap.  U  he  come  ? 

Bion.  Why,  no.  Sir. 

Bap.  What  then? 
'  Bion.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

Bion.  ^htn  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  ices  yon 
there. 

Tra.  Bur,  fay,  what  to  thine  old  news? 

Bion.  *  Why,  PetrucUo  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and 

*  an  old  jerkins  a  pair  of  old  breeches  thrice  turn*d  ; 

^  a  pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle-caies,  one 

^  buckled,  another  lac'd  -,  an  old  rufty  fWord  ta*en 

/  but  of  the  town-armory,  with  a  broken  hilr,  and 

^  chapelcfs^  with  two  broken  points  \  his  horfe  hip*d 

^  with  an  old  mothy  faddle,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kin- 

^  dred ;  befidcs  pofTcd  with  the  glanders,  and  like  to 

';2  niofe  iii  the  chine,  troubled  with  the  lampafle,  in- 

*  fcdted 
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*  feded  with  the  faihions,  full  of  windgalls,  fped 
'  with  fpavins,  raicd  with  the  yellows,  paft  cure  of 
^  the  fives,  ftark  fpoiled  with  the  daggers,  begnawn 

*  with  the  bots,  waid  in  the  back  and  (houlder-fhot- 

*  ten,  near-leggM  before,  and  with  a  half-check't 
^  bit,  and  a  headftall  of  fheep's  leather,  which  being 
^  reftrain'd,  to  keep  him  from  ftumbling,  hath  been 

*  often  burft,  and  now  repaired  with  knots ;  one  girt 

*  fix  times  piec'd,  and  a  woman^s  crupper  of  veJure, 

*  which  hath  two  letters  for  her  name,  fairly  fct 
\  down  in  ftuds,  and  here  and  there  piec'd  with  pack« 

*  thread.* 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 
Bion.  *  Oh,  Sir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  ca* 
^  parifon'd  like  the  horfe,  with  a  linnen  ftock  on  one 

*  leg,  and  a  kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other,  gartered 

*  with  a  red  and  blue  lift,   *  an  old  hat,  and  the 

*  humour  of  forty  fancies  prickt  up  in't  for  a  feather : 

*  a  monfter,  a  very  monfter  in  apparel,  and  not  like 

*  a  chriftian  footboy,  or  a  gentleman's  lackey.' 
^ra.  *Tis  fome  odd  humour  pricks  him  to  this 

falhion  i 

t,  An  old  bat,  and  the  humour  of  forty  ^ncies  prickt  up  in*i 
fir  a  ftathtr{\  Thh  was  {omebaHad  or  drollery  of  that  time, 
which  the  poet  here  ridicules,  by  making  Petruchio  prick  it  up 
in  his  foot- boy *8  old  hat  for  a  feather.     His  fpeakers  are  per- 
petually quoting  fcraps  and  ilanzas  of  old  Ballads,  and  often  Very 
obfcorely ;  for,   fo  well  are  they  adapted  to  the  occafion,  that 
ihcy  feem  of  a  piece  with  the  reft.     In  Sbakefpiar*%  time,  the 
kingdom  was  over-run  with  thefe  doggrel  compufidons.    And  he 
feems  to  have  borri  them  a  very  particular  grudge.  Ht  frequently 
ridicules  both  them  and  their  makers  with  exquifite  humour.    In 
Much  ado  about  notbing,  he  makes  BenediBi  \^y^  Prove  that  i*ifBr 
1  loft  mon  blood  *utitb  love  tban  I  get  again  ivitb  drinking,  prick 
out  my  eyes  ivitb  a  ballad  maker^s  pen.     As  the  btunrnefs  of  itr 
would  make  the  execucion  ex'remely  painful.     And  again  ia 
Troi/ujand  Crejfida^  F-andarus  in  his  dillrcfs  haying  repeated  A  verjr 
ilupid  ftanza  from  an  old  ballad,  faya^  with  the  nighell  bumoor, 
Hbere  nentit  was  a  tmer  rhyme  \  let  us  cajl  anvay  nothing,  for  «u'/ 
may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfs.     We  fee  it,  nvefee  it. 

F  f  3  Yet 
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Y€t  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparell'd. 

Bap.  I  am  glad  he*s  come,  how(oever  he  comes. 

Bion.  Why,  Sir,  becomes  not. 

fi7;>.  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  comes  ? 

Bion.  Who?  that  P^/m^i^^^  came  not  ? 

B^.  Ay,  that  P^/nrffoV  came. 

Bion.  No,  Sir;  I  fay,  his  horfe  coihes  with  him  on 
his  back. 

B(^.  Why,  that's  all  one. 

Bion.  Nay,  by  St.  7^0iy,  I  hold  you  a  penny^, 
A  horfe  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  mA  yet  not  manj^ 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Petruchio  md  Gmxnxo  fanit^nUf  baiUed. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  theft  gallants?  who  is  aC 
home  ? 
.  Bap.  You*re  welcome.  Sir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

7r^.  Net  fo  well  'parcIPd,  as  I  wifli  you  werfi 

Pet.  Wert  it  better,  I  (hould  rufh  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  my  lovely  bride  ? 
How  does   my    Father?   Gentles,  methioks,    yo4 

frown : 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company. 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument, 
Some  comet,  or  unufual  prodigy  ? 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know,  this  is  your  wedding- 
day: 
Firft,  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  wouU  not  come  i 
Now,  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  habit,  fliame  to  your  eftate. 
An  eye* fore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

*7><a.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 
{lath  all  fo  long  detained  you  from  your  wife* 
And  .fcnt  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfclf? 
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Pit.  Tedious  it  were  to  tel),  and  harfh  to  hear : 
Sufficeth,  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Tho*  in  fome  part  enforced  to  digrefi^ 
Which  at  more  leifore  I  will  fo  excufe. 
As  you  ihall  well  be  fatiified  withal. 
But,  where  is Katef  I  ftay  too  long  from  her; 
The  morning  wears }  'tis  time,  we  were  at  church. 

I'ra.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thele  unreverent  robes  1 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  cloaths  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  Is  believe  me,  thus  V\\  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Good  footh,  even  thusj  therefore  ha*  done 
with  words ; 
To  me  ihe*s  married,  not  unto  my  cloaths : 
Could  I  repair  what  fhe  will  wear  in  me. 
As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
•Twere  well  for  Kaie^  and  better  for  my  felf. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  Ihould  bid  good-morrow  to  my  Bride, 
And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kils?  [EsHt. 

ftra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire: 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poflible. 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

£ap.  rU  after  him  and  fee  the  event  of  this*    [Exit. 

SCENE       V. 

9>j.  But,  Sir,  our  love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking ;  which  to  bring  to  pafsj^ 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  Worfhip, 
1  am  to  get  a  man,  (whatever  he  be. 
It  skills  not  much ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn  j) 
And  he  ftiall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa^ 
And  make  aflurance  here  in  Padua 
Of  greater  iums  than  I  have  promifed : 
So  mall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope. 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  confcnt. 

F  f  4  Luc. 
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Lite.  Were  it  not,  that  my  fellow  (chool-mafter 
Doth  watch  Bianafs  fteps  fo  narrowly, 
Twere  good,  methinks,  to  fteal  our  marriage ; 
Which  once  performed,  kt  all  the  world  fay,  no» 
I'll  keep  my  own,  deipight  of  all  the  world. 

7ra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into^ 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinels: 
We'll  over-reach  the  grey-beard  Gremio^ 
The  narrow-prying  Father  Minoia^ 
The  quaint  muficiao  amorous  Lido ;  . 
All  for  my  matter's  fake,  Lucmiia, 

S     C     E     N     E       VI. 

Enter  Gremio. 

Now,  Signior  Gremhj  came  you  from  the  church? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  1  came  from  fchool. 

^ra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming 
home  ? 
•   Gre.  A  Bridegroom,  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  than  (he  ?  why,  'tis  impoflible. 

Gre,.  Why,  hc*s  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

Tra.  Why,  (he's  a  devih,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 

Gre.  Tut,  (he's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him, 
I'll  tell  you.  Sir  Lucentio  5  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask,  if  Catharine  (hould  be  his  wife? 
-Ay»  ^y  gogs-woons,  quoth  he  j  and  fworc  fo  loud. 
That,  all-amaz'd,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  book  5 
And  as  he  floop'd  again  to  take  it  up. 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  cufii 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  book  and  prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What  faia  the  wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again  ? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  fhook ;   for  why,  he  ftamp'd 
and  fwofe. 
As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 

'    "  But 
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But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
^^  He  calls  for  wine:  a  healthy  quoth  he;  as  if 
^*  H*ad  been  aboard  carowfing  to  his  Mates 
^^  After  a  ftorm ;  quafft  off  the  mufeade], 
^^  And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexcon's  hcci 
^^  Having  no  other  caufe,  but  that  his  bard 
^^  Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem*d  to  ask 
^^  His  (ops  as  he  was  drinking.    This  done,  he  took. 
«^  The  Bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips 
^^  With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 
^«  All  the  church  echo'd  i*'  and  I  feeing  this. 
Came  thence  for  very  ihame;  and  after  me, 
I  know,  the  rout  is  coming :  Such  a  mad  marriage 
Ne'er  was  before. — Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  minftrels, 

[Mujick  pUtfs. 

SCENE       VII. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  Bianca,  Hortenfio, 

and  Baptifta. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 
pains : 
I  know,  you  think  to  dine  wijh  me  to  day. 
And  have  prepared  great  ftore  of  wedding  cheer; 
But  (b  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence ; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Sap.  Is't  poffiblc,  you  will  away  to  night? 

Pet.  I  muft  away  to  day,  before  night  come. 
Make  it  no  wonder  j  if  you  knew  my  bufincfs, 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  ftay. 

And,  honeft  Company,  I  thank  you  all,  i 

That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  fclf  I 

To  this  mpft  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  wife. 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me. 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  alK 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  *till  after  dinner, 

Peti 
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Pet.  It  may  not  be, 

Gre.  Lee  me  entree  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Catb.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content  -^^     ■■■. 

Catb.  Are  yoo  content  to  ftay  P 

Pet.  I  am  content^  you  (ball  intreat  me,  ftay  ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 

Catb.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay« 

Pet.  Gramioj  myhorfes. 

Gru.  Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready :  '  the  oats  have  eatea 
the  horfes« 

Catb.  Nay,  then. 
Do  what  thou  canft^  I  will  not  go^te  day ; 
No,  nor  to  morrow,  nor  'till  I  pleaie  my  felf : 
The  door  is  open.  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way. 
You  may  be  jogging,  while  your  boots  are  green; 
For  me,  Pll  not  go,  *till  I  plcafc  my  felf: 
'Tis  like,  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom. 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O,   Kate^   content  thee,   pr'ythce,    be  not 
angry. 

Catb.  I  will  be  angry ;  what  haft  thou  to  do  f 
Father,  be  quiet;  he  ftiall  ftay  my  Icifure. 

Grey.  Ay,  marry.  Sir;  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Catb.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  oridal  dinner. 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  foo). 
If  Ihe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pe^.  They  fliaJl  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  com- 
mand. 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her : 
Go  to  the  fcaft,  revel  and  domineer ; 
Carowle  full  meafure  to  her  maiden-head ; 
Fe  mad  and  nrcrry,  or  go  hang  your  felves ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  muft  with  me. 

iSi  0atj  ba<v€  iotin  she  h9rfa.'\  That  is  the  diilcinpcr  fo 

Nay, 


3  thi 
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Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  frett 

I  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own ; 

She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  (he  is  my  houle. 

My  houfliold-ftuff,  my  field,  my  barn. 

My  horfe,  my  ox,  my  afs,  my  any  thing ; 

And  here  (he  Hands,  touch  here  who  ever  dare. 

IMl  bring  my  a£tion  on  the  proudeft  he. 

That  flops  my  way  in  Padua:  Grumioj 

Draw  forth  thy  weapon  \  we're  befet  with  thieves) 

Refcue  tliy  miftrefi,  if  thou  be  a  man: 

pear  not,  fweet  wench,   they  fhall  not  touch  thee^ 

Kate% 
V\\  buckler  thee  againft  a  million; 

[Ei^wtt  Pet.  and  Cath« 

B^.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones; 

Cr(.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  fliouki  die  with 
laughing. 

^ra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  fitter?- 

Bian.  That,  being  mad  her  felf,  (he's  madly  matoi. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him,  Petruchio  isKated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho'firide  and  Bride- 
groom want 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table; 
You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft : 
JLueeniiOj  you  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  place  5 
And  ktBianca  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  praftife  how  to  bride  it?    ' 

j5^.  She  fhall,  Lucentio:  Gentlemen,  let*sgo,' 

{Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E      I. 

Petruchio'j  Country  Houfe^ 
Enter  Gramio. 


F 


G  R  IT   M    I   O. 

IE)  fie  on  all  tired  jades,  and  all  mad  mafters, 
and  all  fool  ways!  was  ever  man  ib  beaten  ?  was 
^ver.  man  fo  nude?  was  ever  man  (o  v^e^ry  ?  T  ara 
fent  before,  to  make  a  fire;  and  they  are  oomiog 
after,  to  warm  them :  now  were  I  not  a  little  pot^ 
and  foon  hot,  ttiy  very  lips  might  freeze  to  my  teeth, 
my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my  hearr  in 
my  belly,  ere  I  fliould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw  me; 
but  I  with  blowing  the  fire  (hall  warm  my  lelf ;  for, 
confidering  the  weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will  take 
c6ld:  holla,  hoa,  Curiisf 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  c^lls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  piece  of  ice.  If  thou  doubt  it^  thou  may'ft 
Aide  from  my  flioulder  to  mv  heel,  with  no  greater  a 
run  but  my  bead  and  my  necK.  A  fire,  good  Gir/tr. 

Curt,  h  my  matter  and  his  wife  coming,  Gramio? 

Gru.  Oh,  ay,  Curtis^  zy ;  and  th^efore,  fire,  fire; 
cad  on  no  water. 

Qirt.  U  (he  fo  hot  a  Shrew,.  a$  flie's  repof ted  f . 

.  Gru.  She  was^  good  Curtis^  before  this  froft*;  but 

ihou  know*ft,  '  winter  tames  man,  woman  and  beaft; 

for 

f  Gni,  — —  wi/tter  tames  man,  nvoman  and  biafi ;  for  //  hatb 
tavid  nrf  oid mafter^  and  mj  ni*w  miftrtjs^  and  lAY/iif^  felkw 
Cards. 

Curt.  An»€g^  you  three-incljd  fool  \  I  am  no  heafi^  Why  had 
Grumio  called  him  one  ?  to  give  his  rcfenimenc  any  colour.  We 

mufl 
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for  it  hath  tamM  my  old  maftcr,  and  my  new  miftrefi, 
and  thy  felf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  *  Away,  you  thrcc-inchM  fool ;  I  am  no  beaft; 
Gru.  Am  i  but  three  inches?  '  why,  thy  horn  is  a 
foot,  and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou 
make  a  fire,  or  Ihall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  mif- 
trefs,  whofe  hand,  flie  being  now  at  hand,  thou  (halt 
fopn  feel  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  flow  in  thy 
hot  office. 

Curt.  1  pr'ythee,  good  Grumioy  tell  me,  how  goes 
the  world  ?  % 

Gru.  A  cold  world,  Qirtis^  in  every  office  but 
thine;  and,  therefore,  fire:  do  thy  duty,  and  have 
thy  duty  5  for  my  mafter  and  miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen 
to  death. 

■     Ckrt.  There's  fire  ready,  and  therefore,  good  Gru-* 
fnioy  the  news. 

•    Gru.  Why,  *  Jack  %,  bo  %,  and  as  mu€b  news 
as  thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  OMiycatchihg. 

Gru.  Why,  therefore,  fire*,  for  I  have  caught  ex- 

treani  cold.    Where's  the  cook  ?  is  fupper  ready,  the 

houfe  trimm'd,  ruflics  ftrew'd,  cobwebs  fwept,  thp 

fervingmen  in  their  new  fuftian,  their  white  (locking?, 

muftreadas,  without  qudlion,  Sbukefpear  wnut^^ 

and  TH  V  /elf<f  feJUiv  Curtk. 

VfYkj  Grumio  faid  that  winter  had  tamed  Curtis  was  for  his  flovr 
nefs  in  (hewifig  Grumio  to  a  good  fire.  Befides,  all  the  joke  coniiiU 
-in  the  fenfe  ot  this  aiceratioa. 

2  Away  you  thrit-incb^dfooli]  i.  c.  with  a  fcull  three  inches 
thick*. a  pKrafe  taken  from  the  thicker  fort:of  planks. 

3  Why  thy  bom  is  a  foot ^  and  fo  long  am  I  at  leaft.']  7io* 
all  tbt  copies  agree  in  tbis  readings  Mr.  ^beobald  fays,  ytt  bf 
cannot  find yabat  born  Curtis  bad;  therefore  he  alters  it  to  n^ 
born.  Bat  the  common  reading  is  right,  and  the  meaning  is  that 
Kc  had  made  Curtis  a  cuckold. 

4  Jack  boy^  &c.]  fragment  of  fome  old  ballad. 

.        afld 
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and  every  officer  his  wedding  garment  on?  ^  be  the 
Jacks  fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without,  carpets  laid, 
and  every  thing  in  order  ? 

CurL  All  ready :  and  therefore,  I  pray  chee^  what 
news? 

GriL  Firft,  know,  my  borfe  i$  tired^  my  tnaftcr 
and  miftrels  fall'n  out. 

CurL  How? 

Gru.  CXit  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt;  and  diercby 
hangs  a  tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha*t,  good  Grumio. 

Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [SirOes  Urn. 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  call'd  a  iettfible  tale :  and 
this  cufF  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech 
liftning.  Now  I  begin :  imprimis^  we  came  down  a 
foul  hill,  my  mafter  riding  behind  my  mtftr^&i 

Cio-/.  Both  on  one  horfe? 
.  Gru.  What^s  that  to  thee? 

Curt.  Why,  a  horfe. 

Gru.  "  Tell  thou  the  tale But  hadft  thoo 

*^  not  croft  me,  thou  Ihou^'ft  have  beard  how  her 
**  horfe  fell,  and  (he  under  her  horle :  thou  fhould'ft 
^^  have  heard  in  how  miry  a  place,  how  (he  was  be- 
*'  moil'd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  horfe  upon  her, 
^  how  he  beat  me  becaufc  her  horfe  ftumbled,  how 
**  (he  waded  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me; 
•'  how  he  fwore,  how  (he  pray*d  that  never  pr^d 
**  before;  how  I  cry'd;  how  the  horfes  ran  away; 
^^  how  her  bridle  was  burft;  how  I  loft  my  crupper; 
^^  with  many  things  of  worthy  memory,  which  now 

5  Be  thjzcks/airwthin,  tH^ytlUfairwitJ^ut?]  i.e.  Ai«tke 
drinking  vefTeb  dean,  and  the  maidferyants  drti«*d ?  Bot  tbe 
Oxford  Editor  alters  i(  thas, 

An  thi  Jzdssfair  without,  thi  ]}[hftttr  'within  ? 
"What  His  conceit  is  in  this,  I  confefs  I  know  not. 

.^«  (hall 
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^'  {hall  die  in  oblivion^  and  thou  return  unexperienced 
"  to  thy  grave/' 

Curt.  By.  this  reckoning  he  is  more  fhrew  than  ihe. 

Gru.  Ay»  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you 
aU  (hall  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk 
I  of  thisf  call  forth  Naibamek  Jofeph^  Nkboks^ 
Philip y  Walter y  Sugar/op^  and  tbt  reft:  tet  their  hftKll 
be  fleekly  comb*d,  tlM:ir  blue  coats  bru(h*d,  and  tbeir 
garters  of  an  indifferent  knit;  lee  them  curffie  with 
their  left  legs,  and  not  prefome  to  touch  a  hairof  mjr 
mafter*s  .horfe-tail,  'till  they  kifi  their  hands.  Are 
they  all  ready  ? 

Curt.  They  arc. 
"  Gr«^.  Call  thcm.fbrth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hear,  ho?  you  mufl:  meet  my  mafter 
to  countenance  jEfiy  miftrefi. 

Gr«.  ;Why,  fte  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 

Quft^  WtK)  knows  not  that? 

Gru.  Thou,  it  feems,  that  cajrfl:  for  company  to 
countenance  her* 
:  Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her« 

Enter  four  or  five  Serving-men. 

Gru.  Why,  (he  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  thenru 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 

Phil.  How  now,  Grumio? 

Jof.  What,  Grumio! 

Nicb.  YtWoyf  Grumio! 

Natb.  How  now,  old  lad. 

Gru.  "Welcome,  youj  how  now,  you;  what, 
"  you  5  fellow,  you ;  and  thus  much  for  greeting.** 
Now  my  fpruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  aM 
things  neat  ?  * 

NaP.  All  things  are  ready  \  how  near  is  our  mafter  } 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this ;  and  there- 
fore be  not— -•cock's  paffion,  filcnce ! *— — —  I 
hear  my  matter.    . 


SCENE 
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SCENE       11. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet^  Where  be  thefc  knaves  ?  what,  no  man  at  door 
to  hold  my  ftirrup,  nor  to  ttke  my  horfc?  where  is 
tfaibanieh  Gregory^  Philip? 

MServ.  Here,  here.  Sir;  here.  Sir. 

Pit.  Here,  Sir,  here.  Sir,  here.  Sir,  here.  Sir? 
Vou  loggerheadcd  and  unpolifh'd  gr«Qis : 
W  hat  ?.  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  dutf? 
Where  is  the  foolifli  knave  I  fcnt  befwe? 

Gyu.  Here,  Sir,  as  foolifli  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  peafiint  fwain,  you  whoreibn,  mal£-h<»1e 
drudgei 
Did  not  I  bid  dice  meet  me  m  the  park. 
And  bring  atong  thefe  rafcal  knaves  with  thcc? 

Gru.  Naibaniers  coat.  Sir,  was  not  folly  made: 
And  GabriePs  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  th*  heel : 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat. 
And  1Vdter*%  dagger  was  not  come  from  (heatbing: 
There  were  none  fine,  but  jtdamj  Ralphs  and  Gregory  \ 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old  and  beggarly, 
Vec  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in. 

{^Exeunt  Servants. 
JVbere  is  the  life  that  late  I  led?  [5«g^. 

m^re  are  tbofe fit  down,  Kate^ 

And  welcome.   Soud^  fdud,  foud,  (bud! 

Enter  Servants  with  Supper* 

,     Why,  when,  I  fay  ?  nay,  good  fweet  Kate^  be  merry. 
OS  with  my  boots,  you  rogue :  ]^ou  villains,  when  ? 

//  was  the  Friar  of  Orders  grey^  {Sbigs. 

As  be  forth  walked  on  bis  way. 

Out,  out,  you  rogue!  yoia  pluck  my  foot  awry* 

Take 
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Take  that,  and  mvod  the  plucking,  off  the  other. 

.    [Strikes  bim. 
Be  merry,  Kate:  fome  water,  here;  \«rhathoa! . ' 

Enter  one  with  tviftef. 
Where's  my  fpanicl  Tr(^lus  f  firrah,  get  you  hence. 
And  bid  my  coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither : 
Ont^Kate^  that  you  muft  kifs-,  and  be  acquainted  with, 
^here  are  my  flippers  ?  Ihall  I  have  fome  water  ?.     . 
Come,  Kate^  ana  wafli,  and  welcome  heartily : 
You,  whorcibn  villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Catb.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 

Pet,  A  whorefon,  bcatle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave : 
Come,  Kate^  fit  down;  i  know,  you  have  a  ftomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate^  or  elfe  Ihall  I? 
What's  this,  mutton  ? 

I  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it? 

Ser.  I. 

Pet.  'Tia burnt,  and  ib  is  all  the  meat: 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  raical  cook  ? 
How  ducS  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  drefier,.    . 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups  and  all : 

[^Throws  the  meat^  Sec.  about  the  Stage. 
You  heedlefs  jolt*  heads,  and  unmanner'd  flaves! 
What,  do  you  grumble?  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Catb.  I  pray  you,  husband,  be  not  io  diiquiet  ^ 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  (0  contented. 

Pet,  I  tell  thee,  Kate^  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away. 
And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it: 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger ; 
And  better  'twere,  that  Both  of  us  did  faft. 
Since,  of  our  felves,  our  felvcs  arc  cholerick. 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafted  fleih : 
Be  patient,  for  to  morrow*t  (hall  be  mended. 
And  for  this  night  we'll  faft  for  company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber.  [Exe. 

Vol.  II.  G  g  Enter 
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Enur  Sinmts  fioerallf. 

Nath.  Feter^  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Gru.  When;  is  he? 

Enter  Curtis,  a  Scrvani. 

Curt.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  conti^ 
ncncy  to  her. 
And  niils  and  fwears,  and  rates  \  that  (he,  poor  ibul» 
Knows  not  which  way  to  (land,  to  look,  to  (peak^ 
And  fits  as  one  new-nfen  from  a  dream. 
Away,  away,  fpr  he  is  coming  hither.  [^ExetnU. 

S      C      1^      N      E       III. 

Enter  Petruchio, 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begjm  mf  rei^n. 
And  *tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully : 
My  faulcon  nov..isLfhaip,  and  paflir^  empty^,   . 
And  tQl  (helibodp,  Aewuft  not  be  mllwgoig'd^ 
Forrthen  ihe  nener  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  i  have  toyman  my  haggard. 
To  make  her  come,  and  know^her  keeper's  C^I : 
That  is,  towacch.ber,  as  we  watch  theie  kites. 
That  bait  and  beat,  and:  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no.me^  ta  da^,  nor  none  fliajl  ea(. 
Lafl:  night  flie  llept  not,  nor  to  nightrfhali  not : 
As  with  the  meat,  fbme  undeferved  hxxlt 
^41  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 
And  here  ril  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolfter. 
This  way  the,  coverlet,  that  way  the  fhects  % 
Ay;  and,,  amid  this. hurly.  Til  pretend. 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her. 
And,  in  conclufion,  (he  (kail  watch. all  night: 
And,  if  (he  chance  to  nod,  Pil  rail  and  brawl. 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  ho:  ftill  awake^ 

Thi* 
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This  is  a  way  to*  Ml  t  ^ifc  With*  kitltfhefi  ;  -^ 
And  thus  Pll  curt^  her  mad  and  headfttong  Kamotn'. 
He  that  knofws^bcttfef  How-to  tttHle  a' Shrew, 
Naw  Jet  him  fpcafc^  *lh  ch^ity  t<r  fhew'.  lEsifi^. 

s     c     £    N    fi     it: 

£e/vn  Baptifta^J*  Houfe. 
Enier  Tranro  ani  Honenfio. 

T  R  A  N  I  a 

IS't  poflible,  friend  Ucio^  that  Bia$ici^ 
Doth  fancy  any  other  bat  Lucetuio? 
I  tell  you.  Sir,  ihe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hot.  To  latisfy  you.  Sir,  in  what  I  faid. 
Stand  b^;  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teachings 

[^eyjiandly. 

*   jF»/^r  Aiawca^//^  iLuccntio. 

Iju.  No^,  oiiftnefi,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 
Bian.  Whas,  mafter,  re»d  jeoa?  firft,  rcfelvd  nte 

that. 
Luc.  I  reid  That  I  profcfs^  the  art  of  Low. 
BiaUr  And  may  yon  prove,  Siri  mafterof  youi^artl 
Lue.  While  you,  fwcet  dcfcr,  prove  miftrcls  of  mjr 

heart.  [Tbejf  retire  bachmra. 

Hor.  Quick  procf«clcrs!  niiarry!  now,  tell  me,  I 

{)ray,  you  that  durfl:  fwcar  that  your  mi&teCs  BiafH:a 
ov'd  none  in  the  world  ib  weii  zsEMemk. 

^a.  Ddpightful  Ibvc^-  uncooflant  womankind  I 
L  tell  thee,  Lido^  this  is  wonderful; 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more^  I  am  not  Lid&i 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  1  feem  to  be; 
But  One  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difgdife 
For  fuch  a  One  asvleaves  a  gentleman, 

G  g  a  A  rid 
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And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  cullion ; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 

"fra.  Signior  Hortetifio^  I  have  often  heard 
Of  vour  entire  affeftion  to  Biancai 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefe  of  her  lightncfs^ 
I  will  with,  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Htar.  See,  how  they  kifi  and  court! Signior 

Lucentio^ 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  woo  her  more  5  but  do  forfwear  her. 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours. 
That  1  have  fondly  flattered  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath. 
Never  to  marry  her,  tho*  fhe  intreat. 
Fie  on  her !  fee,  how  bcaftly  (he  doth  court  him 

Hor.  'Would  all  the  World,  but  he,  had  quite  for- 
fworn  her! 
For  me,  that  I  may  fiirely  keep  mine  oath, 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthv  widow,    ' 
Ere  three  days  pafs,  which  has  as  long  lov*d  me. 
As  I  have.lov'd  this  fffoud  difdainful  haggard. 
And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks. 
Shall  win  my  love:  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
In  refolution  as  I  fworc  before.  [Exit  Hor. 

Tra.  Miftrcfs  Bianca^  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace 
As  longcth  to  a  lover's  bleflcd  cafe :  ' 

Nay,  I  have  ta'cn  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio. 

ilMCcntio  and  BiznoL  come  forward. 
Bian.  tranio^   youjeft;   but  have  you  both  for^ 

fworh  me  f 
Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 
Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 
Tra.  Pfaith,  he'll  have  a  lufty  widow  now 
That  Ihall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day.      * 

*    "  ^  Bian. 
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Bian.  God  give  him  joy !  • 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

tra.  'Faith,  he's  gone  into  the  Taming  fchool. 

Bian.  The  Taming  fchool  ?  what,  is  there  fuch  a 
place? 

TVtf.  Ay,  miftrefi,  and  Petrucbio  is  the  matter;     '* 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long. 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 

S      C      E       N       E         V. 

Enter  Biondello,  running. 

Bion.  Oh  matter,  matter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long» 
That  Pm  dog-weary ;  but  at  latt  I  fpied 
An  ancient  (a)  Engle,  going  down  the  hill. 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Biondello? 

Bion,  Matter,  a  mercantant,  or  elfe  a  pedant  5 
I  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  apparel; 
In  gate  and  countenance  *  furely  like  a  father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Cranio? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trutt  my  tale, 
I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio^ 
And  give  him  affurance  to  Baptifta  Minola^ 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio: 
Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

[Exeunt  Luc.  and  Bian, 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 
3>j.  And  you,  Sir;  you  are  welcome : 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  farthett  ? 

5  . —  Surely  like  a  father.]  I  know  not  what  he  is,  fays  the 
fpeaker,  however  this  is  certain,  he  has  the  gace  and  countenance 
of  a  fatherly  man. 

[  {a)  Engli.     Mr.  TbiabalJ, Vulg.  Angel,  ] 

G  g  3  Ped. 
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Fed.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  iat  a  week  or  twi!> : 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  hv  as  Romei 
And  fo  to  Tripoly^  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countrymai^t  I  pray  I 

Fed.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua^  Sir?  God  forbid! 
And  come  to  Padua^  carclefe  of  your  Life  ? 

Fed.  My  life.  Sir !  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua ;  know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  (hips  are  (laid  at  Venice^  and  the  Duke, 
(For  private  quarrel  *twixt  your  Duke  and  him,) 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaimed  it  openly : 
*Tis  marvel,  but  that  youVe  but  newly  come. 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  pn>claim*d  about. 

Fed.  Alas,  Sir^  it  is  worie  for  me  than  fo^ 
For  1  have  bills  for  mony  by  exchange 
From  Florence^  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well,  Sir,   to  do  you  courteiie^ 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advife  you; 
Firft,  tell  me,  have  yog  ever  been  at  Pifa  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been ; 
Pifa^  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra,  Among  them  know  yoi?  one  Vincintio  ? 

Fed.  I  know  i>im  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him  ; 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra,  He  is  my  father,  Sir;  and,  footh  to  %, 
Jn  countenance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 

Bion*  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all 
one.  [Afide. 

Tra,  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity. 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake^ 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes^ 
That  you  arc  like  to  Sir  Finccnio : 
His  name  and  credit  fhall  you  undertake. 
And  in  my  houfe  you  Ihall  be  friendly  lodg'd : 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  You  as  you  fliould. 
You  underftand  me.  Sir:  ib  ihall  you  (lay, 

•Till 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


7Be  Taming  (f  the  SviK^^.  455 

•Till  you  have  done  yourtxifincfi  in  the  city. 
li  this  be  court'fie.  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do ;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  m^  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  goo3 : 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand. 
My  father  is  here  looked  for  every  day. 
To  pals  aflurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
•Twixt  me  and  one  Baptifla^  daughter  here : 
In  all  thcfe  Circumftances  V\\  inftruft  you  : 
Go  with  Me,  Sir,  to  doath  ydu  as  becomes  you. 

[Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E      VI. 

Enter  Catharina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  No,  no,  forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 

Catb.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpiee 
appears: 
What,  did  he  marry  me  to  fami(h  me? 
Beggars,  that  come  unto  my  father's  door. 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prcfent  alms; 
If  not,  elfe where  they  meet  with  cbirity : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat. 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  fliould  intreat. 
Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep  •, 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed  \ 
And  that,  which  fpites  me  more  than  all  thefe  wanr$. 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfe6t  love : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  1  fhould  fleep  or  eat 
'Twerc  deadly  flckneis,  or  elfe  prefent  death  : 
,  I  pr'ythee  go,  and  gpt  mc  fome  repaftj 
1  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefome  food. 

Gru.  What  fay  yoii  to  a  neat's  foot? 

Ouh.  'Tis  pairing  good ;  I  pr*ythee,  let  me  have  it. 

Gru.  I  fear,  it  is  too  flegmacick  a  meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe  finely  broii'd  ? 

G  g  4  CatL 
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Catb.  I  like  it  weU ;  good  GrumiOy  fetch  it  me. 
Gru.  I  cannot  tell ; — 1  fear,  it's  cholcrick ; 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef  and  muftard  ? 
Catb.  A  difh,  that  I  do  love  to  Teed  upon. 
.  Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 
Catb.  Why,   then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard 

reft. 
Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not-,  you  (hall  have    the 
muftard, 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Catfe.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Gru.  Why,  then  the  muftard  without  the  bcefl 
Catb.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  (lave, 

[^Beatsbim. 
That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you. 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery ! 
Co,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

S      C      E      N      E       VIL  ^ 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio,  witb  meat. 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate?  what.  Sweeting,  all 
amort  ? 

Hor.  Miftrefs,  what  cheer? 

Catb.  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be« 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirits  •,  look  cheerfully  upwi  me  5 
Here,  love,  thou  feeft  how  diligent  I  am. 
To  drefi  thy  meat  myfelf,  and  bring  it  thee; 
Ym  fure,  fweet  Kate^  this  kindneis  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word?  nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not; 
And  all  my  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof* 
Here,  take  away  the  difli. 

Catb.  I  pray  you,  let  it  ftand. 

Pet.  The  poprcft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks* 
And  fo  (hall  mine,  before  you  touch  the  meat, 

Catb.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Her. 
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Hor.  Signior Petrucbio,  fie,  you  are  to  blame: 
Come,  miftrefs  JCa/^,  TU  bear  you  company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Horienfio^  if  thouloveftme;— - 

Much  good  do  ic  unto  thy  gentle  heart; 
Kate^  cat  apace.     And  now,  my  honey-loye^ 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe. 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
\Vith  filken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings. 
With  rufis,  andcuflTs,  and  fardingaJs,  and  things: 
With  fcarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  brav'ry. 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  alJ  this  knav*ry. 
What,   haft  thou  din'd  ?  the  taylor  ftays  thy  icifurc. 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruftling  treafiire. 

SCENE      VIII. 

Enter  Tayhr, 
Come,  taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments. 
Enter  Haherdc^er. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.    What  news  with  you,  Sir? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  belpeak* 

Pet.  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  dilh  \  fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy : 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut- ihell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Catb.VW  have  no  bi^er,  this  doth  fit  the  dmei 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  ihall  have  one  too. 
And  npt  *till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte. 

Cath.  ^  Why,  Sir,  I  truft,  I  may  have  leave  to  Ipeak, 

And 

6  Why^  Sir,  I trufl,  1  may  have  iea^t  f  JffHikt  kc,']  Sbakt- 
J^tar  has  here  .copied  nature  with.grtat  »lull.  Pitrucbio^  hj 
^rjghccning,  ilarving  and  overwacching.hit  wifea  luid  tamed  her 
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And  fytsik  I  wiB.    I  ato  4fiio  chikt,  hd  iMtbe  ; 
Your  betters  Imtt  endured  me  fty  my  mrnd  s 
And,  if  you  cannot,  bcft  yoa  ftop  your  cars. 
My  tongue  will  cell  the  anger  of  noy  heart. 
Or,  elfe  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break : 
Ami  rather  than  it  ihall,  1  m\\  be  free 
Even  to  the  utmoft  as  I  pleaie  m  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  fay*ft  true,  it  is  a  pitry  caj^ 
A  cuftard-coffin,  a  baublcy  a  (tlken  pie  v 
I  love  thee  weH,  in  that  thoo  lik*ft  it  not. 

Cath.  Liovt  me,  or  love  tnc  not,  I  like  the  cap ; 
And  I  will  have  it,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Ptt.  Thy  gown?  why,  ay  5  come,  taylor,  let  us 
fee^t. 

0  mercy,  heav'n,  what  masking  ftuff  is  here? 
What?  this  a  fleeve?  *tis  like  a  demi-cannon  $ 
What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart  ? 
Here*s  fnip,  and  nip^  and  cut,  a^  fliih,  and  flafh. 
Like  to  a  cenfer  va  a  barber's  (hop : 

Why,  what  a  devil's  name,  taylor,  cairft  thou  this? 

£(or.  I  fee,  flie*s  like  to*ve  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

lAfidi. 

Tijf ,  You  bid  mc  make  k  orderly  and  well. 
According  to  the  faftiion  of  the  time. 

Pet.  Marry,  and  did :  but  if  you  be  remembred, 

1  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  bop  me  over  tvery  kchnc!  home. 

For  you  ibail  hop  without  my  cuftom,  Sir: 
f*lJ  none  of  it  5,  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it, 

Catb.  I  nevet  law  a  better  fafhion*d  gown, 
Moie  quaint,  more  pieafing,  nor  more  commendable: 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Peti  Why,  true,  he  means  to  itaake  a  puppet  of  thee. 

iftto  gentlenefs  and  fubmiltion.  And  the  audience  expe^  to  hear 
no  more  of  the  Sbrrw :  When  on  her  being  croiTed,  in  the  ar- 
title  of  fkihi^n  and  ftaerT,  the  Bioii  inveterate  folly  of  the  fez, 
(he  0ies  out  again,  though  for  the  Uft  time,  into  aU  the  imem- 
pg»te  rage  eft  h^  aacax««  ^ 
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^ay.  She  fays,  your  Worfhip  means  to  make  a 
puppet  of  her. 

Pet.  O  raoft  monftrous  arrogance ! 
Tbou  lyeft,  thou  thread,  thou  thimble. 
Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard^  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  Seat,  thou  nit,  thou  winter-cricket,  thou! 
BravM  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  skein  of  thread : 
Away^  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant» 
Or  I  ihall  fo  be-mcte  thee  with  thy  yard. 
As  thou  (hak  think  on  prating  whilft  thou  liv'ft : 
I  tell  thee,  I,  that  thou  haftmarr'd  her  gown. 

J'ay.  Your  Worfhip  is  deceived,  the  gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  matter  had  direftwn. 
Grutnio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  ftuJJl 

Tay.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  Ihould  be  made? 

Gru.  Marry,  Sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

T<y.  Bat  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  cut? 

GrH.  Thou  haft  fac'd  many  things. 

*!tay.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me :  thoo  haft  braved  many  men, 
brave  not  me ;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd,  nor  brav'd.  I 
fay  unto  thee,  1  bid  thy  mafter  cutout  the  gown,  but 
1  did  not  bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces.    Ergo^  thou  lieft. 

"Toy.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  falhion  to  teftify* 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lies  in*s  throat,  if  he  fay  I  faid  (o. 

Tay.  Imprimis^  a  loofe-bodied  gown. 

Gru.  •♦  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gown^ 
^^  fow  me  up  in  the  skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death 
•«  with  a  bottom  of  brown  thread :  I  (aid  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

T^.  With  a  fmall  compaft  cape. 

Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 

Tay.  With  a  trunk-fleeve. 

Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves. 

T(^,  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  villany. 

Gru.  Error  i*  th'  bill.  Sir,  error  i*  th*  bill :  I  com- 
manded, the  flecves  fhould  be  cut  out,  and  (bw'd  up 
again ;  and  that  V\\  prove  upon  thee,  tho*  thy  Jitde 
finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble/ 

2ly.  This  is  true,  that  I  layj  an  I  bad  thee  in 
place  where,  thou  (hou'dft  know  it. 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give 
me  thy  meet-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 

Hot.  God-a-mercy,  Grumioj  then  he  fliall  have  no 
odds. 

PeL  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i*  th'  right.  Sir,  *tis  for  my  miftreis. 

PeL  Go  take  it  up.  unto  thy  m^Cfter's  ufe. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life :  take  up  my  miftreis's 
gown  for  thy  mafter'sufe! 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Gru.  ph.  Sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for; 
Take  up  my  miftrefs's  gown  unto  his  matter's  ufe! 
Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Pet.  Hortenfto^  lay,  thou  wilt  fee  the  taylor  paid. 

[Afide. 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  lay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to  morrow. 
Take  no  unkindnefe  of  his  hafty  words  ; 
Away,  I  fay ;  commend  me  to  thy  matter.  lExit  Taylor. 

Pet.  Well,  come,  my  Kate^  we  will  uhtp  your  father's. 
Even  in  thefe  honett  mean  habiliments: 
Our  purfes.  Ihall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor: 
For  'tis  the  mind,  that  makes  the  body  rich : 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkett  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth.  in  the  meanett  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaule  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
Oh,  no,  good  Kate  *,  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 

For 
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For  this  poor  furniture,  and  toean  array. 
If  thou  account*ft  it  fhamc,  lay  it  on  me ; 
And  therefore  frolick ;  we  will  hence  forthwith 
To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  father's  houfc. 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him. 
And  bring  our  horfcs  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. 
Let's  fee,  I  think,  'tis  now  fome  feven  o'clock. 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner  time.  . 

Catb.  I  dare  aflure  you,  Sir,  'tis  almofttwo; 
And  'twill  be  fupper-time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pel.  It  ftiall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horle. 
Look,  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do. 
You  are  ftill  crofting  it  5  Sirs,  Ict't  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  ere  I  do, 
ft  fhall  be  what  o'clock  i  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why,  lb :  this  Gallant  will  command  the  Sun, 
,     [Exetml  Pet.  Cath.  and  Hor, 
-  [The  Prefenters,  above,  Ipeak  here.] 

Lord.  fVb&'s  within  there.?  [Sly  Jkeps. 

Enter  Servants. 
JJkep  again!  go  take  him  eafily  «/),  and  put  him  in  his 
own  apparel  again.     But  fee ^  you  wake  him  not  in  any 
cafe, 

Serv.  Itjhall  be  done^  my  Lord\  come  help  to  bear 
him  hence.  {"they  bear  off  Sly. 

S       C       E       N      E       IX, 

Before  Baptifta'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  dreft  like  Vincentio. 

T  R  A  N  I  O. 

SIR,  this  is  the  houfe;  pleafc  it  you,  that  I  call? 
Ped.  Ay,  what  clfc!  and  ("but  I  be  deceived,) 
Signior  Baptijla  may  remember  me 

Near 
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Near  twenty  years  agp  in  Gmoas. 
Where  we  were  lodgers^  at  the  Pegafitr^ 

Tra.  *Ti»  well^  and  hold  your  own  in  smy  cafo 
With  fuch  aufterity  as  longech  to  a  fadien 

Enttr  Biondello. 

Ped.  I  Warrant  you:  but.  Sir,  here  comes  your  boy  § 
•Twere  good,  he  were  ichool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him ;  firrah^  Biondelb^ 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,   1  advile  you : 
Imagine,  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 

Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  haft  thoadone  thy  errand  to  Bapf0a? 

Bion.  I  told  him,,  that  your  father  was  in  Venice  \ 
And  that  you  Ibok'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua^ 

tra.  Th'  art  a  tall  fellow^  hold  thee  that  to  drink; 
Here  comes  Baptijla\  iet  your  countenance,  Sir. 

SCENE      X. 

Enter  Baptiit^  and  Lueentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifia^  you  are  happily  met: 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft,  fon,  Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come 
to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfclf  : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you. 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter. 
And  ihe  to  him;  to  ttay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  father's  care 
To  have  hirh  match'd  ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 
No  worfc  than  I,  Sir,  upon  fome  agreement. 
Me  fhall  you  find  moft  ready  and  moft  willing 
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With  one  confent  ca  bwe  hep  fo  Ixiilwmai: 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  wiith  you^ 
Signiop  Baptifta^  of  whom  I  hcju:  lb,  wrUv 

Bap.  dir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  (ay: 
Your  plainne^  and  your  ffaortne(s  pleafi^  me  welt 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fbn  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  dlMJglHer,  Md  ihe  Io¥Cth  Mm, 
Or  both  diflfemble  deeply  their  afiedrQOfti 
And  therefore  if  you  ix^  no  mone^^thftn  tj>€% 
That  UkiQ  a  father  you  will, deal  with  him^ 
And  pafs  my  daughter  a  fiifficient  dawry^^. 
The  match  is  made^  and  all  is  donei 
Your  fon  fhall  have  my  daughter  wifhoonlei^ 

Ira.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  Where  then  do  you  know 
beft. 
Be  we  afHtid ;  a;id  fuch  aSurance  ta*en. 
As  (ball  with  either  part's  agreement  ftand? 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe,  Luctntie ;  for,  yum  lucixm^ 
Pitchiera  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervaotsi. 
Befides,  old  Gremio  is  hearkning  ftill ; 
And,  haply,  then  we  might  be  interrupted^ 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  jike  you^  Sffi. 
There  doth  my  Father  lye-,  and  there  this  nig^o 
WeMl  pafs  the  bufinefs  privately  and  weil : 
Send  for  your<iaughter  by  your  fervant  here, 
My  boy  (hall  fetch  the  ferivcner  prefently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  Qendcr  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  (lender  pittance. 

Bapi  It  likes  me  well.     Go,  Camhio^  hit  you  htuae. 
And  hid  Bimca  make  her  ready  ftraighc  : 
And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happened  here; 
Lucenfio*s  father  is  arriv'd  in  PadMa^ 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lmentio^^  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  Gods  flie  may,  with  all  myhcartrj- 

Tra.  Dally  not,  with  the  Gods,  hut  get  theegofie;. 
Signior  Bap^fia^  fhall  I  lead  the  way? 

Welcoocacf 
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Wdcome !  one  meis  is  like  to  be  your  cheer. 
Cbme,  Sir,  wc  will  better  it  in  plfa. 
Ba^.  rU  follow  you.  lExemi. 

SCENE       XL 

Enter  Lucentio  md  Biondello. 

Bion.  Cambio. 

Luc.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Bimkllo? 

Bion.  You  £iw  my  mafter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc.  Biondello^  what  of  that? 

Bi(nf.  Faith,  nothings  But  ha*s  left  me  here  behind 
to  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  of  his  figns  and 
tokens. 

IjUc.  I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 

Bion.  Then  thus.  Bapti/ia  is  fafe,  talking  with 
the  deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  ion. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
fupper. 

Imc.  Aiid  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Prieft  at  St.  Luk^s  Church  is  at  your 
command  at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell  i  exped,  they  are  bufied  about 
a  counterfeit  aflfurance ;  take  you  afiurance  of  her, 
Cum  privikgio  ad  imprimendum  folum\  to  th*  Church 
take  the  Prieft,  Clark,  and  fome  Efficient  honcft 
witnefles :  If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have 
no  more  to  fay,  but  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and 
a  day. 

Luc.  Hear'ftthou,  Biondello? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  -,  1  knew  a  wench  married  in 
an  afternoon  as  ihe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfly  to 
ftuff  a  rabbet;  and  fo  may  you.  Sir,  and  fo,  adieu^ 
Sir  I  my  Mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  St.  Luke's^ 
to  bid  the  Prieft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come 
with  your  Appendix.  [£x//. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


7%e  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  4^5 

Luc.  I  may  and  wiU,  if  (he  be  ib  contented : 
She  will  be  pleas^d^  then  wherefore  fliould  I  doubt? 
Hap  what  hap  may.  Til  roundly  go  about'  her : 
It  (hall  go  hard,  if  Cdmiio  go  without  her.        [Exit* 

SCENE     XII- 

A  green  Lane. 

Ent^  PetruchiO)   Catharina^   and  Hortendd. 

pet.  r^  O  M  E  on,  o'God*s  name,  once  more  tow'rdi 

v>  ourFatherY 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  (hincs  the  Moon  I 

Cath.  The  Moon!  the  Sun:  it  is  not  Moon-light 
now. 

Pet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon  that  (hineS  fo  bright. 

Catb.  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  (hines  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  my  felf. 
It  (hall  be  Moon,  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift. 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houfe  i 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft! 

Hor.  Say,  as  he  lays,  or  we  (hall  nevef  go. 

Catb.  Forward  I  pray^   fince  we  are  come  fo  far, 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafc: 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  ru(h  candle. 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  (hall  be  fo  for  me* 

Pet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  Moon. 

Catb.  I  know,  ie  is  the  Modn. 

Pet.  Nay,    then  you  lye ;  it  is  the  ble(!ed  Sun, 

Catb.  Then,  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleffed  Sun, 
But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not  \ 
And  the  Moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  (hall  be  fo  for  Catbdrine. 

Hor.  Petrufbie^  go  thy  way,  the  (kid  is  won. 

Vol.  II.  Hh  Pet. 
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Pit.  Well)  forward,  forward,  thus  the  bowl  fhould 
run; 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias : 
But  loft,  ibme  company  is  coming  here; 

SCENE       XIII. 

Enter  Vinccntio, 

Good-morrow,  gentle  miftreis,  wh^eaway? 

\to  Vinccntia. 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kate^  and  tell  me  truly  too. 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  freftier  Gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  checks! 
What  ftars  do  fpanglc  heaven  with  fuch  beauty. 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  face  ? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee: 
Sweet  Kate^  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake. 
Hoy.  He  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a 

woman  of  him. 
Cath.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  fre(h,  and 
fweet. 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child ; 
Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate^  I  hope,  thou  art  not 
mad ! 
This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered. 
And  not  a  maiden,  as,  thou  iay'ft  he  is.  \ 

Cath.  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miftaken  eyes  j 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  fun. 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  fcemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive,  thou  art  a  reverend  Father : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 
Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandfire,  and  \yithal  make 
known 
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Which  way  thou  travellcft;  if  along  with  us* 
We  Ihall  tie  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vin.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftrefi, 
That  with  your  ftran^  encounter  much  amaz'd  me  \ 
My  name  is  called  Vincentio^  my  dwelling  Pifa  5 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua^  there  to  vific 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  Jong  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Vin.  LucenfiOj  gentle  Sir. 

PeL  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  foni 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee  my  loving  Father  : 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gendewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married.     Wonder  not,  . 
Nor  be  not  griev'd,  fhe  is  of  good  efteem. 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth  j 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gendeman, 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincmtio^  * 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  Son, 
Who  will  pf  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure. 
Like  pleafant  travellers,  to  break  a  jeft 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

Her,  I  do  aflure  thee,  Father,  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof: 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

{Exeunt  Pet.  Cath.  and  Vin. 

Hor,  Well,  Petrucbio^  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow ;  and  if  fhe  be  froward. 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward. 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    L 

Before  Luccntio*s  Houfe. 

Enter  Biondello,  LuCentio  onJ  Bianca,  Gremio 
iiHJking  on  oHefik. 

BlONDELLO. 

SOFTLY  and  fwiftly.  Sir,  for  the  Prieft  is  ready. 
Zuc.  I  fly,  Biondelloi  but  they  may  chance  to 
need  thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bum.  Nay,  faith.  Til  fee  the  church  o*  your  back, 
and  then  come  back  to  my  Mafter  as  foon  as  I 
can.  [Exit. 

Gre.  I  mafVel,  Cambio  cotnes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  Vincentio  and  Grumio, 
wiib  Attendants. 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio^s  houfe* 
My  Father's  bears  more  towards  the  Market-place; 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you.  Sir. 

Fin.  You  ihall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go ; 
I  think,  I  ihall  command  youi-  welcome  here ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheer  is  toward.    [Knocks. 

Gre.  They*re  bufie  within,  you  were  bcft  knock 
louder.  [Pedant  looks  out  of  the  tvindow. 

Fed.  What's  he,  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down 
the  gate? 

yi».  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  He*3  within,  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Vin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound 
or  two,  to  make  merry  withal  ? 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf,  he 
(hall  need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  Son  was  belov*d  in 
Padua.    Do  you  hear.  Sir  i  to  leave  frivolous  circum- 

(lances. 
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ftances,  I  pray  you,  tdl  Signior  Lucentio  that  hisFa^ 
ther  is  come  from  Pifa^  and  is  here  at  the  door  to 
rpeak  with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  lieft ;  his  Father  is  come  to  Padua^  and 
here  looking  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  An  thou  his  Father  i 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  his  Mother  lays,  if  I  may  believe 
her. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now.  Gentleman!  why,  this  is 
flat  knavery  to  take  upon  you  another  man's  name.  ' 

Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain.  I  believe,  he  means 
to  cozen  fomebody  in  this  city  under  my  couiltenance, 

SCENE         II. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  I  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together.  God 
fend  *em  good  (hipping!  but  who  is  here!  mine  old 
Mafter  Vincentio  ?  now  we  are  undone,  and  brought 
to  nothing. 

Vin.  Come  hither,  crackhemp.    [Seeing  Biondello., 

Bion.  I  hope,  I  may  chuie.  Sir. 

Vin.  Come  hither,  you  rogue;  what,  have  you 
forgot  me?. 

Bion.  Forgot  you  ?  no.  Sir :  I  could  not  forget  you, 
for  I  never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vin.  What,  you  notorious  villain,  didft  thou  never 
fee  thy  Mailer's  Father  Vincentio? 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worlhipful  old  mafter  ?  yes, 
marry.  Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Is*t  fo  indeed  ?  [He  beats  Biondello. 

Bum.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  madman  willxnur- 
thcr  me. 

Ped.  Help,  Son ;  help,  Signior  Baptijia. 
Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate^  let's  ftand  afide,  and  fee  the 
end  of  this  controvcrfic.  [They  retire. 

H  h  3  Enter 
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Enter  Pedant  with  Servants^  Baptifta  and  Tranio. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my  fervant  ? 
.  Vin.  What  am  I,  Sir ;  nay  what  are  you.  Sir  ?  ob, 
immortal  Gods !  oh,  fine  villain !  a  filken  doublet^  a 
velvet  hole,  a  fcarlet  cloak  and  a  'copacain  hat:  oh, 
I  am  undone!  I  am  undone!  while  [  play  the  good 
husband  at  home,  my  Ton  and  my  fervants  fpend  all 
at  the  Univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bap.  What,  is  this  man  lunatick  ? 

7rtf.  Sir  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  (hew  a  mad-man  ;  why. 
Sir,  what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and  goldr 
I  thank  my  good  Father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Vin.  Thy  Father!  oh  viflaiji,  he  is  a  (ail- maker  in 
B^gamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake.  Sir,  you  miftake.  Sir;  pray, 
what  do  you  think  is  his  name? 

Vin.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name ;  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is  Cranio. 

Pe(L  Away,  away,  mad  als !  his  name  is  Lucentio: 
and  he  is  mine  only  £>n,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me 
Signior  Vincentio. 

Vin.  Lucentio!  oh,  he  hath  murthered  his  matter  j 
lay  hold  of  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the  Duke*s  name  \ 
oh,  my  fon,  my  (on,  tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is 
my  Ion  Lucentio  P 

^ra.  Call  forth  an  Officer;  carry  this  mad  knave  to 
the  jail;  Father  J5^p/j/?^,  I  charge  you,  fee,  that  he 
be  forth-coming. 

Vin.  Carry  me  to  jail  ? 

Gre.  Stay,  Officer,  he  (hall  not  go  to  prifbn. 

Bap.  Talk  not,  Signior  Gremio ;  \  fay,  he  fhall  go 
to  prifbn. 

\ coffedot  pointed-  Mr,  Pope. 

Gre. 
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Gre.  Take  heed^  Signior  Baptifta^  left  you  be  cony* 
catch'd  in  this  bufinels^  I  dare  fwear,  this  is  the  right 
Vincentio. 

Ped.  Swear,  if  thou  dar*ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it.    ' 

Tra.  Then  thou  wcrt  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Zir- 
centio  ? 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  jail  with  him! 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 

Vin.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abuVd  5  oh, 
monftrous  villain ! 

Bion.  Oh,  we  are  fpoil*d,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny 
him,  forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

{Exeunt  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant. 

SCENE       III. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father.  [Kneeling. 

Vin.  Lives  my  fweet  fon  ? 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bnp.  How  haft  thou  offended.?  where  is  Lucentio? 

Luc.  Hcrt^s  LucentiOj  right  Son  to  the  right  Fin^ 
centiOy 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine  : 
While  counterfeit  fuppofers  bleer'd  thine  eyne. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witneft  to  deceive  us  all. 

Vin.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio^ 
That  facM  and  brav*d  me  in  this  matter  fo  i 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio? 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefc  miracles.  Bianca^s  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftatc  with  TraniOy 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town : 
And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  laft 
Unto  the  wilhcd  haven  of  my  blifej 

H  h  4  What 
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What  Tranio  did,  royfclf  cnforc*d  him  to; 
Then  pardon  him,  fwect  Father,  for  my  fake. 

Vin.  I'll  flit  the  villain's  nofe,  that  would  have  fast 
me  to  the  jaiL 

B^.  But  do  yoa  hear.  Sir,  have  you  oaarricd  my 
Daughter  without  asking  my  good-will  ? 

A7».  Fear  not,  Bapttfia^  wc  will  content  yoa,  go 
to;  but  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  villain, 

lExit. 

Bap.  And  I,  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale,  Biancoy  thy  Father  will  not 

frown.  [Exeuni. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough,  but  Pll  in  among  the  reft, 

Ojt  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  (hare  of  the  feaft*    £ExiL 

[Petrqchio  mui  Catharina,  advancing. 

Ca$b.  Husband,  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this 

ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kiis  me,  Kate^  and  we  will. 

Catb.  What,  in  the  midftof  the  ftreet? 

Pet.  What,  art  thouafham'd  of  me? 

Catb.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid!  butaftam'd  to  kife. 

Pet.  Why,  then  let's  home  again :  come,  firrah, 

let's  away. 
Catb.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kifs  5  now  pray  thee, 

love,  ftay. 
Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  come,  my  fwect  Xii/^  5 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.     [Exeunt. 
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S        C        E        N        E         IV. 
Cbofiges  to  LucentioV  JpirtmerUs. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Vinoentio^  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucenttpi 

Bianca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Petruchio,  Catharina, 

Grutnio,  HQrtenfiq»  and  Widow.  TranioV 

fervants  bringing  in  a  banquet. 

hue.  A  T  laft,  tho*  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree  1 
-^x  And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  fmile  at  'fcapes  and  perils  over-blown. 
My  fair  Bianca^  bid  my  Father  welcome. 
While  I  withfelf-fame  kindnels  welcome  thine  5 
Brother  Petrucbio^  Sifter  Catharine^ 
And  thou,  Hortenfio^  with  thy  loving  Widow  ; 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe : 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer:  pray  you,  fit  downs 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat, 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat! 

Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs.  Son  Petrucbio. 

Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Hor.  For  both  our  fakes,  1  would  that  word  were 
true. 

Pet.  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortenfio  fears  his  Widow. 

Wid.  Then  never  truft  me,  if  I  be  afeard. 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfiblc,  and  yet  you  mils  my 
ienfe: 
I  mean,  Hortenfio  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wid.  He,  that  is  giddy,  thinks,  the  world  turns 
round. 

Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Catb.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  that  ? 

Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet,  Conceives  by  mc,  how  likes  £fiv/^33^  that? 
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Hot.  My  widow  %s,  thus  flie  conceives  her  tale. 

Pet.  Very  w^  mmded  5  kifi  him  for  that,  good 
Widow. 

Cath.  He,  rbsi  is  giddy,  thinks,  the  world  turns 
round  ■ 

I  pray  you^  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

WiL  Your  Husband,  being  troubkd  with  a  Shrew, 
Meafores  my  Husband's  ibrrow  by  his  woe. 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Cath.  A  very  mean  meaning. 

fi^d.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

€aib.  And  I  am  mean,  indeed,  relpeding  you. 

Pes.  To  her.  Kale. 

Hor.  To  her.  Widow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kated(xs  put  her  down. 

Hor.  That's  my  office. 

Pet.  Spoke  like  an  Officer;  ha'  to  thee,  lad. 

[Drinh  to  Hortenfio. 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremo  thefe  quick-witted  folks  ? 

Gre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  heads  together  well. 

Bian.  Head  and  butt?  an  hafty-witted  body 
Would  iay,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 

Vin.  Ay,  miftrefs  ^ride,  bath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 

Bian.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  Til  deep 
again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  thou  (halt  not,  fince  you  have  begun : 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  cnean  to  fhift  my  bulh : 
And  then  purfue  n^e,  as  you  draw  your  bow. 
You  are  welcome  all. 

[Exeunt  Bianca,  Catharine,  and  Widow. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me.  Here,  Signior  Jranioj 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not ; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  ihot  and  mife'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir»  Lmcentio  flip*d  me  like  his  grey-hound. 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mafter. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomeching  currifli. 

Tra. 
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Tra.  *Tiswcll,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  J^: 
*Ti&  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

B^.  Oh,  oh,  Petnubio^  Tranio  hits  you  now. 

Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 

Hot.  Confefs,  confcfi,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there  ? 

Pet.  He  h^  a  little  gall'd  nie,  I  confefs ; 
And  as  the  jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 
•Tis  ten  to  one  it  maimM  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadneis.  Son  Petrucbia^ 
I  think,  thou  haft  the  verieft  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Wdl,  I  fay,  no ;  and  therefore  for  affiinmc^ 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  Wife,  and  he 
Whofe  Wife  is  mod  obedient  to  come  firft. 
When  he  doth  fend  for  her,  ihall  win  the  wager, 

Hor.  Content ;  — —  what  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns! 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk  or  hound. 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Hot.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 

Hot.  Who IhalJ begin? 

Luc.  That  will  I. 
Go,  Biondelh^  bid  your  jmiftEefi  come  to  me. 

Bion.  I  go.  [Exit. 

Bap.  Son,  Til  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves:  I'll  bear  it  all  my  felf. 

Re-enter  Biondello. 

How  now,  what  news  ? 

Bion.  Sir  my  Miftrefs  fends  you  word 
That  fhe  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come 
Pet.  How  ?  (he's  bufie  and  cannot  come,  is  that  an 

anfwer? 
Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too: 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet. 
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Tet.  I  hope  better. 

H<?r.  SiriUh,  Bwidittdy  go  and  intreat  my  wife  to 

come  COiHe  lbc|hwith.  {^Exit  Bionddlo. 

Pet.  Ohf»  oh !  intreat  her !  nay,  then  Ihe  needs  mi^ 

come. 
Hot*  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  do  you  what  you  can. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Yours  will  not  be  intr^atccl^  now,  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She&ys^  you.h|»n^ibme  goodly  jeft  in  hand^ 
^ewin  not  comet  ftM|lnd$  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  wUx'fe,  (he  will  not  come! 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd : 
Sirrah,  Grumo^  go  to  yourMiftreis, 
Say,  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  \^Exii  Gm. 

Abr,  I  know  her  anfwer. 

Pet.  What? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  nunc,  and  there's  an  end. 

S      C       EN      E        V, 

Enter  Catharina. 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  hollidam,  here  comes  Catharine  f 

Catb.  What  is  your  will.  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Hmenfio\  Wife? 

CaJth.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parlour  fire. 

Pet.  Go  fetch  them  hither;  if  they  deny  to  come. 
Swinge  me  then)  foundly  forth  unto  their  husbands : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight. 

\Exit  Catharina. 

Jmc^  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Hor.  And  fo  it  is :  I  wonder,  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  boads,  and  love,  and  quiet  life, 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy : 
And,  to  be  Ihort,  what  not,  that's  fwect  and  happy. 

Bap^  Now  fair  befai  thee,  good  Petruehio! 

The 
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The  wager  thou  haft  won  \  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  lofles  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 
Another  dowry  to  another  Daughter^ 
For  (he  is  chang*d,  as  fhe  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  1  will  win  my  wager  better  yet. 
And  fhow  more  fign  of  her  obedience. 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Catharina,  Bianca  and  Widow. 

See,  where  Ihe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  wives 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanly  perfuafion  : 
Catharine^  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not } 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

[^Spe  pulls  off  her  capy  and  throws  it  down* 

Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh, 
'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pais. 

Bian.  Fie,  what  a  fooliih  duty  call  you  this? 

Luc.  I  would,  your  duty  were  as  fooliih  too ! 
The  wifdom  of  your  duty,  fair  Bianca^ 
Coft  me  an  hundred  crowns  fince  fupper-time. 

Bian.  The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty^ 

Pet.  Catharine^  I  charge  thee,  tell  thefc  headftrong 
Women, 
What  duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husbands. 

Wid.  Come,  .cx>me;,  you're  mocking  j  we  will  have 
no  telling. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

md.  She  Ihall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay,  Ihe  (hall ;  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Catb,  Fie!  fie!  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  brow, 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thole  eyes. 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
"  It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads ; 
^'  Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  fhake  fair  buds  i 
^'  And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
"  A  Woman  mov'cj  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
**  Muddy,  ill-fceming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty, 

"  And 
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And  while  it  is  fe»  nooe  ib  drf  ot  tbirft^ 
Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
Thy  Head,  diy  Sovereign ;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
Ana  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftorms,  the  day  in  cold. 
While  thou  ly*ft  warm  at  home,  fccure  and  life. 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands. 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience; 
Too  little  payment  for  io  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  Subjeft  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband : 
And  when  file's  froward,  pcevifti,  fullen,  fower. 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will ; 
What  is  fhe  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 
«*  And  gracelcfi  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord  ? 
«  I  am  a(ham*d,  that  Women  are  fo  fimple 
<«  To  offer  war  where  they  Ihould  kneel  for  peace  5 
^  Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway, 
««  When  they  are  bound  to  fcrve,  love,  and  obey. 
•«  Why  arc  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak  and  fmooth, 
•*  Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world, 
•*  But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  hearts 
«*  Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? " 
Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms. 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 
My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  haply  more. 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown  5 
But,  now  I  (ee,  our  launces  are  but  draws, 
Our  ftrength  as  weak,  our  weaknefe  paft  compare; 
That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 
Then  vale  your  ftomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot, 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  Husband's  foot : 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe. 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench:  come  on,  and  ki& 

me,  Kate. 
Luc:  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad,  for  thou  flialt  ha't, 
Vin.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 
Luc.  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  fro- 

ward. 
Pet.  Come,  Kate^  we'll  to  bed ; 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
*Twas  I  won  the  wager,  tho'  you  hit  the  white; 
And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night. 

[^Exeunt  Petruchio  and  Catharrni. 
Hot.  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tamM  a  coril: 

Shrew. 
Luc.  *Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  (he  will  be 
tam'd  fb.  [Exeunt  tmnes. 

Enter  twofervants  bearing  Sly  in  his  own  apparel^  ani 
leaving  him  on  the  Stage,  ihen^nter  a  Tapften 

Sly  awaking.]  Sim,  gtvfsfome  more  wine^'-^wha^ 
all  the  Players  gone?  am  not  I  a  Lord? 

Tap.  A  Lordy  with  a  murrain  /  come^  art  thou  drunk 

ftiU? 

Sly.  JVhd's  this  ?  Tapfter !  oh^  I  have  had  the  hr^euejk 

dream  that  ever  thou  heardft  in  all  thy  life. 

Tap.  Tea^  marry ^  but  thou  badji  beftget  thee  home^  pr 
your  Wife  will  courfe  you  for  dreaming  here  all  night. 

Sly.  Will  fhe?  I  know  how  to  tame  a  Shrew.  / 
dreamt  upon  it  all  this  nighty  ani  thou  baft  watCd  m^ 
out  of  the  beft  dream  that  ever  I  had.  But  Pit  to  ng 
Wife  and  tame  her  too^  if  fi>e  anger  me. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Voltitm^ 
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